Google 


This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world’s books discoverable online. 


It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired, Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 


Usage guidelines 


Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 


We also ask that you: 


+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 


+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 


+ Maintain attribution The Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 


+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 


About Google Book Search 





Google’s mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 
at[http: //books . google .com/| 




















© 


THE” 
Gentleman's M: agazine 


VotumE CCLXXXI. 
N.S.57 


JULY ro DECEMBER 1896 


PRODESSE & DELECTARE E Piurisus UNuM 





Edited by SYLVANUS URBAN, Gentleman 





‘Bonton 
CHATTO & WINDUS, 111 ST MARTIN'S LANE 
1896 

















CONTENTS of VOL, CCLXXXI. 


Theol Genius By Davin Lixpsay : 
W.T. Fares BRes.! 
and Wales By F 
By Gronok Eyre-Topn, MA. | 
‘BEotage, Thea Neroumiran Stee By Isabxuia WeDpue 


Eotie tee CHARLES T.LUSTED . .  . « 
Bes Ty E, C HAMLEV 


fae of “Melancholy.” “By zB we 
ie hy ea HB.Grawt 2 ft 
CHARLES EDWARDES . . . . 

MEETKERKE - 


eat sage 28 


ae Sane Jour Colemax 5 of: i 
Some Curious. eis. oy HADDEN. .  . 165 
of England Y 


pay Fiction.” By AxipaeW DE 
Estremes of Human Effort. By A Macivor’ : 
Fire, The Origin of. By 


AM. . 
Fishwife, of Le juet. yish J. Posto. Posto, i 
Folk. Lore, ee in Divers. % Rk. ives Boswmnt 472 





es by jae rusts PAVERS 
eaters bts ren! 





es COOPER, = pee 
Human Effort, al of. A. MACIVOR hs 
Humours, The, of News _ 1 PENDLETON 
zt Todfian Canals By Donaue N Rew 2 





iv Contents. 


Natiogal Portrait Gallery A Wal sound the, By Fancy Frr2- 
CERALD 
Ne Editing, The Humours of, JOAN PENDLETON 
Natoay and Nothing hy Gil Aprenso elise 
eh erst ae Ses) 
fe of ire. By AvMacivon 2 ; 
S USTIN HUNTLY ARTHY 
gia Chon" The Greatest of These_—” 


jania, ‘The Credulous Side of the. By JoHN PENDLETON 
mci dial By CLARE SORE 


: se oRaRtades B2a8e8 f 





USTED 

St Si tats ware, Memories of, By Ww. Coxwor Syoieyy | Mans 
tary Hal ial sy By W.K, Stripe. 

Stiubetiana. By Mary HARGRAVE 


Seer Th Guesses at. By H. ScuUrz Wilson’ p : 
ie. By Mary S, Hancock 5 

Stange Par Oath The, of Mr. Tillotson. By the Author ie “A 
‘Table Talk. ev SYLVANUS URMAN; rant ; 


Tailed Englishmen—“Le Morte d'Arthur"—The Infldence 


upon Poetry ‘of the Arthurian Legend—Its Influence on 

‘ineteenth Century Poets—Mr, Swinburne’s Tale of Balen 
— Beauties of the Poemm—Versification of the Tale of Balen 

‘The Elzevir Patissier—The Horn-Book—Present Scarcity of 
the Horn-Book—Recent f sAntiquitles—Things in Com- 

monest Use quickest to Di: 

Ouida and. and Mr. Ruskin—Et it jnbumanity—Is Grucliy an an 

Hogish Attibate? is Cruelty ?—Educational 


‘Trainin, 
‘The New “ Pepys Pepys! Farewell Misconduct of Charles 
Lamb—"Bird Day"—The Décri in Southern 
France—The Latest Development of ‘Cruelty in France— 
Leaders of the “Terror”—A Scene in a Marseilles Theatre 
William Morris—Morris and Rossetti—Morris's First Volume 
of Pocms—Its Bound into Prosperity—Insplred by 
Froissart—The Elements of Romance ne Mystery in the 








e Songs of Travel "Stevenson's Posthumous Vers¢—Steven- 
son’s Autobiographical Ret ion Description of Tropi- 
eal Rain—Reception of William Morris’s Efforts— 
Mercantile Value of Morris's Books—A Concordance to 
Tennyson—A Renewed Protest—Extirpation of Wild 
Flowers. PEK SF te =; 

‘Thieves! Slang. ByC.H.Vettacorr |) )t 
‘Three in Paradise. By 1. Gincurisr  . . 
Town Life Three Centuries Ago. By Ruys Jinkins 
‘Transmigration, A Musical. Dy Nimo CHkistie 
Union, A, with Imogen. By H. Scu0Tz WILSON . . 
Village, An Old; in Imitation. ByHGT.. 1 4 
Week, A, in Ireland. ByJ,SHAYLOR .  . we 
Wet Day, A. By Isa J. Postoate. = mt 
White Rose, The, on the Border, By ALISON BUCKLER. ae iH 
» Part IL 
Wranglers, Senior. By Cuarurs G,Nurtaln a” 6 ae 
Yosemite Memories, By W.H,GUEADELL «4 6 a6 





& 


a3 











such and such a district have failed. We are not unnaturally hard- 
hearted, but we rest tranquil in the knowledge that the extremity of 
distress will be prevented, for the failure is not universal, and supplies 
from regions however remote can soon be made available in any given 
place. Our complex and ample means of communication render this 
certain, and relief, whether transmitted by benevolent governments 

jurchased out of the savings of the sufferers themselves, is easily 
‘brought within reach of those in need without any appreciable diffi- 
culty having to be met in the way of its distribution. But in India, 
those railways of which we hear a good deal, though they strike 
‘through huge tracts, and cover miles which, when numbered, give 
imposing figures, form nothing of that network of lines which with 
larger or smaller meshes stands out so prominently on the maps of 
most parts of Europe. Trains roll from sea to sea, but over the vast 
areas between or beyond the main lines there are no intersecting 
branches, no systems of veins spreading away from the great arteries, 
and if in these neglected regions the influence of railways is in any 
way apparent, it is of the subtle kind insensibly and slowly 
modifying the conditions of life. Ordinary roads, moreover, are not 
unduly plentiful, nor does the bullock cart—the sole vehicle that 
trayerses them—move with much expedition, Under such circum- 
stances trade must always have difficulty in discharging its principal 
function, which we are told is that of placing commodities where they 
are wanted, And if on ordinary occasions this is the case, it is easy 
to figure what occurs in emergencies when the importance of saving 
time is supreme. To bring food into a famished country ig compara- 
tively easy—to make it available to those that are ready to perish is 
another matter. Have not men been found starved to death within 
‘@ day's journey of abundance? 

It is not then to be wondered at if governments both local and 
central were said to be anxious—anxious in. the first place for that 
complete information which should supply the means of judging 
whether the degree of actual want would render external help 
necessary to the affected districts, and secondly, anxious for the 
development of a sysicm that could make distribution, when required, 
fairly perfect, meeting the special difficulties due to differences of races 
and physical conditions of the country they inhabited. 

It was not so far certain that the calamity was of the really severe 
type—reports from different localities, coloured perhaps by personal 
sympathies or antipathies in the reporter, agreed in little beyond 
the fact that crops were undoubtedly scanty; there was still room 
to hope for intelligence comparatively reassuring ; but with the 





‘Mrs. Cudlip, who had come out to spend the cold weather in Caleutta, 
as she cantered in the morning round the track on the race-course, 
looked with very genuine sympathy upon a little party of two 
Secretaries to Government and a member of council, who, walking 
their horses on the ring, were with sedate but not inanimate gestures 
‘engaged in close discussion. It was only as she passed them a second 
time at a slower pace, and heard the member of council bewail in 
‘indignant terms a “ further fall in the d—d rupee,” that she realised 
how the care sitting behind thé horseman is not necessarily of a 


public nature. | 

_ ‘Itwasa relief to find, a few minutes later, when she was joined by 
‘Mr, Henry Merivale, 2 somewhat prominent young merchant, that a 
non-official mind even at times of recreation could be occupied with 
the afflictions of others. Mr, Merivale talkcd constantly about the 
famine, and when she mentioned having overheard a remark of a 
‘high official, showed considerable concern to ascertain what it was, 
Tn particular he was anxious to learn whether Government intended 
to send any assistance to the distressed population, and Mrs. Cudlip 
thought he had never appeared in a finer light to her than now, when 
he inveighed against the supineness of authority in not more readily 
coming to the aid of starving ryots. “If one could only know fora 
fact that they intended to buy rice or any other grain !” he said, with 
something like passion trembling in his voice. “Are these poor 
wretches to be allowed to starve? What wouldn't I give to know 
that the Government had decided to do something ?” 

‘His tone’ brought to her mind certain rather ill-natured remarks 
she had heard about this young man's keenness in business matters, 
How little, it tured out, those who charged him with making efforts 
unduly strenuous and engrossing to achicve mercantile success, had 

Ba 


‘Merrivale ; and during the small dance at Government House, to which 

she went after dinner, sbe danced five times with Mr. Merivale. 
All the world bad seen for some weeks that these two people 
She had never concealed a liking for the 


him, but she had not recognised that she looked on him with more 
‘than liking. But she had come to know it now; those few 
‘words of his about the starving natives had affected her more than 
iomumerable small services and constant attentions of the sort 
that a man devotes to the woman he endeavours to please, She 
Knew now that he was worth her regard, and he had it. She herself 
had been profoundly moved by the accounts of suffering, actual and 
to be expected, in the dearth-smitten provinces, yet the people she 
commonly met did not as a rule speak much on the subject, or re- 
‘veal more than a decent concern. But this man, who hitherto had 
kept his thoughts to himself, proved to be stirred to the depths of his 
nature—and she loved him for it. Was this going a trifle further than 
‘one would expect? Perhaps. Perhaps, too, Mrs. Cudlip wasa little 
enthusiastic. For my part, I like a little enthusiasm. 

‘On setting out next day to pay her customary visit to Mrs. Leck- 
‘With, she went with the determination of inquiring if nothing could 
be told as to the intentions of the authorities concerning the famine 
in the south. Mrs. Leckwith would, of course, find out and tell her, 
for it was unjust to suppose that a Government calling itself paternal 
would deny to ardent friends of humanity so cheap a commodity as 
information. And then, when she had got the knowledge—can you 
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‘not fancy an imaginary scene in her mind when ie was hen 
some one else? ~ 

‘Unfortunately, Ihr ite enterpcibe pint qGfbo IASG 
‘she had thought. Experience, as well as precept, rendets the wife 
of the official as guarded in her admissions as the official himself 
‘Mrs. Leckwith was entirely disinclined to talk on the subject, and it 
‘was necessary to dedicate the whole of the visit to a stranger of 
‘importance, who had come upon the scene a fortnight or so before, 
find who was now engaged in that persevering suction of the fore. 
finger which physiologists, I believe, attribute toa misapprehension. 

Presently the babe lifted up his voice and wept, and was softly 
consoled by the slender girl who was sitting by his side. “Mosquito 
causing great botheration,” she said, in the quaint travesty of the 
English language and accent known to the Anglo-Indian as chi-chi, 
Letitia dressed like a European, and on occasions spoke of herself as 
‘onc, but her complexion did not warrant the conclusion that any 
large proportion of her blood came from a European source. 

‘The class to which she belonged—the great community of 
half-castes existing in India—do not appear to be unhappy ; bit fs 
this appearance due only to their patience, and do the distrust and 
aversion of all the other races really mar their satisfaction in their 
lives? They are said to have grave moral defects, but the vices 
with which they are charged are chiefly those engendered by 
suspicion and the sense of their own weakness, With different 
treatment such faults might tend to disappear. Bat the tender+ 
hearted Englishman, always rendy at home to cry brothers with the 
oppressed savage or half-savage, drops much of his sentiment when, 
‘bn crossing the Indian Occan, he is confronted by real kinsmen 
not wholly pleasing in appearance or bearing, He Icaves them 
severely alone. The brand of Cain was the stamp of his own evil- 
doing. “A touch of the tar-brush” appears to signify the ratification 
of that decree which through many gencrations visits upon the 
children the error of a single ancestor. 

When Mrs. Cudlip's visit came to an end Letitia took her to the 
door, and then to the gate, and after that, seeing that it had grown 
dark, offered to walk home with her, To Mrs, Cudlip it scemed 
natural that some one should accompany her, and it seemed no lest 
natural to Narain Singh, the durwan, that important person who 
spent his day in doing nothing with so much di 
Tt was fortunate that it did seem natural to 
Narain and Letitia relations were strained—naturally they were 
Strained. Had she not, doubtless in virtue of her European 
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these few wards were spoken that bis desire to know if beip were 
ta be sent to those starving thousands had touched her sympathetic 
Tature, ami thar Se was in danger now af desroving in 2 moment 
ail the edfect oe had before unconsciously produced. He wanted to 
tarry Mrs, Cusilip, and ne Knew the danger of ailowing himself to 
sank co Der raard. 

_ “Cam amaivus co Grow, "he stid : “bur 2 oman oughr tw get bis 
imterratun Rumeeif Our Stead Leckwith is a cide uncertain in 
tewpen vou know. He might mike limseif diswrembie. I would 
Teditce anythutg ix che word chan char certain people shouid undergo 
sete Quy “unpre.” 

Nini cfere uni chen cae eas zines om che Sighest pedestal that 
sAes i Mix Cadip’s smicun amd [ chink fae had said jost 
Snead oC ong tine ota nuricalar impart, avmeshing might ive been 
Mirage wat wound sive adit ser ‘unr Gives in a very special 
wear. May Motvaic’s aumi was a got jesi occupied with another 
Water raag Lien, ain te ec che appurmmrr 27 I. 

rere was techie simguiar at cer cus meting again at dinner. 
Whad ts Rewwet as Souety an an Indian nwa 5s 2 small circle sab- 
AWveded tte enailee Sigmes ami Se same genie are repeatedly 
Adwomet tugedter during she semum Mz Dyer om host, whose 
ARgity as a nige of che High Court somewiar cescicas? che omber 
v4 tadive wien Ne could e sinnt wm ae dw2 20 Gunner, found 
atest text the sume wommur at lest we a wees The same 
Wrotteny tt parerenstiy was Ste ‘ec af Mis. Dyer, wing 2s a judge’s 
wil Rl ce oder nages wrembers of counci, seaie miinary men, 
ant geeeraily the Nd beaded, ave wally wo ber sacsiaction For, 
bough we ne aorcunt would she have dereyand Eom the oghts 
wat bea preationy tore was a trie of thirty years between ber age and 
trea Wuatatatls, ant it careaot be said thar when choice was open to 
et ate seloctal: Nis contemporaries in any marked way as the 
celdpets wh her notion, Moe that matter, she did not bestow much of 
w bot Nuatand hivaselg her time being much occupied by one 
bite cbaseling ereatures who discharged the onerous and high- 
pistol ctutive of aide-dle-camp to the Viceroy. But lest this should 

‘any scandalous idee of disagreements between husband and 
Mea ia rhe to state that only the previous week she had been 
bubbly ween driving alone with Mr. Dyer—a circumstance which 

i quidnuncs not a little. 
yt in with Surgeon-Lieutenant Field-Marshal de 
‘0 talked all the evening of himself and sundry 
syhim in the matter of leave and excess of duties. 


sympathy in the 
discoloured by twenty-five years of the Indian sun, there was a heart 
with boundless possibilities of affection, which had been stirred to 
activity by the sweet-faced woman whose manner differed so greatly’ 
from that of the women he usually met there. He was endeavouring, 
most Likely without being very distinctly aware of it, to make 
mat eet en if the method he adopted was not 
Very far-sighted it is also not very uncommon—our own affairs 





disappointing—she condoled with bim in’ bis 
was sure he needed change, and could not conceive how 
‘he bore the strain of unalloyed, continuous responsibility, He was 
excited with nervous pleasure when the Indies rose to go upstairs, 
ee ae mis 
‘Pleasant woman, Mrs. Cadlip—and, 1 understand, has a good 
deal of moncy.” 


s “Damn her money!" growled Sugg, creating in the mind of his 
host, whose experiment in matrimony had been of such doubtful, 
success, an impression that the middle-aged doctor was a shrewd 
hard-headed man of the world, not likely to trouble himself at his 
tine of life about the other sex. Poor fellow! it was a heart he 
wanted, not money, and he was the only man in the room who did” 
‘ot guess where her heart was given. 

‘The heayily-made, fat native who rolled into Merivale’s office the 
ext moming as soon as anyone could be admitted to speak to the 
sahib, was Bhur Dass, the produce broker and speculator. You 
would have found difficulty in realising that this man, with teeth 
blackened by betel nut, with soiled and tumbled clothes, and old 
shoes bursting at the side, was one of the controlling forces in a 
‘great market. You would more easily have imagined him to be the 
keeper of one of the tiny bazaar shops, where little heaps of grain 
are exposed for sale in minute quantities, which are carried away in 
plantain leaves ; or a money-changer trading at the street corner 
‘with piles of coppers ranged upon his box and burying the rupees 
which he changes in the recesses of his girdle. But Bhur Dass was 
an important man in his way, too well known to find it necessary to 
be careful as to his clothes, and that heavy eye of his, where a 
network of brown veins overran the white, had a wonderful faculty of 
‘seeing through a bargain. 

“Sabam, sahib,” he sald, lifting his hand to his forehead in the ] 
















oe 
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perfunctory manner which is assumed by the modern native trader, 
and which has lost all semblance of respect, 

And Merivale said, ‘ Salaam.” 

_ Any business to-day?” . 7 

Not so fay,” said Merivale ; and then a little conversation was: 
held as to prices and supplies and general tendencies in the bazaar, 
When this was over Bhur Dass came closer, and, leaning on the desky 
said: 

“ Has the sahib any news?” 

Merivale knew previously that Bhur Dass had a partiality for 
garlic, and he was particularly sensible of it now. 

“No—nothing special.” 

“The sahib is the intimate friend of many sahibs in the Govern- 
ment—they are great men, When they come to any decision about 
buying grain to send south the sahib will certainly know, Such a 
thing will not be done without the sahib’s knowledge” Bhur Dass 
had said that every day for the last fortnight. 

Merivale shook his head, 

“If the sahib wishes to do any business he will not forget hig 

servant?” 

“If L send for you, baboo, will you come at once?” 

T will come to your honour very, very quickly.” 

“Tf I don't send for you you had better come to my house to- 
night—say ten o'clock.” 

Bhur Dass, putting his hands together, said the sahib was his. 
father and mother—he was, that is, grateful in the orthodox manner, 
haying a presentiment of coming favours. 

Merivale was closely occupied all day ; but he had the gift of 
application, getting through his work quickly, and the anxieties of 
business lay lightly upon him. His office was well organised, so 
that references to him on small matters were not necessary, while at 
the same time he maintained a very adequate knowledge of all that 
went on. At half-past five he locked his desk, sent for the senior 
European—an older man than himself—asked one or two questions, 
and gave a few instructions regarding current transactions. Then 
he got into a smart cart and drove to the club. There he had a 
whiskey peg, and finding the result gratifying had another, and then 
wandered into the card-room, where he played whist till it was time 
to dress for dinner. 

An hour after Merivale had left his office Mr. Leckwith rose 
wearily from his table and began to put his papers into a large 
wooden box. This box would be carried by a scarlet-coated peon, 








pow left unfinished. ‘That unfinished work 
the! ‘of it often descended upon him in the restless 

‘geniaeihaeia cones a man of his age Tresndet be 
never doubted, from the duties of his post being too heavy and too 
‘many, tind similarly he ascribed the sleepless nights to the activity 
of an overtaxed brain. But possibly if he had had a little less 
amaiety about details that were not really his concern, and if he 
‘could have trusted his subordinates as being Likely to do their work 
as scrupulously as himself, he would bave found it very possible to 
deal with the intricate questions with which it was his real duty to 
cope; and had he smoked fewer black Trichinopoly cheroots be 
tween six o'clock and noon he might have been less languid all the 
morning. But these things did not occur to him, and he plodded 
on with painful conscientiousness, often complaining, though resolute 
not to succumb, and firmly persuaded that he was falling a victim to 
the public service. 

‘He walked home in the dark across the Maidan, the level but 
otherwise beautiful park of Calcutta, That evening walk he took 
religiously every day, in the belief that a gentle stroll of a mile was 
‘a form of exercise calculated to safeguard his health. On coming 
in he spent the interval before dinner in his wife's room, cheering 
her up, though whether the relation of the half-dozen official annoy- 
‘ances that had most fretted him during the day really contributed 
in any appreciable degree to enliven a sick-room may perhaps be 
doubted. After that he had to burry away to change his clothes 
‘and be in time to receive an under-secretary in another department, 
‘who was coming to dine with him, Since Mrs. Leckwith’s illness 
he had neither dined out nor asked anyone to his own house, but 
she was growing better now, and, being a little apprehensive of the 
‘effect of these solitary meals upon his melancholy disposition, had 
‘urged him to do something to break the monotony. 

~ “Why can't you get Mr. Brand to come in?” she had said a 
fight or two before, while they were both watching Letitia as she 
washed what was now irreverently termed old baby. ‘He's in 
mourning, and can’t go out anywhere, and he would be glad to 
‘Spend the evening quietly with you.” 
~ So Mr, Brand was coming, and arrived at two minutes to eight, 
Jooking very sleck and well. His grief in bereavement was clearly 
of the inward deep-seated kind ; for outwardly he showed a cheerful 
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and proper resignation to the dispensation that had removed Mrs, 
Brand from a world of temptation, “ Whatever is is best,” he said 
‘mournfully to a friend when they came back from the funeral, and 
‘there was no reason to doubt that in this instance he spoke from 
conviction. 

‘They were just going into the dining-room when Letitia came 
up and handed Leckwith a letter. As he tore it open at the dining. 
room door, he was wondering why it was brought by ber and not in 
the usual way by a bearer, but as he read the few lines within he 
forgot that paint, Brand, who saw the colour rise in his drawn face 
and heard him muttering angrily, imagined that some bad news had 
reached him, and forbore to ask questions, His wife was safe up- 
‘stairs, so that it was not well to assume that consolation would be 
effectual. 

But as soon as the servants had left the room, Leckwith pushed 
the letter across to him. 

* Just read that, Brand, and tell me what you think,” he said. 

‘This is what Brand read : 


“ My dear Old Man,—I shall think it awfully kind if you will tell 
me whether the Government have come to any definite decision either 
way about sending relief to the famine districts, You know what alot 
of difference it will make in the market when that question is settled, 
and, of course, I don’t want to be out of it when anything is going 
in my own linc. Tam sure you would do me a good turn if you 
could, as I would fo you if I got the chance; and if you are kind 
enough to tell me anything you know I shan’t talk or play the fool. 

“Yours sincerely, 
“Henry Merivae.” 


“ What arum un!” said Brand, complacently, as he refolded the 
letter and put it back into its envelope, 

“Rum un, you call him?” Leckwith cried. “How did the man 
dare to write like that to me?” It would, I think, have been a 
considerably less crime to have made the request to another member 
of the Government, ‘The imputation that he—Herbert Leckwith— 
could betray a state secret rendered the act especially offensive, He 
called Merivale a scoundrel, a blackguard, a sneak, and many more 
unpleasing names, 

“J don't know that it’s sneakish particularly,” Brand said, in a 
quiet deprecating way. “It's a very improper question to ask, but 
he asks it openly enough. Why let yourself be upset, Leckwith ? 
You needn't give him an answer, you know, After all, there might 








Bubbles from the Hooghly. 3 
‘be a fortune to a man who knew in time, and the temptation is too 
gouch, I suppose, for these box wallahs.” A box wallah is a peilar, 
the name given by the blue blood of official magnates to members of 
the commercial community, Brand's father had been a distinguished 
‘surveyor and house agent, and it is only fair to make allowance for 
inherited 


prejudice. 

“No, I need not reply, but I certainly will, and let him know 
‘what Ithink of him. His letter ought to be published and shown 
up. only wish it could be done,” 

Brand tried to change the subject. It was unnecessary to say 
more upon the matter—it ought, he considered, to be quietly ignored, 
He was probably right, for he had a good deal of worldly wisdom. 
Leckwith had no superfluity of that commodity, yet, somchow, with 
all his blundering and rash indignation, you would probably have 
preferred to trust any interests of yours to him rather than the other. 

But Leckwith was not to be appeased, and constantly reverted to 
Merivale, “‘My dear old man,’ indeed!” he burst out. “What & 
slimy way of writing! He has no right to address me like that. He 
is not on those terms with me.” 

It was in vain that Brand shook his head—he meant to imply 
that Merivale wos one of those who address all their male acquaint- 
ance as ‘old man," and that the use of the term in the letter had no 
special significance. But he avoided saying anything to prolong the 
discussion, and smoked his cheroot tranquilly, waiting for a chance 
to divert the conversation. 

“The man who would write such a letter as that would do any- 
thing,” Leckwith went on. “ He'd try any trick to find out what he 
wanted. 1 dare say there’s some trick here. At least, he couldn't be 
such an infernal asi as to suppose he could get any information by 
writing to me.” 

Brand shook his head again. It was quite unjust, and a little 
puerile, tomake these suggestions, but protest on his part might pro- 
Jong Leckwith’s tedious indictment. 

“ most dangerous man," the latter continued. ‘He wormed 
‘out something about the budget last year, and rigged the Government 
paper market. 1 believe he would have made a fortune then if some 
of the native dealers had not repudiated their contracts and bolted. 
T’m devilish glad they did. Why, if we were actually going to buy 
rice, and he got wind of it, he would make a corer of the whole 
presidency, and we should pay through the nose for every grain ; and 
if he had an inkling now of the news we've got in, he'd sell frantically 
and ruin every dealer in the bazaar.” 
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©» Brand saw a chance of changing the subject. ‘1 suppose now 
there can’t be any chance of having to send relief down,” he said, 
‘knocking an inch of ash into his finger glass. 
|. “How. could there after that telegram?” 

‘The telegram that reached the Government that day was, “4 
show accounts of famine exaggerated. Can be dealt with locally." 
Brand had seen it and was easily convinced of its entire truthfulness 
Of course the accounts were exaggerated—accounts of any sort 
that would have the result of increasing his own labours were 
exaggerated. He was beginning some scathing remarks about the 
general conduct of affairs in the Madras presidency, when be was 
interrupted by a figure at one of the open doors leading on to the 
verandah, and Mrs. Cudlip, coming in, said briskly : 

“Well, Mr. Leckwith, and who is the lady?" 

Mrs. Cudlip’s appearance at that hour is easily explained, She 
was living at one of those establishments which form a feature of 
Calcutta life. On the continent of Europe they are called pen- 
sions, and where they exist in England are sometimes euphoniously 
referred to as private hotels, In the eastern town the older.and 
more accurate term, boarding-hotse, remains in use. They are not 
particularly comfortable, but there, where houses are scarce and rents 
high, they are almost a necessity, and at the beginning of the colder 
months the accommodation which they offer is eagerly competed for 
by the members of that fluctuating population which, on the return of 
hot weather, flies into other latitudes as if the town were plague- 
stricken. When'she was not dining with fricnds, Mrs. Cudlip had 
usually no alternative after the fable d’fdte but to retire and spend 
the evening alone in her own rooms, but to-night she had persuaded 
herself that duty required her to go and see Mrs. Leckwith, whom 
she had had no opportunity of visiting during the day. Perhaps she 
had also remembered that Leckwith always just now dined by 
himself, and she may have reflected that if she entered the house 
through the verandah she would find him alone, and might ask a 
Certain question that we know of, It occurs to you that she was 
making'a good deal of that question. It would have been wiser, you 
think, to believe that the constituted authorities would judge for the 
best, that they were likely to understand the requirements of the 
situation at Jeast as clearly as Mr. Merivale. Yes, but have you 
never been in love? Has it never seemed to you that someone else 
was better than all the rest of mankind—that the instincts and 
impulses of that person were singularly high, such as it was almost a 
duty to try to gratify? Haye you never thought that you would like 











Mit il Uist tg ytetah ax 
tion pra her to the house. There was nothing in 
her turn searlet ; and T fear her change of 
fe fo'm conviction which suddenly seized) her-that 
these two men had been at once struck by her entering through the 
‘verandah, and that their active intelligences setting to work’ had 
ie het ae ee 
through her mind. She made sure that every little 
aap kart we bag canfely acanah ‘That, of course, 
‘was due to a consciousness on her part of guilt—the great guilt of 
‘being in love. What Brand was really thinking of was her ankle, 
Saaitemenecyebes tern or due to the boot ; while 
that potitencss did not require him to 

“weerifice his cheroot. 


eee tag Caters oe ‘she contd gain noinformation 
La age eet going to 
she remembered her first question, 

Diener os Mr. Leckwith ?" 
~ © "No, you mistake, there has been nolady. We two dined together.” 

“But I saw her," 

Where?” . 
| “Tn the verandah—over there.” 

“"Te’'must have been the ayah going home.” 

" "No, it was a European in a hat. I saw her distinctly.” 

“It must have been a ghost, Mrs. Cudlip.” 

“But,” said Brand, “haven't you a maid more or less European? 
‘Couldn't it be she?” 

“Yes, but she wouldn't leave my wife in the evening, for the 
‘ayah’has gone away now, too. Besides, what would she be doing 
‘im the verandah while we were at dinner ?” 

But ashe spoke his expression changed a little. He remembered 
‘that it was Letitin who had given him Merivale's note, and now, 
while that note had been discussed, it seemed she had been within 
earshot. 


ESE 





16 The Gentleman's Magazine. 
He called a bearer, somewhat excitedly, and sent for Narain. 
Singh, who presently came in, twisting round his shoulders the long 
roll of red stuff that seems to complete the uniform of a durwan. 
He malsamed profoundly. 
an,” Leckwith said, “has anyone gone out of the gate 2” 
estes alge he said. Letitia’s official name among the 
servants was nurse. 

“Do you know what for?” 

“She said she had a note from the memsahib,” said Narain, 
pleased to be able to impute a possible misstatement. 

Leckwith tumed to Mrs. Cudlip, ‘As if my wife would send a 
note by that girl, especially at night!” he said, forgetting that Mrs, 
Cudlip had not understood one word of what had passed. Then 
he said to the durwan again, “ Did any letter come for me before 
dinner?” 

“None, sahib,” 

“You're quite sure?” 

“His honour knows I speak the truth. No messenger came to 
the gate with any note.” 

“Brand,” said Leckwith, with an exultant look, “do you see 
what has happened? I told you that fellow was prepared to play 
any trick, and I knew he was too shrewd to fancy he could get any 
information out of me, He’s bought over this half-caste girl, They 
knew we were dining together. The note coming just as we sat 
down was the lure to make us talk, and that mongrel creature was to 
listen to what we said.” 

“What on earth has happened?” said Mrs. Cudlip, who, not 
unnaturally, was completely mystified. 

“Why, a man, who is received here as a gentleman, has been 
trying to find out a Government secret, with a view to lining his own 
pocket by it. What is more, unfortunately, he has done it, and that 
by the dirtiest dodge human being ever conceived.” Leckwith was 
too much excited to choose his terms. 

“What a shocking thing !” Mrs, Cudlip said, 

It seemed to her quite appalling. One reads of such occurrences, 
but to find them actually taking place within her own knowledge was 
a genuine pain to her. It was by quite a natural transition that her 
mind drew in bold lines a contrast to this cunning schemer whom 
greed put upon underhand devices. How worthily some one else 
seemed to show now—some one else who also wanted information 
on a subject for inscrutable reasons kept a secret by the Government» 
But he wanted to know only to quiet a noble anxiety fora famished 
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race whom he thought neglected. His mind was so high-pitched 
that he preferred foregoing his desire to allowing his friend to incur 
the tisk of the small unpleasantness of a denial. 

“Tt would be only right to make the whole thing public, and 

show the man Merivale up.” Leckwith said that, and said it with a 
‘of the foot. 

“What for? What do you mean?" said Mrs. Cudlip. 

“What for?" said Leckwith, half forgetting that he was speaking 
to alady. “I've been telling you what for, Mrs, Cudlip. That's the 

" 


“No, no |” said she, with a ring in her voice. “You're wrong— 
you are, indeed. There is something, { know, that Mr. Merivale 
wants to lear, but it isn’t to make anything of it—it couldn't be, 
I know ; be told me.” 

“Doesn't he want to make anything out of it? Look here!” 
Leckwith said, holding the letter out to her. Brand tried to inter- 
pose. In a minute he had scen the situation, and would have saved 
hor froma shock. But Leckwith, if he had ever heard Mrs. Cudlip’s 
name coupled with Merivale’s, was too excited now to remember the 
fact—too proud of his own penetration to let doubt remain as to 
his discovery. Putting by Brand’s arm, he held out the Ictter, 

And Mrs, Cudlip read it. 

As for Merivale himself, he certainly stood to make something very 
considerable, The unofficial accounts of the famine had continued 
to bevery distressing, and the price of all the commoner sorts of food 
‘stuffs had been slowly rising from the anticipation that Government 
could not long postpone the sending of relief, The same thing had 
happened with regard to the means of carriage, the cost of freight 

persistently advanced. If grain were sent to the south from 

Bengal it must go by water, and as requirements would not then admit 
‘of delay, the Government would be easily compelled to pay whatever 
was demanded, No doubt, this raising of prices was effected simply 
88 a speculation, existing uncertainty as to the ultimate action of 
‘Government rendering it dangerous to carry matters to an extreme. 
‘Still, it was substantial, and ample margin remained for an operator 
to work to excellent advantage if he were prepared to deal in large 
quantities, and always supposing that his insight—that is, his informa~ 
tion—could be relied on. And Merivale had no doubt that his 
information would be entirely trustworthy. Letitia, whom he had 
somehow got hold of, had shown faculties eminently suited for 
fing it He had at one time thought that he could discover 

what he wished to know by the aid of Mrs, Cudlip, but the need of 
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despatch was urgent, and Letitia. would go to work more promptly, 
and the results of her endeavours would probably be more definite. 
Her methods, you see, were exceedingly practical. It was she 
who had devised the plan that had been carried through, for Merivale, 
though quite ready to pay for anything she could discover, would 
have shrunk from actually suggesting a trick to entrap aman whom 
‘he called his friend. To profit by a snare was one thing, to lay it 
himself was another—and Letitia’s quick wits soon realised this. 
Knowing that the two secretaries would dine together, she perceived 
‘that as soon as the servants, who are always credited with under- 
standing some English, had left them, they would have no reason 
for reserve, and the only difficulty was to insure their talking on the 
right topic, Master will write one letter to Mr. Leckwith,” she said ; 
and Merivale, asking no questions as to how it would be used, wrote 
it, leaving her to do the rest, In that climate, except during perhaps 
two weeks in the year, there is never any disposition to keep rooms 
closed at evening—the windows folding like doors stand always open 
—and Letitia knew where she could post herself so as to hear all 
that passed. It was almost impossible that the two men in discussing 
the letter could fail to give some indication of the course to be 
pursued. As'a matter of fact, everything came out precisely as she 
designed—the intentions of the Government were made abundantly 
clear ; she had heard all she wanted to know, and, far too much 
occupied by her success to notice Mrs. Cudlip entering the other end 
of the verandah, had run off to impart her information, 

But she did not go straight to Merivale, There was some one 
cle who, she intended, should have the first opportunity of profiting 
by hee ingenuity, 

In a different direction, on the border of the Maidan, a sallow 
youth was standing under a cotton tree waiting for her. He had 
been there doing nothing for half an hour to keep his tryst, and the 
clay had exercised him deeply. In his employer's shop, where he 
was engaged as a kind of clerk, he daily spent three times that period 
in absolute inertness with much inward satisfaction, But it was 
different in his spare hours, and besides, he was in a state of pro- 
found excitement, for, armed with the information that she would 
bring, he was to repair to the bazaar, and there, plunging wildly into 
speculation, risk the enormous sum of two hundred rupees with reck- 
less temerity upon a certainty—that is'to say, if he could induce any 
native broker to deal with him. 

“Oh, you are coming very late,” he said, with obvious emotion, 
when at length Letitia appeared. To do justice to the variety of 











seething whirls of speculation. It was half an hour or more after 
‘Letitia had Jef the house that Merivale at the club received & little 


pencil note, 

“No, nothing will be sent. ‘This is pukka.” 

He had refused to play cards or billiards, saying he had fever, 
and was going home early. A few minutes after getting the note he 
was in his cart, going as fast as his horse could trot towards the 
house where he lived. ‘This was not in the pleasantest part of the 
town, but in the business quarter, where he shared the upper stories 
of a building with two other men whose offices were below. It 
rould have been more agreeable to live near the chib, in the dis- 
trict where Europeans mostly congregate ; but to a man given to 
speculation a neighbourhood more easily approached by native 
dealers had considerable advantage. For your Hindoo broker docs 
not confine his operations to the hours which alone we dedicate to 
business. As Jong as he is awake he is ready to trade—he has no 
pastime and no resource 90 full of pleasure and interest to him; 
and gathering at certain known spots, grovps of dusky speculators, 
Jeaning against walls or squatting on their heels, prolong their transac 
tions far into the night. 

Merivale wat a good deal strung: In the next hour he meant to 
do the biggest thing he had ever done. It would be unsafe to delay, 
for there was no saying how soon some Government announcement 
tnight not be made. But until something was said officially all was 
iy hit own hands. He was quite satisfied with his information, 
confident in his-own adroitness in managing the market, and, as 
‘Brand bad said, there was almost a fortune in it, He was nota 
gman whose mind was given to painting pictures of the future, but he 
could not once or twice resist the reflection that in the next few days 
the whole aspect of his life would probably be in some measure 
changed. There are times when, we cannot help feeling certain of 
events. 

As he drove into the gateway he expected tosee Bhur Dass’s bare 
Jegs standing under the porch. It was after tcn o'clock, but he had 

ca 
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mot yet come, Another broker came in fust after the cart, and 
Merivale gave him a small order to bay rice. ‘There was no need of 
showing his own hand. ee ae AS eee 


quarter of an hour later when Bhur Dass appeared at the door of 
his room, 

“You are very late, baboo,” said Merivale. 

“That is my fault, sahib.” 

“Well, what is going on?” 

“ His honour knows best what is going on.” 

“T have been thinking, baboo, that there is no use waiting and 
doing nothing. We have all spent a good many weeks watching to 
80 what would happen, and nothing has happened. I have made 
‘Up my mind to sell a little.” Merivale's Hindustani was not of the 
highest order, buthe was fluent, and made himself easily understood, 

“T will see his honour in the morning,” said Bhur Dass. 

“ Better do it now. When I decide on a thing I like to put it 
through at once.” 

* But the sahib wishes to sell.” 

“Yes,” 

“How can I sell? There is no buyer at present.” 

“No buyer?” Merivale was irritated, suspecting that Bhur Dass 
‘was trying to make capital himself by putting a definite construction 
on his desire to sell. “No buyer? Why, the market is strong, man. 
You know as well as I do that everyone is trying to buy.” 

“ Has the sahib any information?” 

“No, of course I have not." This was still more irritating, As 
if, having information, he would be likely to make it public ! 

“The sahib has not scen any telegram?” 

“T have seen no telegram.” 

Bhur Dass put his hand into some mysterious place in his 
garments, and produced a scrap of printed paper. One or two of 
the newspapers in Calcutta, in default of evening editions, issue to 
subscribers a series of slips giving telegrams and other pieces of 
news as they arrive. It was one of these slips, wet from the press, 
that Bhur Dass produced. Merivale held it under the lamp and 
read it. It bore that same telegram of which Leckwith had spoken, 
saying that the accounts of the famine were exaggerated and that it 
could be dealt with locally. There it was for all the world to see. 
Every dealer in the bazaar knew as much as he did. No wonder 
there were no buyers, 








night, and ask in astern voice for Merivale sahib. 

Bhur Dass, bending very low, bad answered for the durwan that 
the sahib was not yet in. 

“What are you?” Leckwith said. “ You're not a servant.” 

“Sahib, no. Tama broker.” 

“What do you deal in?” 

“1 deal in produce, sahib, mostly grain and the like.” 

And you are waiting to do business now with the sahib?” 

“Yes, sahib.” 

“Has he done anything yet?” 

“Not yet, sahib.” 

Leckwith laughed aloud. The three men drew round the cart 
‘anxiously, nothing doubting that he had brought special news for 
his friend. To a Hindoo such 2 proceeding seems too natural to be 
called in question. 

“Then go round to the ‘John Bull’ office and see what news 

here is before you do anything.” 
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+ And off waddled Bhur Dass and his companions, not many 
minutes before Merivate’s steaming horse came through the gate.” 
+ Do you ask what had brought Leckwith there? Primarily the 
esire to expose Merivale, to tell him that his device bad been dis: 
‘covered, and to denounce the unholy gains which he must have 
already reaped. But when it appeared that he had not yet availed 
himself of his opportunity, Leckwith's feclings underwent modifica- 
tion. Events might be left to work themselves out, he thought, and 
che returned to his house. 

‘But it was not the wish to stand face to face with Merivale that 
had brought him out that night. He had gone to that house because 
‘he was in the vicinity, and his heart had burnt to tell the trickster 
what he thought. But it was for a different reason that be had 
riven to this part of the town. He had come down because a 
‘woman, galled by deep and scornful indignation, had urged him to do 
‘something, if it was only to make an attempt to stand between the 
gambler and his victims. As Mrs. Cudbip read the letter that 
Leckwith had held out to her, down bad come the pedestal in her 
minx), down had come Merivale's image with it, and away flew a 
hundred pretty dreams that fluttered round it. His own words 
revealed him. A woman can allow for so much in the man she cares 
for, She could have reconciled herself to the fact that he was a 
trifle oversharp in business; that tendency might perhaps have 
figured merely as eminent ability, envied, and therefore denounced, 
‘by others. Even the attempt to learn a secret useful to himself ‘her 
‘mind might have represented without harshness as the outcome of 
that eagerness for success 80 characteristic of the inscrutable male 
-mind But to have deceived her, to have posed to her as the noble 
lover of mankind, when bis desires were wholly in the root of all 
evil, to have cheated her of her admiration and sympathy—these 
things were not to be forgiven. 

You will prevent this being done, of course?” she said. 

But both the gentlemen said it was too late. By this time 
Merivale’s operations would be already begun, and if it were not so 
there was nothing to be done. The Government news might be 
published to-morrow, but not to-night. One could not ery it in the 
streets, 

“Well, but do your best—do something,” broke from Mrs. 
Cudlip. 

‘To Brand it sounded ridiculous—it was time to be going to bed 
in that climate—not to be doing one’s best in any way. But Leck- 

was different. He was not easily roused to any action beyond 





to him physically—while eon oe ee 
than himself’ was to 

“Te bees taming er in my mind,” he said. “I'm afrald 

ps we ought to try. It will mean loss to so 
szumy if Merivale carcies bis tick oat.” 

‘So he hurried round to the member of council in charge of his 
department, who at once agreed that they should apply to the editors 
of the newspapers to put the telegram in circulation, He drove to the 
office as fast as his horse would go. The requests of Governments 
are not lightly refused, and a quarter of an hour Tater the telegram 
was being put in type. 

‘Yet, had Metivale gained his piece of knowledge half an hour 
earlier, had Letitia gone straight to him when she passed Narain 
Singh's gate, even then a fine stroke of business would have been 
done, and several thrifty and well-to-do natives would haye come 
dangerously near to ruin. But Letitia had never intended to go at 
once to the club. This secret that was so valuable to one man 
must bear a value for another too, and she had determined that the 
Jad she loved should have the first chance with it, 

‘She had hurried to that cotton tree where we saw her on the 
‘Maklan, and as she walked away some sweet little dreams rose in 
her mind. Were not the great weavers of dreams—youth and the 
prospect of opulence—at her side? She dreamed of a tiny bungalow 
in a certain close unsavoury street. There, in leisurely state, and 
complaining of the heat ax a European lady should, she would 
See oUt honschld5 there the passcr- by should see the 
Tuxurious punkah wave through the day and evening ; there on Sun- 

day mornings she would receive dusky visitors, to whom she would 
talk of going to the hills, and ridicule the ways of native servants ; 
‘and there de Souza, arrayed in a hot black frock-coat and sun helmet, 
should, like a truc English gentleman, swear in menacing accents at 
domestics. Well, we all have our ambitions, 

Tn point of fact, Mr. de Souza was the only person who had the 
opportunity of putting Letitia’s information to practical use, Having, 

‘not without difficulty, found a broker professing readiness to trust 
I roarvelig at ne own audacity, he sold rice in euch quantitics 
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that when the actual news was made publi: he stood to gain between 
fifty and sixry mpees. ‘The conception that be would handle that 
sum rendered bis night iewerish and restless 

Bur when the time fir settiement arrived, the broker, having 
furnished oo written contract, gave him instead of the money a placid 
smile, ami the assurmee of his belief that the sabib had dreamed 
ital 

When Merivale called the fhilowing day on Mrs. Cudlip, her door 
was shnt, which is the Indian equivaient of “ Not at home.” By the 
next steamer she left for England, having discovered that ber affairs 
called urgently for her presence there. 

‘Sargeon-Lieurenant Fieid-Marshal de Hanteville Sugg went home 
notlong afterwards. Owing to the absence of another surgeon he had 
been compelled to spend over three hours a dzy at the hospital, and 
nature had not borne the strain. 

He lives now in England, having maied a pretty widow. He 
announced bis engagement im 2 letter to Mr. Dyer, who told some 
Of his friends of it atdinner. “Pleasant woman, she is ;” and then, 
closing his left eye with pertinacious compression, be added, “got a 
bit of money, toc.” 
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2g71 by the attainder of Charles, Earl of Westmoreland, who was 
‘one of the foremost in the northern rising on behalf of Mary Queen 
of Scots. Bywell Hall was the scene of the great Jacobite Council 
in 1715, when its owner, Mr. Fenwick, reccived Lord Derwent- 
water, Mr. Forster, of Bamborough, and their friends, to consult 
upon their plan of campaign. 

Newcastle folks were in a sad fright when news came in September 
4745 that Prince Charles Edward had defeated Sir John Cope, 
occupied Edinburgh, and might be daily expected to knock at their 
gates on his way to London. Marshal Wade, who was in command 
of the garrison, strongly fortified the walls and gates, and guarded 
the approaches against the conquering Prince. On October 17, 
1745, ©.S., the famous Lord Chancellor Stowell was born at 
Heworth. His parents were quite humble Newcastle people named 
Scott, and it is said that shortly before his birth his terrified 
mother was lowered in a basket from the town wall by their house 
in Love Lane, close to the quay, and conveyed in a boat across 
the Tyne to Heworth on its southern shore. Other accounts say 
that Mrs. Scott was removed earlier, in consequence of the excite- 
ment prevailing in the town, and that it was the doctor who escaped 
to her assistance in the basket, to save the time required for 
obtaining the Mayor's permission to pass through the closed gates. 

Beyond the walls the country people, who remembered the havoc 
‘of thirty years ago, looked with terror, not sympathy, to the approach 
of the Jacobite army. On June 8, 1829, there died at Hexham a man 
»amed Joseph Dawson, who was old enough to be ploughing a field 
that famous year of '45, and was frightened from his work, together 
with his fellow-labourers, by what appeared to be a troop of horse on 
Whitfield Fell, It tumed out that they were not a detachment of 
the dreaded Highlanders daily expected, but a drove of “ore 
galloways "ponies carrying bags of ore on their backs from the lead 
amines to the smelting mills. 

On November 8, 1745, Prince Charles set foot on English soil. 
He slept that night at Riddings, near Longtown, On the gth heled 
his division of the army down the right bank of the Eden to Rock- 
cliff, rossing the river at the Peat Wath below Castletown. A party 
of officers was sent to reconnoitre the city of Carlisle from Stanwix 
banks on the north side of the Eden, ‘They were fired upon from 
the Castle, and retired, The Prince slept that night at Moothouse, 
Tot Burgh-upon.Sands, where his great Plantagenet ancestor, the 

oat ©f Scots, had laid his mighty limbs to rest four centuries 








f ‘south in Blackhall fields. There was a fog, and 
nothing was done beyond the firing of a few guns from the citadel, 
‘The Prince slept that night at Blackhall, and next day, the rrth, he 
miarched with his division to Brampton, eager to meet Marshal Wade 
on the road from Neweastle, and give him battle on that hilly ground, 
0 advantageous to the Highland method of attack. 

Among the historic places of the world, acenes of by-gone 
romance and shrines to be reverenced by those to whom 
loyalty and valour are sacred things, the little market town of 
Brampton, in Cumberland, is‘all but unknown. It is an insignificant 
Place enough, hardly more than a village ; out of the way, being 
some distance from the railway lint; just off the low plain through 
which the Eden flows to the Solway, surrounded by softly swelling 
ridges of wooded hill and dark, bleak maases of fell beyond. But in 
its midst there still stands, almost unaltered, the very house that for 
ene whole week was distinguished as the residence of an English 
prince, awful beir of her ancient throne. It is not so very long ago 
that it should be practically forgotten. Many must still be living 
‘who heard the story from eye-witnesses, Fourteen years ago there 
‘were certainly persons living who had done so: old David Latimer, 
of Brampton, for one, who described to the present vicar of 
Lanercost, the Rey. H. Whitehead (who died in March 1896), how 
the Highlanders entered and occupied thetown ; Thomas Routledge, 
the carrier, who died in 1886, and who remembered having heard his 
grandmother say that sheand other children were sent off to Nether- 
Denton to be out of the way of the Highlanders. Sergeant Clark, 
of Brampton, who was living in 1886, aged eighty-three, if not living 
still, heard Mary Gardner relate when he was a boy how Lord 
George Murray and his staff had dined at her father’s house at 
Westlinton, she being eleven years old at the time, Miss Lydia 
Hewitt, living at Brampton eight years ago, and perhaps still, had in 
‘her seventeenth year heard of Prince Charlie from a man who saw 
him during the occupation, and who had made ladders for the siege 
‘of Carlisle from the trees in Corby woods. 

‘The Prince entered Brampton by the Lonning, a lane between 
poor cottages that descends the steep hill along which runs a paved 
road, then the only road from Carlisle. At the bottom of this lane 
‘where the present parish church stands, stood then the chapel of the 
almshouses, in which a number of Highlanders were quartered. The 
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more than by the obstinate resistance of Carlisle, amd the prospect 
of being called upon any day to Sght Marshal Wade, whose army, so 
far as numbers and equipment went, might have scattered his own 
fie chaff before the wind ; and, worst of all, no help came fom 
England ; and if England would not rise, France would hoki back 
00. His sweet temper began to wear under this perpetual strain. 
Tt was almost pasting the tact of a Stuart to soothe away imaginary 
wrongs and keep the peace. Proud Lowland lords and gunpowder 
Highland chiefs were all as ready to take fire on matters of precedence 
and privilege as if he were already at St. James's ruling an empire, 
with stars and salaries to bestow. 

‘On November 12 he held 2 council at Brampton. He wished to 
march eastward to mect Wade, bet was overruled, and compelicd to 
remain at Brampton to cover the road while the main army besieged 


On Wednesday, the 13th, the Clans and Lowland regiments were 
marched to Warwick Moor to be reviewed by the Prince. At noon 
hhe rode through Warwick Bridge, attended by his staff and his 
brilliant bodyguard of Fitzjames’s horse. 

‘The moor was then an unenclosed common, which has all but 
vanished under the transforming wand of cultivation. It has been 
drained, tilled, and planted with trees, save for one stretch of parple 
heather, whose roots may bave been trampled by Prince Charles's 
horse. The mew road to Carlisle now climbs the steep bank up to 
that high ridge of breezy moorland, after crossing the modern 
Warwick Bridge, past Warwick Hall. The old Hall of 1745 has 
been replaced by a handsome, red stone, pseudo-classical house, and 
the broad, one-arched stone bridge over which the Prince rode has 
passed away too, but the same river still flows smoothly on its way to 
the Solway, past the same level holmlands and wooded banks, and 
the everlasting hills beyond look down, unmoved by the changes of 
this fitful-fevered life, upon green pasture and brown cornfield and 
our busy, matter-of-fact nineteenth century, as they looked down 
upon the last army that crossed the Border under the last Stuart 
Prince who ever trod on British soil. 

"The army received him with a yell of rapture. He needed all 
their enthusiasm to cheer him, for he had had bad news that mom- 
ing, and his brow was clouded with anxious thought. Long, long 
years after he was described by one who saw him that day to some 
who touched our own time, as pale-eyed and melancholy: he who 
jras wont to be the brightest and cheeriest of them all. Several of 

Ne north country squires, who had been wavering between prudence 
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held aloof The squire had left the Hall on “urgent private busi- 
ness,” to avoid the dilemma presented to his conscience by the 
planting of the royal standard too near for any pretence of short- 
‘ghtedness to avail. So his mother, a Howard of Corby, took upon 
herself to offer hospitality to the royal stranger at his gates. 

‘The Warwicks have passed away from Warwick, leaving a 
tmemento of their bounty in the beautiful little Catholic church at 
Warwick Bridge, on whose walls is recorded the founding of the 
‘mission by that very Francis Warwick who got out of the way so 
conveniently when his King’s son came to his house. 

‘The old Hall stood where the new Hall stands, low by the river, 
sheltered from the northern and western winds by Warwick Bank 

and thick woods, Mrs. Warwick received her princely guest in the 
. “Oak parlour,” where he dined, like an English soldier, on roast 
beef and ale. After drinking to the King, he gave as atoast, “The 
Ladies of England," adding that he did not believe he had many 
‘enemies among them. 

Alady at Wetheral, near Warwick, has in her possession a pair 
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of candlesticks of dark wood twisted spirally, which were used in the 
chamber allotted to the Prince on the occasion of his visit to Warwick 
all. He did not sleep there, but returned to Brampton the same 

“ May God bless him !” ‘Mrs, Warwick exclaimed, as he 


ri ~ On a later day in the same weck, we are told that he visited 
‘another Jacobite family in the neighbourhood, of the name of 
‘Hetherington. Mrs. Hetherington and her daughters left Cumber- 
‘land soon after the royal visit, and lived in London, where, with 
their friend, Lady Primrose, they hid and entertained the Prince 

when he paid those later secret visits to the capital. 
Near Haydon Bridge on the South Tyne, in sight of the road to 
Allendale town, there stands a farmhouse where, according to a 
floating tradition among the people of the district, Prince Charles 
Edward once slept. It was recently, if not now, the property of 
‘Mr. Bacon Grey, of Styford. At first sight one discredits the story, 
there being no record of the Prince having cver set foot in Northumber- 
land. He marched to Derby and back by Carlisle and Preston. On 
closer examination the legend becomes extremely probable. He 
lived fora whole week at Brampton, only twenty miles or so west of 
Haydon Bridge ; days of restless leisure, watching the road to the 
east for General Wade and the beleaguered Castle of Carlisle on the 
west. He was all this time intensely anxious to bring the Northum- 
brian squires to his standard, and to discover whether they meant to 
keep their pledges, What more natural for an impatient Prince 
who loved adventure, and who had proved so successfully the fasci- 
nation of his personal appeal, than to slip, imegnsto, from Brampton, 
and ride twenty miles to try the effect of persuasion upon the tardy 
Northumbrians ? And whither should he direct himself with better 
chance of success than to the forfeited lands of the Derwentwaters, 
Which lay so near at hand? Amongst the tenantry there must still 
be many living who had followed their Lord to Rothbury, and might 
be ready to fight again in the good cause; many who for the dear love 
they bore his memory would gladly shelter the Prince, for whose father 
he had died, should he come among them with his life in his hands. 
It isa loncly region, far beyond the vigilance of such police as existed 
in those wild days, far from the reach of magistrates ; for though the 
uumberland gentlemen would not fight for the King to whom 
drank so loyally and so liberally, neither would they qualify for 
mich by taking oaths to the usurping Government. Most of 










Siege eae pak Te those ite Gaye End ee five; moma, and bad 
‘equalled in their horrors the chronicles of Lucknow and Paris. “The 


garrisom in Cartishe Castle," he says, “consisted of Cumberland and 
Westmoreland militia, a few volunteers, and two companies of in. 
‘valid, which at that time had not their full complement of men.” 
Yet Scotland had been occupied for nearly two months by a hostile 
‘army, expected any day to cross the Border, and Carlisle was as 
Tikely to be called upon as Berwick and Newcastle to defend the de 
Sasts Government. 

“The latter were commanded by Captain Gilpin, of Sealeby 
‘Castle. Tn addition to these there were some independent companies 
in the city, who, however, did not assist the garvison with more than 
thro or thres men from each company.” Whynot? Jefferson sayeth 
pot “From tis cause they were compelled to be continually on 
duty, and one half of the garrison relieved the other alternately. The 
militia were put to other hardships, harassed by continual daty, and 
the citizens compelling them to pay an exorbitant price for provisions. 
‘They could not even procure sufficient straw to make temporary beds 
on the walls:” not being made of the same stuffas the Prince who slept 
‘on pease steaw, and Lochicl, who was so painfully shocked at hisson’s 
Juxuriousness in making for himself 2 pillox of a snowball, “Captain 
Wilson, 2 son’ of one of the members for Westmoreland, paid thirty 
shillings for the use of a cobbler’s stall in which to take rest under 
the walle... The garrison was reduced to great straits ; for seyen 
Seiies snore the investment was November ro, the eurrender 

November 15—“they are said to have had scarcely an hour's rest 
“and many of them fell sick from exccssive fatigue, Desertions took 
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ALISON BUCKLER, 
(To be concluded.) 








THE HUMOURS OF NEWSPAPER 
EDITING. 


MARINTH, the whimsical character in the dippant norel 


person with a large head—with the particular sort of large head, you 
know, that is large because it contains absolutely nothing.” This 
imagining, senseless though it sounds, is not altogether a satire. 
‘Thereare to be found on our newspapers editors with large heads con- 
‘taining absolutely nothing, slovenly men with brains devoid of ideas, 
and apparel more or less without buttons ; but the old-fashioned, 
snuffy, shuffling editor is dying out. He only lingers in someremote 
country office, where he patches up his leading article from any 
source except his own mind, and the papergoes to press somnolently 
once a week. The editor of an English daily newspaper, whether 
his head be large or small, must have something in it. The thirst 
for news is so insatiable, and newspaper competition so keen, that 
the editor of a moder daily journal must have encrgy, resource, 
culture, and commercial instinct. Nor only has he ‘to collect and 
keep together contributors, to settle with them the line that shall be 
taken spon all the questions of the day, and to live a good deal in 
society,” but he has to keep cognisant of the world’s life, to take a 
political and social part in it, to show remarkable sagacity in the. 
swift acquisition of important news at any cost, and spend six hours 
nightly in the unremitting work of arrangement, counsel, and euper- 
vision in his own den. He has comparatively little opportunity to 
indulge in the pleasure of original writing. It is his duty to get the 
best possible work out of his literary staff, to guard lis paper from 
folly of policy and expression, to steer clear of libel, to alter, sup- 
press, and revise, till he has produced a newspaper that is creditable 
to himself and attractive to the reader. 

‘The outsider would naturally suppose that such onerous work, 
always done under pressure, tended rather to destroy than foster 
tumour. That supposition is, in the main, true, The daily paper 
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‘Wetived extra payment for setting his manuscript in type. 
Sditor has one prime source of gratification. He can manu- 
Eats onm language. He is superior to the dictionary, To 
‘Queen's English i¢ a mere phrase, He insists on the use of 
Ties Bowls, T have known him give stern instructions that the 
“while” myst ‘be written for “whilst” ; that “jeopardy” was 
it should be * jeopard" ; that “ staunch” should 
ae j and that ‘no fewerthan” must always supersede 
wo Phrase “no less than” in bis columns. He has (very 

A= Ser9q 





Be- that there is no such word as “reliable,” and 
] Peds transpired” is a wulgarism, Perhaps the only occa- 








us that another book from the same pen will appear next month ;* 
or of the short-story teller: “Te is possible that five tales marked 
with a richer, deeper vulgarity have never before beon given to the 


‘The editor moves ina vortex of conflicting interests, and perhaps 
fails, now and then, to accurately gauge the motives of the people with 
whom he comes in contact ; but he invariably gives fair play, and 

an recognise good work. “He puts his mind and physique into his 
own duty, and fills a position of great responsibility honestly and 
fearlessly. He is zealous for his party, works unstintingly for many 


spirit of John Black, who envied no one. “You are the only jour- 
nalist whe forgets that 1am Prime Minister,” said Lord Melbourne 
to that pressman. “ How so, my lord?” inquired Black. Because 
you never ask a favour of me.” “T have no favour to ask," Black 
mtorted. “You are the Prime Minister of England ; but I am the 
cditor of the Morning Chronicle, and I would not change places with 
‘ke proudest man in England—not even, my lord, with you !” 
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, ROBERT BURTON AND THE 
“*4NATOMY OF MELANCHOLY? 


HAT De Quincey said of Charles Lamb might with even 
greater force be applied to Burton, viz, that he ‘ranks 
amongst writers whose works are destined to be for ever unpopular, 
and yet for ever interesting ; interesting, moreover, by means of those 
very qualities which yuarantee their non-popularity.”” 

‘The qualities which militate against our author's popularity are: 
firstly, the inordinate length of his work ; secondly, his habit. of 
interpolating thousands of quotations from the classical authors at 
every conceivable and inconceivable opportunity ; while a third dis- 
advantage under which Burton labours is his fantastic discontinuity 
of thought. He has no hesitation whatever in branching out into 
long and irrelevant digressions at the smallest provocation ; and 
although he makes a great show of treating his subject methodically 
and systematically with all his parade of “Partitions,” “Sections,” 
“Members,” “Subsections,” &c., yet a more veritable literary 
fantasia it would not be easy to find. With regard to his predilec- 
tion for quotation, it scems as though the man were perpetually on 
the look-out for openings to utilise his classic lore. The consequence 
{s that about half his work is practically written in a foreign language, 
and one feels sure that Sir Thomas Browne must have had his eye 
upon Burton when he complains in the introduction to “Vulgar 
Errors” that we shall soon have to learn Latin in order to understand 
English if certain writers persisted in their course ! ‘These extracts, 
dotted about on every page and almost in every line, give a hybrid 
look to the whole work, and make up an appearance which has been 
facetiously described as “literary smallpox.” All these characteristics 
taken together make the perusal of the “Anatomy of Melancholy * 
a labour not to be lightly undertaken. Life is short, but Burton's 
“ Anatomy of Melancholy" is very long. We are of opinion that (as 
Macaulay once said of the “Faerie Queene ") no one with a heart less 
stout than that of a commentator would ever get to the last page. 
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offender with a sentence which he has himself appropriated from 
another work | In one place Laurence Sterne facetiously declares: 
“I believe, in my conscience, I intercept many a thought which 
heaven intended for another man!" He only forgot to add, that 
when unable to intercept these thoughts in their passage, he 
hesitated not to remedy the failure by appropriation at a Inter stage. 

But here it is necessary, as an introduction to a brief analysis of 
his work, to give a short sketch of Burton’s career, 

On the Sth day of February in the year 1576 at Lindley, in 
Leicestershire, Robert Burton made his acquaintance with what Mr, 
‘Shandy has been pleased to term “this scurvy and disastrous world 
of ours.” His parents, according to Anthony 4 Wood, belonged to 
an ancient and “ gentile” family of the county, Young Democritus 
received his early education at the Free School of Sutton Coldfield 
and at Nuneaton, which latter also abounds in memories of George 
Eliot, His school life appears to have passed in uneventful 
monotony, which was, however, frequently (but not altogether 
pleasantly) broken by periodical stimulations of his “muscular 
integument,” administered by preceptors who, like those of Herr 
Diogenes Teufelsdrockh, held the view that the faculties of the 
human soul could only be thus reached, which castigations, however, 
the unfortunate victim seems to have relished as little as did the 
famous author of the Philosophy of Clothes. The foundations of 
his knowledge having been thus soundly laid in the above highly 
orthodox manner, he was, in 1593, entered as a commoner at Brase- 
nose College, Oxford, at the time of the Long Vacation. He here 
made considerable progress in mathematics, classics, and divinity, 
and in due time graduated as “ Batchellor of Divinity.” He seems 
to have been a great favourite among his college contemporaries, his 
company being, we are told, “very merry, facete, and juvenile, and 
no man in his time did surpass him for his ready and dextrous inter- 
larding his common discourses with verses from the poets and 
classical authors,” a practice, however, which must have made his 
society very objectionable to an ordinary person. But the Univer- 
sities being at that period mainly made up of a set of pedants, among 
whom the flash and glitter of learning were more valued than sound 
scholarship, he acquired no little reputation, This habit of indis- 
criminate quotation thus early indulged in became with him a second 
nature, and constitutes at once the charm and the drawback of his 
literary efforts. In 1599 he was elected student of Christ Church, 
and for form's sake, though we read “he wanted not a tutor," he was 
placed under the tuition of a Dr, John Bancroft. Notwithstanding 





In 1624 appeared the first edition, in quarto, of the “ Anatomy 
rn which was so well received that six editions were 
required in the author's lifetime. 





very near the time he had foretold from a calculation of his own 
nativity—for Burton added the study of astrology to his other labours, 
Ass in the case of Jerome Cardan, narrated by Bayle, there were not 
wanting those who hinted that, rather than his prediction should 
prove false, he took the only way open to him to make sure that it 
‘would be fulfilled. But no doubt this was a cruel calumny. It may 
indeed have been that his melancholy overstepped the limit that 
separated it from madness, and being thus bereft of the restraining 
force of reason, he took his own life. If so, the touching words 
with which he closes his section on Suicides receive a new and 

interest, and an almost prophetic significance, but no onc 
‘sho has perused these paragraphs could doubt fora moment but that 
he would not wilfully cut short his existence for the sake of the poor 
beggarly distinction of having proved a true prophet of his own end. 
‘YOL. COUXxxt. NO 1987. 
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‘Thus died Robert Burton in the sixty-third year of his age, 
leaving behind him as his monument that work concerning which a 
few words will now be said. 

Although it would be a waste of ingenuity to ctiticise seriously as 
a scientific treatise on the subject of melancholy such a literary 
extravaganza as is presented to us under the name of “Democritus 
Junior,”* yet having, as Hallam expresses it, ‘a style not by any 
means devoid of point and terseness, and writing with much good 
sense and observation of men as well as books, and having the skill 
‘of choosing his quotations from their rareness, oddity, and amusing 
character, without losing sight of their pertinence to the subject,” he 
has produced a work which might well be termed a “ vast re 
house of entertainment and singular learning.” The book is divided 
into three parts, and is preceded by a long introduction, which is a 
powerful satire. In this portion he indulges in that favourite dream 
of social reformers, an idealcommonwealth. Butit must be admitted 
that Burton's sketch of an ideal community is remarkably free from. 
the wild impracticable fancies which are generally characteristic of 
these attempts to remodel society. ‘He displays 2 most rare faculty 
for taking things as they are, and making the best of them, and a 
willingness to accept the present state of affairs as a basis from which 
to evolve a scheme of government as nearly perfect as may be. Like 
Solon, he frames his laws not to suit a perfect, although entirely 
visionary Golden Age, but with a view to meeting the existing temper 
of the community as he understands it, Certainly Burton would not 
have been included in Francis Bacon’s humorous stricture: “As 
for the philosophers, they make imaginary laws forimaginary common- 
wealths, and their discourses are as the stars which give little light 
because they are so high.” 

Coming to the treatise proper, the first part treats of the Causes, 
Symptoms, and Prognosties of Melancholy ; the sccond part of the 
Cure of Melancholy ; and the third part is reserved for a special 
discussion of Love and Religious Melancholies. 

Melancholy, according to Burton, has an objective existence, and 
may be composed of a material or an immaterial essence, or it may 
be a compound of both. In the two former cases the melancholy is 
simple, but in the latter it is compound. Material melancholy is 
one of the humours of the body, such as blood, pituita, serum, &e. 
‘The causes of this disease he fetches from the heavens above, the 
earth beneath, and the waters under the earth. And this statement 
is literally true. Probably no one ever had so fine and rare a 

1 The nom de phrmz assumed by Burton on the title-page of His book. 






diets seme bo om the heat of he bn roasting the 


mirectcm sine ate ado 
a le rg a “Laughter proceeds from an abundance of 

which, proceeding from the heart, tickle the mid- 
Snare Enis ad full of nerves, by which titillation 
the sense being moved, and the arteries distended or pulled, the 
spitits from thence more, and possess the sides, veins, countenanos, 
and eyes.” Tears, the reader may be interested to know, proceed 


from “the heating of a moist brain.” 

‘But now let us see how he proposes to cure this distressing 
malady of melancholy. Now, if his collection of causes was extraor- 
inary, what shall we say of that of his sures? ‘Here are some of 
them = ™ Cauteries and hot frons," he says, “are to be used in the 
suture of the crown, and the seared or ulcerated place suffered torun 
‘a good while. "Tis wef amiss to bore the skull with an instrument 
to let ont the fuliginous vapours.” iis patient, however, might 
perhaps think otherwise. ‘This is a cure for head melancholy. Here 

another even more barbarous: “Sallus. Salvianus ... because 
this humour hardly yields to other physic, would have the leg 
catiterised—on the left leg, below the knee—and the head bored in 
two Or three places.” His reader is inclined to think that even 
if this malady did not yield readily to physic, there was no nocd 
to take #0 sayage a revenge on the patient. He then goes on with 
inimitable fang front to relate (as an incentive to this desperate 
remedy, “how a melancholy man at Rome, that by no remedies 
could be healed; when by chance was wounded in the head, and 
his skull broken, he was excellently cured.” And again: “Another, to 
the admiration of the beholders, ‘breaking his head with a fall from 
‘on high, was instantly cured of his dotage”” To those afilicted with 
love melancholy, he tells of a high rock in Greece, whence, if lovers 
precipitated themselves, they would be completely cured of their 
affliction. No doubt such a cure would be very complete and per+ 
manent, and we should think that the patient would be very unlikely 

Ra 
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to have any relapses after such treatment. It is reassurit 

to state, however, that there is no evidence to show pee 

practically carried out his treatment either on himself or on others, 

unless, indeed, we like to infer that the strange reports which circu. 

Jated as to the manner of his death were garbled accounts of the 

results of one of these operations, which our author had attempted to. 
form on himself in the hope of a cure. 

‘A peculiarity about Burton’s cures is that each indi 
is more sure, a Sealand ard valuable than an: 

re or after. jis or that remedy alone will m. ri 
a all others fail; it alone of itself will suffice, needing en poe 
tion with any other ; its effect is maryellous—and so on, The re 
is, that when our author once gets fairly launched on the sea of 
vigorous rhetoric, he gets carried away by his own eloquent fi 7 
dnd says a good deal more than he means, or would feel inclinea nt 
calmer moments to endorse, He throws himself with all his im- 
petuous and eccentric energy into the topic upon which at the 
moment he happens to be discoursing, and in his own peculiar 
fashion thoroughly exhausts it ; and not sufficiently considering the 
relation which that particular division of his subject upon which he 
is for the time engaged will bear to some other division, when it 
‘Dehoves him to treat of that portion hehas Practically to unsay much 
that he has said, One may be sure that if he throws his influence 
into one scale of the balance the opposite one will kick the beam, 
‘And this criticism applies to Burton’s treatment of many other matters 
besides the cure for melancholy. 

Owing to Burton’s habit of tumbling out pell-mell the results of 
his researches among the erudite authors, one theory or rule of prac- 
tice being piled upon another, with which it harmonises about as well 
as oil with water, the task of extracting any practical or useful advice 
from his volume would destroy @ sttong man. Yet, whenever this 
curious man chooses to write from his own knowledge and observa- 
tion, there is, as Johnson remarks, no little force in what he says, 
which makes one the more regret that he was so fond of using his 
Commonplace Book, His graphic and picturesque description of the 
varying states of feeling in a melancholy man is a case in point, and 
must have evidently been written from his own experience, And 
notwithstanding the absurdity and inapplicability of much of ‘his 
counsel, which naturally results from the importation into his book of 

ast mass of etude, undigested, and often conflicting material, yet 

mever he has been bold enough to stand on his own legs, and 


vidual remedy 
‘YY which come 
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give us something of his own, he displays no small amount of shrewd- 
ness and good sense. 

But it is in his consolatory chapters that Burton’s true worth 
shines forth, and compels our admiration. He is here no longer the 
disappointed, churlish cynic, nor does he in these pages, as he often 
seems to do elsewhere, exhibit a longing, Paracelsus-like,! to save 
mankind, while he yet tramples on it, but, throwing off his ill-fitting 
disguise, shows himself the good honest fellow he really is—a com- 
forter of the distressed, a sympathiser with the afflicted, a com- 
Passionate friend, a true, staunch champion of the oppressed and 
sorrowful. And here I will leave the consideration of his work with 
the conviction that, notwithstanding its many faults, oddities, and 
extravagancies, yet its peculiar literary merits, and the genuine sym- 

. Pathy for the unfortunate therein disclosed, will cver secure for it a 
phce among those works which will last as long as the English 
language shall endure. 

EDWARD W. ADAMS. 
* See Browning’s Paracelsus.” 
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THE KINDLY CROCODILE, 


‘Hace ego somnia vidi. 
Ov, Met. 
Na far country lies the dismallest swamp of our poor lost world. 
‘The land of the heathen compasseth it roundabout. Sahara— 
that notable desert—hedgeth it in to the north ; east is the kingdom 
of Gobo ; west, the principalities of Woolli and Bendou; while 
south stretch the untraversed jungles of Fetteconda. 

‘This swamp hath been seen of few—few (of good sooth) there 
being that pass that way. Of them that have set eyes on it, the 
better part lic in their graves—struck down by lethal stench, or done 
to death by noisome beasts. Two only there be that survive, OF 
the twain, one grovels on the ground—a drivelling idiot, for very 
horror of the passage ; his fellow (praised be the Prophet's Holy 
Name !) hath faculties unimpaired, and is, indeed, none other than he 
that recordeth these things. 

In the year of Hegira r305—in the month Saphar—did this 
recorder, bent on business of merchandise, sally forth with a 
company from the fenced city of Kebba, in the kingdom of Gobo, 
to do his errand even to Jong of the Mariboos,a people that hath 
habitation in the extremest limit of the principality of Bendou. 

Thus must he, of necessity, skirt the fringe of that grievous 
swamp. 

The sun was as a ball of molten fire in the firmament above ; 
spiky thorns in the brake below tore the wayfarer’s flesh with their 
barbed pincers; water, for drink, wes hard to come by, and the 
tongue claye to the roof of his mouth, 

The grass around waved tall and close, and thereout would 
ofttimes come the sound of beasts at savage play, filling the craven 
negro with dread, so that the carrier would fling aside his pack and 
flee. In vain did the Moor exhort to be of good cheer, or smite 
with his staff. The heart of the son of Ham is as wax, consuming 
away by reason of the heat of fear. 

Thus in arduous tasks and pains unspeakable, the days of 





‘vulture, brooding on the bog. ‘I will hie me," says the man, “to 
yonder tree, and abide with the bird. What though he pick my 
‘bones for his morning meal? Better so, than sink by slow inches in 
this mucky slime.” 

‘When he was come to the tree’s root, and cssayed to clamber up 
Out of the bog, that foul harpy flapped noisclessly into the night, and 
the Moor was alone. Puinfully he raised himself to the vacant 
fork and clung for dear life to the smooth and barkless bole. 
‘Darkness covered the face of the swamp ; and he made his medi- 
tation, and called lustily on the Prophet, and settled his mind to die. 
In vain he made his meditation ; in vain his lusty calls. In vain he 
cast about for rays of hope or shreds of consolation, and he sought 
forgetfulness in sleep, 

Still In vain = the alligators, 
Scrambled through the mamhy brake, 
‘And the vampire lecches gaily 
‘Sucked the garfish in the lake, 
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Ere midnight, dark eclipse drew on and hid the blessed moon, 

But dim uncertain light of stars shooting through thafog (Uheytuticee shoot 
mightily in the month Saphar) at times revealed the horror of the 
scene, Far off, where jungle impinged on swamp, were lions roaring 
for their prey, with the prancing unicorn in masterful strife for the 
conqueror’s crown. Unwieldly Behemoth stood gaping by or soused 
‘in the morass—a lewd ungainly beast, sunk in sloth, whose only joy 
os ‘To roll with pleasure in a sensual sty. 
And many another wretch of monstrous shape was there; pre- 
historic fiends, of forms not seen before by man. And in that hour 
of dark eclipse they rent the midnight air with wolfish howls and 
bellowings of blank despair. The denizen, the mediatised, the alien 
alike: they fought, and snarled, and bled. O bestial strife! O 
Play of Nature —apocalypse of woe ! 

In the height of that eclipse, old mother Earth did quake, like 
him that shivers in hisague. At which the universal host of beasts 
“up sent a shout that tore hell’s concave.” And all this while, in 
the slime below, were lambent snakes, coiling, gliding, interlacing, 

Ofa sudden—in a twinkling of an eye—awed bush fell on those 
romping reptiles; and, lo! there was come upon them, all un- 
announced, a mightier than they—a huge serpent, one that was, as 
it were, a prince, and having authority. And from before his face 
did the ophidian fry scuttle and wriggle, with sibilance and haste, 
their slimy tracks of green phosphoric fire showing like streaked 
lightning in the sooty peat of the bog. And Ophiomachus was left 
alone—he and the Moor together. But the serpent wist not the man 
was there, and he raised his crest and surveyed the yoid, defrauded 

of his meal, and lean. 

O grave suspense ! what eternities of agony lay in that one dire 
moment of time! Poor hapless Moor, bitterly did he rue the day 
on which he set foot in the parts of the Painim! A sigh, not to be 
choked, burst from his bosom. That sigh the serpent noted ; and 
casting around, his eye rested on the blasted tree, with your recorder 
in its fork. Then he began to glide thitherward, with a rustling as 
‘of thoms on the fire. His skin was crepitant in moving; at its 
motion the Moor's skin crept. He sounded his rattle in wrath ; the 
jaws of the Moor rattled for fear. 

When the serpent was come close up, he embraced the trunk in 
his folds, and fixing the man with fascinating eye, drew nigh his foot 
Seynding. His mouth was agape to receive it—his quivering tongue 








y jowl with that old serpent, in the coils of his ravening 

in the whale’s belly were a trifle to that! Nay, the 

FiseFhar ialtale lite of torcent, depicted with such 

‘rede realism by the Jatitudinarian Sompnour, might almost better be 

‘@ eroeodile’s trenchant crunch! And the man lifted up 

and cried, from his fork, “Arcint thee, thou miscreant 

“What, shall adder and Moslem alike go down quick to 
‘thy bottomless pit?" and he remained up his tree. 

~ “God pardon thee,” quoth his neighbour ; ‘to save thy life have 

Tcast my own bebind me,” and he turned to go, 
 Eftsoons the deadly venom of the serpent did squirm in his 
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vitals, A fearsome thing it isto see a fellow-man writhe in the 
sharpness of death, but who may abide a serpent-stung crocodile? 

He leapt into the air like a stricken deer, and falling backward 
with a thud, the earth quaked again ; fetid mud bubbled up around 
his carcase, and he lay with his four scaly paws (in default of hands) 
lifted up to heaven for help, 

‘Then the Moor, no longer unbelieving, allowed that it was a 
miracle, and he slid down, and drew nigh to assuage, if it were 
possible, his saviour’s dying pangs, and wipe away, with the hem of 
his robe, the oozy slime that exuded from his closing eyes, 

Kindly affectioned and unselfish to the bitter end, did the dying 
saurian once again lift up his crocodilly voice, now faint and éénny 
with the hollowness of dissolution, and cry, “Avaunt, good Saracen, 
avaunt! Bide further afield, lest peradventure, in the tantrums of 
death, Icleave thy skull with my scaly tail. But, oh ! for the love 
of Him that made us both, speak no more so despitefully of crocodile 
tears” —and he wept aloud. 

‘The Moor, acting on his friend's advice, withdrew to that tussock 
by the tree’s root, and sat himself down there, and heard the pas- 
sionate snap of that monster's jaws, as his gentle spirit fled out of 
them. 

Shortly thereafter, deep sleep fell upon the man ; and even in his 
dreams, the dying lizard’s last words rang in his ear— By the memory 
of me, I conjure thee, O Moor, speak no more so lightly of crocodile’ 
tears |" 

‘Then did his dream-thoughts make themselves wings, and bear 
the man swiftly to his far home in Araby the Blest. Once again was 
he with the Wahhabee of Riad. His harem received him. A peti 
of paradise—the houri of his heart—lay panting in his arms. 

He heard the cry of the muezzin summon the faithful to prayer 
from the highest minaret of Holy Wisdom's mosque. Louder and 
louder came the welcome call, irresistibly shrill and piercing. 

‘Thereat did this Moor awake from his slumber ; and what he 
heard that muczzin say, was this: “Past nine, sir! Hot water at your 
door! Boat sails at ten |” 

‘The dreamer lay in Savannah at the time of his visitation, on his 
way to the island of Cuba. Springing nimbly up from his nightmare, 
the first thing his cye encountered was a young alligator, a pin driven 
through its leathery snout, dangling from the wall over against his 
bed. It is very certain he had not seen the beast overnight, having 
scrambled into his bed, worn with travel, long past midnight, and 
with no eye for anything in his room duf bed, Nor could he well 
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have seen it in the night watches, even if he had chanced to wake, as 
the shutters were closed and his chamber in darkness. 
Who can say what subtle fluid may have emanated from that dried 
lizard, and entered into his seething brain? 
Had he (he asks himself) been hypnotised by a stuffed alligator? 
His dream is not without its moral: let old Bunyan show it 
forth, 
If that a pearl may in a toad’s head dwell, 
And may be found too in an oyster shell ; 
If things that promise nothing, do contain 
‘What better is than gold; who will disdain, 
‘That have an inkling of it, there to look, 
‘That he may find, 
J. LAWSON, 








KNIGHTS OF THE ROAD IN 
BERKSHIRE. 


BAGEOT HEATH on a moontight night t ‘How many bearts 
J have quaked as they neared the well-known haunt of the 


Prepared for war, now Bagshot Heath we cross, 
‘Where broken gamesters oft repair their loss. 


Broken gamesters! Can this be a description of those gallant, 
courtly gentlemen, who, indeed, purloined people’s purses, but who 
are popularly supposed to have done the deed in such a gentlemanly 
manner and with so polite an air that the transaction was regarded 
rather as an honour than an injury? 

Indeed, a halo of romance has settled around the brows of the 
cunning rogues and vagabonds who Icvied toll on travellers in the 
17th and 13th centuries. Imagination pictures them as the heroes 
of their age. Novels have been written about them, extolling 
their reckless daring, fearless rides, and hair-breadth escapes. The 
knights of the road are deemed the descendants of the gallant 
outlaws of ancient days, of Robin Hood and Hereward the Wake, 
who cared not so long as the green hollies waved overhead, and the 
dun deer sported on the lawn, while, with bow in hand and sword 
by their sides, they lived right joyously in the meny greenwood. 
‘The highwayman of the 18th century, who plundered stage coaches, 
inherits all the charming romance that time bas woven round the 
memory of the hero of Sherwood Forest, who waged war on the 
Sheriff of Nottingham and other uninteresting personages, 

Tt ig a thankless task to dispel illusions ; but I fear that most of 
these gallant knights of the road were but sorry knaves after all, 
ruined gamesters, rogues, and vagabonds, who took to crime and 

way robbery as readily as ducks to water, and often paid the 

ty of their misdeeds on one of those ugly wooden frames which 





i of sheep-stealer. 

We Berkshire folk should know something of these worthy 
See SEE Sen te three em notorious places in 

the kingdom—Bagshot Maidenhead Thicket, and Hounslow 
Heath—are within the borders of our county. Maidenhead Thicket 
was in the time of Good Queen Bess so dangerous a spot on account 
of the attacks of highwaymen that the Vicar of Hurley, who con- 
ducted Divine Service at Maidenhead, was allowed an extra salary of 
£50 8 year on account of the danger he incurred in passing the 
spot. In still carlier times it had acquired its unenviable reputation. 
Leland writes that the neighbourhood of the bridge at Maidenhythe 
was “infested with robbers for five miles in extent,” and in 1255, in 
consequence of the dangerous character of the district, orders were 
given to widen the road between Twyford and Maidenhead. 

‘The Dissolution of the Monasteries had greatly increased 
vagrancy in the 16th century. Rich abbeys, like that of Reading, 
employed large numbers of workmen and servants, who, when their 
masters had fallen into evil case, were thrown upon a heartless 
world and took to robbery for a livelihood. The Aespitie of the 
monasteries in the good old days always provided food and a bed 
for weary travellers, of whatever rank they were, and needy wanderers 
sorely felt the loss of their kind hosts. The rich courtiers grabbed 
the Church's lands and wealth, and the poor folk followed their 
example by grabbing whatever they could lay their hands on. Con- 
sequently there were in these parts “a great stoare of stout vagabonds 
and maysterless men (able enough for labour), which do great hurt 
in the county by thelr idle and naughtie life.” The unfortunate 
persons who were robbed could claim compensation from the 
inhabitants of the Hundred in which the robbery took place. This 
old law was as ancient as the time of our great Berkshire king, 
Alfred ; for who is ignorant of the fact that when gold bracelets were 
‘hung up by the road side, on account of the enforcement of this law, 
and the fear of the vengeance of the Hundred, no one dared to 
remove them? 

But when these highway robberies on Maidenhead Thicket were 
so frequent, the burden of making compensation fell somewhat 
heavily on the inhabitants of the Hundred of Benburst. In one 
year they paid as much as £255 for robberies committed on 
‘unfortunate wayfarem. ‘Therefore a special Act of Parliament was 
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passed In 1597 in order to relieve the inhabitants from their burs 
dens. s 


ve 

‘But the vulgar crowd of footpads were very different from the” 
Hite of the profession who frequented Bagshot Heath in the days of 
the Merry Monarch or at the beginning of the last century. Many 
otherwise respectable persons took to the road as a kind of sport. 
‘The profession had a curious kind of fascination about it, Given a 
swift steed, a moonlight night, and a light heart, it was excellent 
“sport to stop a coach, turn out the sleepy passengers, ransack 
their pockets, frighten the old ladies, kiss the young ones, and then 
fly for dear life across the country, confident in the strength and) 
speed of a good horse whose gallant leaps and long, swinging gallop 
soon distanced all pursuers. It was exciting certainly ; and though 
the gallows-tree creaked ominously with its fettered burden, the bones 
of some old comrade of the road, what did it matter? A short life 
and a merry one was enough for a knight of the road. 

A gallant young yeoman farmer lived near Bagshot, for whom the 

of the sport had a peculiar fascination. Each night he 
sallied forth, with his horse-pistols at his saddle-bows, and well’ 
masked. The only toll he levied was gold. Silver, notes, and 
trinkets he scorned. No one ever suspected him of his midnight 
rides, But it struck certain of his acquaintances as peculiar that the 
farmer had always a superfluity of gold coins. Many « golden 
guinea did he give away in charity. He slipped them under poor 
cottagers’ doors. He bought his pigs and sheep with gold—always 
gold. And then, putting two and two together, they asked—could 
this Golden Farmer be the gold-taking highwayman? This hypothesis 
haying been once suggested, the proof was not long forthcoming. 
He was watched ; plans were laid for his capture ; andsoon on Bag- 
shot Heath, near the scenes of his old exploits, his body hung in 
chains. An innnear the spot for many years recorded his memory 
by its sign, “The Golden Farmer,” until at length some innovating 
landlord changed its name to the meaningless “Jolly Farmers.” We 
haye many such in Berkshire on signboards, but bad times have some- 
what thinned off the real ones. 

But Berkshire can boast of many more famous and distinguished 
members of the profession than the Golden Farmer of Bagshot, 
Here was the home and favourite field of operations of that most 
chivalrous of highwaymen, Claude Duval, Mr. Frith has made us 
all familiar, by his interesting picture, with that remarkable incident 
in the career of this accomplished knight of the road, when he way- 
laid the travelling-carriage of Sir Somebody Richardson, and allowed 





almost as great a feat as that of Black Bess. He filled o 
hundred pages of printed matter in a day and a night—in 
Gescribes the excitement he was in, how bis pen scoured ove: 
pages as he followed his hero along the country 

and gate, and did not pause till he heard the bell of York Minster 
toll the knell of poor Black Bess. After reading that glowin 
Gacdon af plack wal Gwiog, it = wopleeant io be told Gem 
whole story is a myth. But Mr. Hughes has investigated the 
matter, and declares that the real incident on which the story 
founded occurred about the year 1676, long before Turpin was born. 
‘One Nicks robbed a gentleman on Gadshill at four o'clock in the 
morning, crossed the river with his ay mare as soon as he could get 
‘a ferry-boat at Gravesend, and then by Braintree, Huntingdon, and 
other places, of all of which we have a very circumstantial ace: . 
reached York that evening, went to the Bowling Green, point 
asked the mayor what time it was, proved an alibi, and got ~ 
‘This account was published about the time of Turpin’s pe 











but it makes no allusion to him whatever, It required, adds Mr. 
Hughes, the romance of the 19th century to change Nicks to Turpin, 
and the bay mare to Black Bess. 

The advertisements in the columns of old newspapers reflect 
very closely the manners of the times, and the hue and cry after 
highwaymen is often raised. ‘The following is remarkable as showing 
that the fascinations of the road were sufficient to attract men of 
high social position : 

Whereas Mr. Herbert Jones, attorney-ataw in the town of Monmouth, 
well known by being several years together under-sheriff of the same county, 
hath of divers times robbed the mail coming from that town to London, and 
taking out divers letters and writs, and is now fied from justice, und supposed to 
have sheltered himself in some of the new-raised troops These are to give 
notice, that whosoever shall secure the said Herbert Jones, so as to be committed 
In order to answer these said crimes, may give notice thercof to Six Thomas 
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‘London, er to Mr. Michael Bobose, mercer, ia 
guines’s reward, 







Sotsebiee tad Keopece of wayside inna were kn league with the high 
‘swaymien, who took life and purses with equal indifference, Not all 
Beer an od Lady Brown, who, when accom- 
panying Walpole to the house of the Duchess of Montrose at 


* there was nothing but bad money in it, tine papel? 

to tell of all the stories that cluster round the 
memories of the knights of the road. There was the polite bandit 
who restored to his victim 2 sword which he valued greatly, with a 
profuse apology, declaring that if it had been set with diamonds, 
nothing could bave persuaded him to keep it, and that necessity 
plone obliged him to deprive the gentleman of his purse. There was 
the gallant bandit who always took off his hat before he rode away, 
‘There was the murderous ruffian who thought nothing of killing his 
Victim, But the tall gibbets thinned their ranks. Wild heaths were 
reclaimed ; the country became more civilised. ‘The manners of our 
Berkshire folk improved. Bagshot Heath soon lost its unenviable 
glory; and the knights of the road became an extinct race long before 
the iron horses began to dmg their freight of passengers along the 
iron roads, and the scream of the engines took the place of the 
Cheerful notes of the post-horn. 

P, M, DITCHTIELD, 
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Res anonymous romance of the time of Janiés 1—t 
of which is laid in the unexplored Terra Australis and ‘ova 
Guinea—though now commonly attributed to Bishop Hall, “does: 
not appear to have been assigned to him by name until i 
eighteen years after his death (1656), and nearly seventy years a 
the date of its first publication in 1605, It is included in’ 
collected editions of Hall's works,» and the good Bishop's 
graphers, Jones‘ and Lewis,* both take it for granted that the work 
is his, apparently without the knowledge that it had been claimed for 
any other writer. Four separate editions were printed in Latin, and 
three or four translations and adaptations of the work, or parts of ft, 
in English and one in German. This German translation, which 
was issued in Leipzig in 1613, about cight years after the Latin 
original, bears upon the title-page an author's name—that of Alberico 
Gentili, a scholar whose reputation was greater in his day even than 
that of Joseph Hall, Another claim has been made by Crenius, the 
Dutch philologist, on behalf of the Reverend Jonas Proost, of 
Colchester.5 
For a bibliographical purpose it is necessary to consider the re- 

spective claims thus advanced. With that object T have brought 
together, in as concise a manner as is consistent with cleamess, all 





1 Mundus Alter & Idem sive Terra Australis ante hac remper incogmita tongis 
itineribus peregrini Academic’ nuperrime lustrata Auth. Mercuri Br 
#.¢. Another World and the Same ; or, the Southern Land hitherto unknown by 
long journeys of a travelling Academic quite lately passed through. Author: A 
Dritish Mercury. 

* Hyde, Calaleg. Impresr. Lib, Biblioth, Bodleiana, 1674. 

* (1) Works of Bishop Hall(ro vols.), London, 1808. Vol. X. (2) Works of 
Bishop Hall, edited by Rev. Peter Hall (12 vols), London, 1837-39. Vol. XIfe 
(3) Works of the Right Rev. Joseph Hall, D,D, Edited by Dr. Philip Wynters 
Onford, 1863 (10 vols.). Vol. X. p. 401 

4 Bishop Halt, his Life and Timer, by Rev. John Jones, 1826. 

* Life of Jouph Hall, by Rev, George Lewis, 1886, 

* Crenins, Awimadversiones Philologica ¢t Historica, Pte VILL p $5p 
Amsterdam, 1701, 





the evidence I. new and old, from rare works practically in- 
accessible to the of readers, in the hope, if possible, of 
clo tn ederim ‘At the same 
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fall properly under the class of novels, , 

‘in Latin. Thissthe " Mundus Alteret Kem of Bishop 

¢ latter and weaker volumes of Rabelais A country in 

Hpiatieastal assis eis sartepaal xyes; ‘Viraginia, Moronéa, and 

Laverna. DMape of the whole land and of particular regions are given; and the 

natere of the satire, not much of which has any cspecial relation to Exglaed ['], 
may easily be collected, 


Warton, after a long criticism of Hall's poetry,? adds -— 
With Hall's satires should be ranked his‘* Mundus Alter et Idem,” an ingenious 





‘Acntralis, b 

nations, and ix remarkably severe on the Church of Reme(!). This piece was 
ea eee et batig Be ba gutted he classics for the fathers, and 
Published some years afterwards against his consent. 


"The book itself is prefaced by an “Epistle,” signed “ Gulielmus 
Knight” Dr, Philip Wynter, Hall’s latest editor, accepting this 
epistle as dona fide, remarks -— 


To Willlam Knight, ia whose hands. . . the MS, had been placod, we are 
iedebtedl fee its preservation and ukimate publication. Tt is one of the Bishop's 
extliest works, ceriainly prior to theyear 1609 5 and though the humour Is perhaps 
1 little too broad, and its general character coarse and indelicate, it is by no means 
unworthy of the reputation which he subsequently attained. . . . Mow this 
‘Williams Knight caine to be 40 intimately acquainted with the Bishop we are not 
informed. ‘There Is, however, an eplstle addressed to him by the Bishop 
Bee meen tas stisogatatnce rns of esp Sat, a Pe 

the author of A Concordance Axiomaticall. . . of Holy Setip- 
feet « Hels said to have edited Hall's " Virgideniarums.” 





* Literature of Everepe, 1839, Vol. YL. p. 684. 
3 Warton, Hist. Zegi, Prtry, London, 178%, Vol IV. p. $25 London, 1840, 
Vol. TEL. pp. 439-440 ; London, 1871, Vol. IV. p. 397- 
* Knight, A Chucordance dasiomativali, London, 1610. 
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Knight matriculated at Christ's College, Cambridge, July t, 1579, 
went out B.A, 1582-83, was afterwards elected Fellow, and in 1586 
commenced M.A. On July 12, 1603, he was incorporated M.A. at 
Oxford.' His “Concordance” published in 1610, was begun about 
fourteen years before. He allowed copies to be made for his friends, 
“with faithful promise never to let them pass without his consent ;” 
but they gave him “no rest,” and he had to set to and print it. This 
in his preface, which is dated July 20, 1610. Hall's Epistle to Knight 
(Dec. ¥. ep. 19), commending his “variety of tongues and style of 
arts," and encouraging him to “persist in the calling of the 
ministry,” was not published till October 4, 16x0,? when Hall was 
thirty-six, and Knight about fifty. In the same collection of letters 
Hall includes one (Dec. iv. ep. 8) addressed to another friend, Dr. 
‘Thomas James,* Oxford, who compiled the first two Bodleian Library 
catalogues of 1605 and 1620. In the latter “Mundus Alter” is 
entered, not under Hall's name, but under “ Mercurius Britann[ie}us.” 

Naudé, Cardinal Mazarin’s librarian, in a work treating of books 
‘on Political Philosophy (1641), remarks :— 

Lastly, there has been lately pablished a book written by an Englishman, 
‘whose name I do not know, and entitled, ** Another World and the Same,” or rather 
a satyr on the corrupt morals of this age, ‘The uthor gives a particular place to 
every vioe, and calls the nations that inhabit those places, and the places them. 
selves, names that are wittily composed, and adapted to the very nature of every 


thing ; thus he lays before us an account of Poneropolis (the Wieked City) proper 
both to divert us and to persuade us to a virtuous life (7anzdation).« 


68 





A part of the country “Lavernia,” in * Mundus Alter," is occupied 
by rogues, thieves, cutpurses, and suchlike, but there is no. city in it 
called ‘ Poneropolis.” Naudé was “ nodding ;” he had been reading 
Rabelais, The next reference to “ Mundus” is by Dr. Peter Heylyn, 
theologian, historian, biographer of Laud, and fellow-sufferer with 
Hall during the Rebellion. Heylyn, no doubt, in the following para- 
graph refers to Hall. He is describing “Terra Incognita” and 
imaginary countries in the fourth book of his “Cosmography ” (162), 
three or four years before Hall's decease :— 

«Mundus Alter et Idem” is a willy and ingenious invention of a learned 
prelate, writ by him in his younger days (but well enough becoming the austerity 
of the gravest head), in which he distinguisheth the vices, passions, humours, and 


ill affections most commonly incident to mankind into several provinces: gives 
the character of each, as in the descriptions of a country, people, and chief cities 





1 Thompson Cooper, Diet. NV. Bing. XXX. 1892, p. 266, 
* Arber, Transcript of Stationers’ Registers, Vol. TH, London, 1876. 
* James, Catalog. Bibl. Bodl. Oxon, 1620. 

* Naudeus, Bidliograph. Folit., Witteberge, 1641, pp. 41, 42. 
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‘Thomas Hyde, Bodley’s librarian, in the third catalogue of the 
collection printed in 1674, gives a reference from “ Mercurius Bri- 
tannicus™ (p. 451, col. B) to Joseph Hall (p. 319, col. B), where 
“Mundus Alter et Idem,” &c., is included among Hall’s works, ac- 
Iknowledged and unacknowledged. This is the earliest reference of 
the work to Hall by name—eighteen years afterhis death. Blavfus,* 
German critic and theologian—who will be referred to later on?— 
points out that Cave, the ecclesiastical historian, as well as Hyde, 
believed Hall to have written the book. Placcius* and Serpilius * 
give it to Hall upon the same evidence. I have searched Cave's 
writings without finding any reference to the“ Mundus Alter.” Was 
Caye’s name written inadvertently by Blaufus instead of that of the 
‘ecclesiastical historian Heylyn ? 

J. A. Bosius,® German philologist and professor of history, 4s 
sometimes given as an authority, but he merely repcats Naudé, with 
Naudé's blunder :— 

+ Mundas Alter et Idem"? ab Anglo quodam ante pauecs sanos conseriptos 
ie Sreth an el one, ‘ac veluli poneropclim quandam, sive ciuitatem 
vitiis casites infectam, exbil 

Bayle, art. “Hall aah after giving a résumé of Hall's life 
and works, adds :7— 

‘The catalogue of the Oxford Library ascribes to him a Look entitled “* Mendas 
Alter et Idem,” ie. * Another World and the Same; or, the Southern Lands, 








* Heylyn, Cormographie, London, 1632. Appenciix, lib. iv. p. 195 : 6th edit., 
Tid, ix, p. 268, London 1682, 
*Blacfas, Verminhte Beyiriige aur Erwelternug der Kentniss seltener und 
Bikcher, Bac. 11,, Jena, 1756, pp. 328-356 
Ss PP. 75 and 36. 
* Placcius, eat Sigg et Feendanymorum, Varalveng, 1708. 


baa fier Peeud, Detectis, 
Gergen, Lone Becks bene wer bidlischen Scritenten, Leiprig, 1708, 
Theil LV. p. Fs 
“ose, De Comparands Prudentia Civils, Jenn, 1679. 
Dictionnaire hist, ot erit., Rotterdam, 1720, Tome IL p. 1392 
oi eeapatdles Mall London, #736, Vol, ILI. p. 3455 trans 
Tated by Bemand, &c., London, 1757, Vol. V. pp. Th4y TES 


be catniwatent pote 
Beeratare, sod, having applied hime atberwsrts to Divinity, be ise 
work, and locked spon # as 2 mere tribe; bet ber friend, Wiliams ts 
Sat ae wes apne of be ted u mn westby wa be peed eth cee 
ik to be priate, though be feaeod cheseby te dispicsse the pence who composed 
3, and traced Bim with Gee mammecript. This fe what be leps Beiore the reader 
at length im the peefsce. 1 coset tell ix whst yeurit was Smt published, Ihave 
aly the edition of Utrecht of the your 2645, to which the poblisher added Cam- 
panella’s “ Ciy of the Sen" ant Chamcrlioe Bacon's “New Atlantis,” became 
thew works are epen 1 subject mach Mike that of Bishop Halk “The sesiier-will 
pethaps sce here with pleacare Newid’s jadigment of it (quoted above, p. 65.7 


‘The editors of the Amsterdam edition (1725) of Baillet's 
* Jugemens des Scavans"! supply a list of disguised authors, amongst 
which is included 
© Mereatice Britenvices : Jearph Hall” 


‘Thus far there is no further external evidence of Hall's author- 
ship than is afforded by Knight's preface, Hyde's Catalogue, and 
Heylyn’s reference of the book to “a learned prelate"“—Hall with- 
out doubs. 

Some years before the appearance of “ Mundus Alter™ there bad 
been published “ Virgidemiarum : Three Tooth-lesse Satyrs” (1597) j 
and "Three Byting Satyrs” (1598), reissued with the initials I. HL, 
1602. This was known as Hall's and acknowledged. Arber? notes 
an" order” for Hall's  Satires,” and several works by other authors, to 
be burnt (June 1, 1599), but three of these with Hall's“ Satires” 
were afterwards “staied." He who had already satirised the loose 
morals of his time in verse could no doubt do so in prose, and in 
Latin for scholars unacquainted with English. Hall had not, how- 
‘ever, at that time been out of England, and did not go abroad until 
he accompanied Sit Edmund Bacon and Lord Hertford’s embassy 
to Brussels in 1605, after “Mundus” appeared. Whoever the 
writer, whether he had travelled or not, he was well read in works of 
travel and geography, and knew how to use his “ Mereator” and 
“ Maundeville,” and later travellers and voyagers. Hall used themin 
his “ Satires” (Book IV, Satires vi. and vii.), as well as his local 


1 Adrien Ballet, Jugemens des Spavans sur les principaux swvrages dle 
auteurs, now, éit., Amsterdam, 1725, tome v. p. 332. 
© Arbor, Transcrige of Slationer? Registers, Vol. 11, London, 1876. 





lodged in the Tower since December 16, 1603. ‘The author tells the 
‘story of & poor man who is drugged and carried away in his sleep to 


“Non Guinea," andthe “Paittarorum Regio,” with their imaginary 
cities, rivers, and mountains, underlying the whole is the London 
of Elizabeth and James I. The same Alsatia is reflected in the 
* Mundus” as was long afterwards discovered to us by Scott in the 
“Fortunes of ¥ 
Inthe state of “Crapulia” the inhabitants are given over to cat- 
‘ing and drinking ; their laws are against fasting, and cooks, bakers, 
Aavern-keepers, the well-fed, greedy, and jolly only are: eligible for 
area reels oBicen being reserved for such as have 
-attained a certain “rotundity.” In “Virginia” the government is by 
‘thewomen, Here as in Erasmus, later on in Neville, and in our own 
time, in Trevelyan, the ladies have their assembly or parliament. In 
othe “ Mundus Alter” the women’s parliament is perpetual, so that 
what is yoted to-day may be repealed to-morrow. *Moronia" is 
“the country of fools, and “ Lavernia” that of thieves, cutpurses, and 
rogues. The work of a scholar, it is also that of a scholar whose 
‘acquaintance with continental speech was very considerable, as there 
“ame scattered over its pages nearly two hundred proper names of 
“persons, places, and things of which thirty-nine are Spanish, thirty- 
five Latin, twenty-nine Italian, twenty-eight Greck, twenty-cight 
French, fifteen German, six English, and one Hebrew. At the end 
{p. 214) it is subscribed thus :— 

















Besides Se ecoccs 2 
act as Zeire sxed, fice secarnce ecisons in Latin, four 
translasions <r adaeations = Engst and coe translation into Ger 
max, Taree of Se rigéca! Lac and two Engish editions are in 
the British Mcsecm. Of the Latin cne was peblished at Hanau, 
dated 167; azother a: Frankfor:, cndated ; a third at Utrecht 
1643; and I have note of a fourth at Mcnich 1664. The date upon 
the engraved title of the Uvrecht edition is indistinct, and has 
“mydimes been printed in catalogues as 1648. The undated Frank- 
fort edition is printed in the B.ML catalogue [1640?}, but corrected 
t# (1635?) one of the four copies of this in the museum bearing a 
former owner’s name and that date upon it. Internal evidence shows. 
that the Frankfort edition is earlier than that of Hanau. The title 






i tame ‘ipecialtis im the Life of Jossph Hall, Bishop of Norwich. Written 
wit 
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ts moreover entered in the “ Stationers’ Registers” * by John Porter, 
ine 2, 1605. This must have been the Frankfort edition, becaase 
\e Hanau edition (dated 1607) is included in the “ Frankfort General 
atalogue of Books,” published in the autumn of 16067—an example 
{ the postdating of books at the beginning of the seventeenth 
yotury, of which instances at the end of the nineteenth are to biblio- 
taphers so inconveniently frequent. ‘Turning over the leaves of the 
tationers' Registers ' to August 4, 1608, there is another entry—the 
ansfer from Porter (or his representatives) to Leonard Green—of 
leven different publications, including three of Hall's books and 
Mundus Alter." Mr, Arber, in his index, queries the address of 
ohn Porter, He was printer to Cambridge University from 1593.* 

T have examined seven copies of the undated Frankfort edition 
ad three of the Hanan edition (1607) :-— 


F 1. My omn, formerly Dr. Doran's copy, 
2. Mr. Lawrence's copy—Briaton Pree Library. 
} The Grenville copy—British Museum, G, 16138. 


G Ancther copy—Lritish Museum, 12316, us. 45. 
7. Duke of Devonshire's copy in the Chatsworth Library. 
ELI, My own copy, bought in Paris, 
‘& Ms. S. W. Silver's copy—York Gate Library, bought in Paris. 
3 Bidtish Muscum, 982, b. 36, 


A copy of the Frankfort edition is in the Huth Collection, and a 
ote im the catalogue states that there is a copy of the Hanau 
dition in the library of Mr. R. S, Turner ; also that “the sesterpress 
(precisely the same” in both, This isa mistake. ‘The title-pages 
nd maps are different (as noticed by Mr. Huth’s cataloguer). The 
agination is the same, even where incorrect. Pages 65 to 80 
g. D) are numbered 66 to 81, Sig, E is correctly paged 81 to 96, 
3 that in both editions there are two pages numbered 81, but no 
age 65 in either. But both editions are different in the type 
irougbout and in other minutis: the headpieces and initial letters 
te all different. The marginal notes are not only reset, but some- 
‘mes lettered and sometimes figured, the lettering being in Roman, 
ireck, and Italic, and no uniformity in this respect in cither edition. 
‘be Greek, Hebrew, and German characters are different. Catch 


* Arber, Tramserife of Stationers? Registers, Vol. TIL. London, 1876. 
Currersalis pro Nundinis Francofurtensibus autummalious de 
tome 1605, eect. Hist. Polit. et Geogr, BoM. FP. 6533, 4. 
# Bigmoce and Wyman, Bibling. of Printing, Vol. T. p. 100 











father's request, to try to win him back to the orthodox 


‘Tobie had been granted a licence to travel for three years (Ji 
1604), but returned in a few months. There was a close intimacy 
‘between Gentili, the two Matthews, the young Lord Hastings (after- 
wards Huntingdon), Dudley Carleton, Bacon, and others. It was 
the time of James's accession, the Gunpowder Plot, the war in the 
Low Countries, the siege of Ostend, &c. ; the young and adventurous 
spirits of the period were constantly going to and from the Continent, 
is is, however, no argument for Gentil’s authorship of the 
Mundus Alter." But did he in bis peregrinations through some 
‘of the lanes or alleys of London meet with any adventures 
the womenfolk, which at the time amused the populace? If he 
did, it would explain the reference to him in the table of con- 
tents, which appeared only in the “Index,” and was struck out in 
some copies and corrected in the Frankfort copies imported for sale 
in England. Assuming that such a man as Gentili had the time and 
did write the work, would he have referred to himself by name, or 
have used such an expression as “What the womenfolk did to 
me”? On the other hand, would Hall have made the mistake of 
openly mentioning so important a personage? 

‘A copy of Foster's “Gray's Inn Admission List” accidentally 
falling in my way, curiosity prompted me to look at the entry of 
Gentili’s name, when, unexpectedly, I came upon that of 

‘Ascaniias Rialme, an Itolian, August 3, 1592. 





This would be the Ascanio Renialme, or Renialme, at whose 
expense the work was published. 
‘Turning over the leaves these entries appear in rapid succession;— 
3597-8. Mar. 17. Henry Lord Hastings, hheirapparent to the Earl of 
Huntingdon, (He succeeded as fifth Earl, Dec. 31, 1604.) 
1599 May 15. Tobias Matthew, gent., son and heirapparent of Tobias 
Maithew, Bp. of Durham (afterwards Archbp. of York}. 
1600. Aug. 14. Albericas Gentilis, Doctor of Civil Law, Regius Prof at 
"Oxford, son of Matthew Gentilis, by blood ‘+ Picenus.” 
‘lliam (Herbert) Earl of Pembroke, Lord Herbert of 
; Lond Parr and Rosse of Kendal, Baron Marmion and St. 
Quintin. 
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"(The eniliestttamalation of the “ Munidua™ is dedicated to the Earl of Pem- 
Saag ae ei to be“ W. HE, the only begetter” of Shakespeare's 


war Yase PN eae lsh Gs Taal ops Hla eraita.ip 
the bishopric of Exeter, thirteen years later (November 1, x613h 
the same day with Laud, Archbp. of Canterbury. Referring to 
original MS. Admission Book at Gray’s Inn Library, I pac 
indistinct and abbreviated entry, only part of which I have as yet 
been able to decipher:— 

Aschanios Rislmo Talos adminis... 4. Sen. +++ ++ quis iMustris, 
weal th lee he AE 





‘Here at Gray's Inn we find one of the alleged authors—Alberico 
Gentili—the author's patron—the Earl of Huntingdon—and Ascanio 
Rinialme, publisher, or son of the publisher, whose heirs bear the 
expense of both editions of the publication. The publisher of the 
Hanau edition, “ Gulielmum Antonium,” was (curious coincidence !) 
the printer of at Jeast four others of Gentili’s books—two issued prior 
tothe “ Mundus Alter” andtwoafterwards, Strange, if Hall was the 
author, that he or Knight should go to Gentili’s publisher ; or, if 
Gentili was the author, that he should arrange for its sale in England 
through Hall’s publisher, the Cambridge printer John Porter, as 
shown by the entries in the “ Stationers’ Registers." When Gentili died 
he left instructions for his papers to be destroyed, but about forty 
volumes were preserved, and have recently found a resting-place in 
the Bodleian Library. Do they contain any information on the subject? 

‘Gentilii used to pride himself on the habit of keeping a diary in 
which he entered not only the conversations in which he took a part 
bat those also which he happened to overhcar.! 

Lastly there is the claim for Jonas Proost, Crenius,? referring to 
the original work, writes :-— 

Ut vero aciss qvis ille Mercarkss Britannicus, sive seriptor sit {acct iltius libri, 
stceribam verba, qv Auctor sul manu in fronte mei exemplaris, qvod & magni 
Whrorem amstoris Bibliotheca nactus sum, seripsit :— 

Reverents fratri in Christo ac Symmiste perckare D. Johanni Pannetio, fideli 
Eeclasha Christi, quie ext apwd Caletenser, Pastor, als the vis eros ve (malt 
eireas Te xribendum) nol pales Yuderou mal dvepiendorou wrquootmy hove 

muenuscattum dono misit Jones Procit. 45. Jub 1607. Colvestrie. 

‘Angl. ‘That indeod you may know who that British Mereury or writer of that 


‘Prof, Holland, Dict. N. Blog. XN1. pp, 124-1275 Lecture on Albericus 
Gentilis, Oxford, 1875. 

Crenins, Awimadversiones Philslogice et Historica. Pt. VIN. p. 55, 
Amsterdam, 1701. 
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seeps mS OE ce: See ee wens which the eather, wish hisown beni, 
ee Ee cy ee, ome the Eteary of 2 great lover of books I 
me SE 
oss seem Gerccee x Some, umd amy belowed Sellow initiate, Joke 
w=. “ser: oe Sherk of Cie which is at Caleis, in token 
eee Ss cer oe ee. the little preeem, such as tis, Jom 
Cokes.” 
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== oom zecime 1 Jonas Proost, but this docs- 
> Aimar Abe & Liem” 



















che evidence afforded by translations 
= yrevinusty mexcioned, there are four in 
The sacties: of these, vin— 


Vor. of & Descriquion of the Somh India 
sphe Mierars. Ihmprimed for E4. Hlount and W. 








2 cook surmoumed by figure of Mercury): 
a2 sdimor -réos) of “Mundus Alter et 
8S lanes ants — 


oS Sggunes’ hc Tamas Thorpe, January 18, 1609! 
sak es b * Tedisatoer Epistle ” and note from 
rete uns - the Acthor,” which, with the 
Se a “A Tanie of the Chapters,” “The Occasion 
ty RAE TNE Greunscuccian dor &” (corresponding with 
Latin twelve leaves unpaged. 
pp 1-244, the numbering 





Gesctbed as an “imitation” of 
oranda teen * Uz w more, and iaciows the original very closely 
Xe to ond The cransiatos's subscription at foot of 





‘Vre meo, towmea and manners, aid I bebold, admire, and laugh at; and 
+8 hag wars travel, growing weary of wandering, I returned into my native 
anne. 


Tue Causnipce Pricer 


a Sere eae 
V Avbet, Seances’ Regiters, Vol. IIL p. 490. 





seatch theis semes fetes times all-wasting skirt, and beare thes xp to everlasting 
stconte in the Temple of Infamiie. Bot for my dutie to your sxcred! vertots, let 
thi expresse mee T will bee that Ke‘aynisa dogge, whose faith purchased hier 
this Epitaph : that hee did alwsyee 
Latral a? tadrl, & 2 gill exeant! teequl, Be. 
Barke lowd at theeves, and male ther ever fale r 
[Dut wh? fiends came, Lay down, & wapt bis tale? 

Swch am Ix consecrated to your Lordsbips cervice 1 and voder the pectectioa 
of this mine owne senle, sdaceture to presest you with A discemerie amd wo dir 
Se ee ee ee ek kore end pelmenme, by a tresviler that 

mower travelled. Written first in Latine and we Latine, and row translated, 
Seip oa rin emt an ne me that firet of alt 


‘Your Honors most realoesly devoted 
Lie 
‘The following is the translator's note :— 


1H. the Tranalatce, wnto I. H. the Author. 
| Slrpell the turning of yous wittic worke Sato our mother toogue doe distast 
you, blame-not any but your selfe that wrote it: Language doth not abier the 
ence of anything. el riinetnonsrronreloatianiciglanccne 
Where Ivarye from your Origisall, it is ether to expresse your sence, of 
yearconceit, ‘ThesI hope to beare you satisfied : for others, if ay ple 
bite as deepe as they: since that 





LMS, in margin. 
Latrate Fures excepi, mats Amaati: 
‘Sic placul Domino, sic placui Domina 
At Thieves I bask'd, wasto a Lover mute: 
Thos did my Master, thus my Sfisteess salt. 
As note in handwriting of this ceotery says that I. H. bs Joregh Hall, 


‘His, that is his, 
Tous Hnatey. 


b d) it will be seen that the 
ed “I. H.," cannot be Hall's. The 





sJerment 2f Raleach a Winchester, and was noted 
‘Jierz act smmerres pebiearions of that period 









the Earl of Pembroke ; 
a ius tae tas 


Meds], now a famous Father [St. 
scareca earch [~Mcndes"]. now of adesired 
2 [po place]. now of Entopia [a happy 
eximcie wf gratiade, observance, and 







ofa moment, withoct distract ce disturbance in this worke of more 
ight, as he appeooved his more abilitie, so would not but expect 
yozt Honours more acceptance. 


‘Though these bz Charch-men, and this a Charch-matter, he vnapt, or vi- 











, directed their dedications; and as translators are oaly 
ty? to have and give trse vnderstanding, so are they freer then the anthors to 
gate them-selvesa Parrone. Which as to Scipio, the staffe and stay, the type 

J top of that Corne‘ian stemme, in gum, of pltra genera in onam artorem, 





then to most conceited Viraginia [ in “ Mundus Alter," but the word 
is not used in the “ Discovery ”] now to almost concealed. Virginia" 


Papers," James L, introduces one John Healey, atlas Vavasour, who 
had been arrested in the North of England after the Gunpowder 
Plot. This Healey was a Recusant, and had been heard to say that 
“ there was yet another barrel to broach.” From his evidence when 
under examination in York Castle(March and April 1606), we learn 
that he was son of Richard Healey, servant to Lord Shefficld, and, 
then not being of full age, would have been born about 1585.6, 
After four years at St. John’s College, Cambridge, being about 
seventeen (that is, in April or May 1603), be travelled into France and 
Italy, Being asked, he said that bc was converted to Roman 


whom he had met in Rome and elsewhere, he said that he had been 
Warmed not to inquire lest he should be treated as a spy, and that he 
@id notknow. From Otranto he came through Apulia and Campania 
to Loreto, thence to Ravenna, Ferrara, and Venice, thinking to go 
to Greece and Jerusalem ; but, after waiting for shipping seven weeks 
in Venice, where he lodged with the Capuchins, with whom be might 
have remained as long as he would, he came back to Verona and 
‘Vicenza, passing next into Switzerland to Basle, whence he travelled 
into Saxony. Meeting with six Englishmen who were going to the 
‘war against the Turks, he accompanied them into Bohemia, From 
Praguc he came to Rheims and Cambray, and so to Lille, Malines, 
and Calais, where he took chipping for London, arriving there in 
December 1604. After a few weeks in London and six months at 
a2 


8y 


his mother’s house at Sawbridge, in Lincotnshire, he travelled to the 
Ten cae s eae servant and tutor in the family of Mr, 

‘Lawrence Carnaby at Walton, in Northumberland, and so forth. 
‘While detained in York Castle, Healey wrote penitently to the Earl 
of Salisbury, acknowledging that since his return to England he had 
teen in the company of a priest who had spoken of murdering the 
Earl. Healey begged forgiveness, and gave information about other 
suspicious persons, their places of resort in London, their manner of 
bringing in passengers and “great store of books” from the Con- 
tinent.!’ This, no doubt, is the young scholar and “Camt 
Pilgrime” who afterwards translated “Mundus Alter et Idem” and 
other works above mentioned, and who wrote the dedication of 
“The Discovery” to the Earl of Pembroke, as well as the prefaces 
signed “J. H.” and “John Healey.” His time from April 1606, 
when he wrote to Lord Salisbury, until 1609, was probably taken up 
with his translations. The dedication of the “City of God,” above 
quoted, clearly states that the translator was in trouble over “The 
Discovery,” and that his patron, the Earl of Pembroke, befriended 
him. ‘This dedication, it will be noticed, is signed “Th. Th,” who 
had recently dedicated another volume—‘“Shakespeare's Sonnets ”— 
to the same patron (?)—“To W. EL,” Ze, William Herbert, Earl of 
Pembroke. 

This earl, according to Clarendon, was more loved and esteemed 
than any other man of his age, and was always ready to advance worthy 
men. He was friend of Donne, Daniel was his tutor, and George 
Herbert his kinsman ; William Browne lived with him, Massinger 
was son of his father's steward, Ben Jonson also dedicated his 
“Epigrams” to the Earl, who every New Year's Day sent Jonson 
£20 to buy books. To him also Chapman inscribed a sonnet; 
Davison his “Poetical Rhapsody,”? and Hall Jong afterwards 
(September 21, 1623) a sermon.* The Earl was, moreover, 
deeply interested in New England, and was a member of the King’s 
Council for the Virginia Company from May 23, 1609. He may 
have obtained some appointment for Healey in the colony, I know 
nothing of Healey’s later history. 

Sixty years afterwards a very coarse adaptation of “Mundus” 
was published under the title of — 

Peittacorum Regio, the Land of Parrots ; or, the Shelands. With a description 
of other strange adjacent countries in the Dominions of Prince de I'Amous, not 











' State Papers, Deme:tic, James I., Vols, XIX., XX. 
* Sidney Lee, Dic, N. Bios. Vol. XXVI. pp. 236-231. 
* Bp. Hall, Works (1863), Vol. V. p. 174 
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hitherto Sound in any geographical wap, By oae of the late most reputed wits: 
ay Lomlon, 166. 7’ 

Again, fifteen years later, the following appeared :-— 

‘The Travels of Don Francisco de Quevedo through Terra Australis Incognita, 
‘Discovering the Laws, Manners, and Fashions of the South Indian. A novel. 
Originally is Spanish. . . . London, 1684. 

‘These are reproductions of Healey's “Discovery,” rewritten to 
‘suit the taste of the Restoration period and slightly abridged. 
Needless to add, despite a very pretentious address to the reader, 
the latter is not the work of Quevedo. 

In Dr, William King’s “ Miscellanies,” Taba tin Be BS isa 
fragment entitled “ Crapulia, or the Region of the Crossicks,” which 
the editor calls a satire upon the Dutch. This was also included in 
Dr. William King’s “Original Works” (3 vols), Vol. III. London, 
1776, and has been recently reprinted by Prof, Marley as “A Frag- 
ament of Bishop Halls ‘Mundus Alter’” [Book I.}, in “Ideal 
‘Commonvealths” (1885). 

Beyond Healey’s apologics there is no reference to the author of 
“ Mundus,” in these translations, other than in the headings to the 
second chapter of the second book or part :— 

Discovery, Es He The Go tg sees eed ch sation of thls doorway 

Puitacernm, This is not in chapters. 

Queseds. “ How Queredo wasused by the Gossip-Ingoesses.™ 

‘The long war in the Netherlands, resulting in the foundation of 
the Dutch Republic and conflicts in other countries—bringing about 
various constitutional changes—systems of political government, 
became as much a subject for common discussion in the seven- 
teenth century as theological systems had been in the sixteenth. 
‘Gentili, Bacon, and other writers in England, Bodin, Gregoire, 
Grotius, and a host of Spanish writers on the Continent contributed 
to the subject. In 1612 a Leipzig publisher issued a German 
translation of More’s “ Utopia,” and in the following year he brought 
‘out what he called the second part, viz— 

UTOPLEPARS If, MuNpUsAUTERS HEM, Dicheutige newealte Welt. 
Darinnes aussfurlich nd nach notturfft ereehlet wird/was die alte numehr bald 

Welt for ein newe Welt geboren/Aus derer min gleich- 
sam in einem Spiegel ihrer Mutter vnd Gebirerin Art/Sitien/Wandel vnd 
Gebrauch augenscheinlich mag schen rnd crkennen, Allen Licbhabern det 

vvnd Kunsten 24 behartlicher Fortsetzung vnd continulrung 
fn threm lobtichen yorbaben: Den Weltkindern aber mu getrewer Warnung von 
allem bésen/vnd denen hierinnen flrgebildeten Lastern sbrastehen: Erstlich in 
Lateinisches Sprach ceatellt/Jurch den Edlen rnd hochgclerten Hern ALmenicum 
Grorizex in Engelland: Nan aber mit beonderm fleiss verteutscht/ynd mit 








86 The Gentleman's Magazine. 


owen Kupffersdcken vnd Landtaffeln geeierct/Durch (Utopiam characters 
Gregorivm hvemvmervivin]. . . . Leipzig. . . . Henning Grossen des Jungerr, 
Anno 1613, : 

In English : 


‘The New Old World, . . wherein is related what the, . , six thousand= 
year-old World has produced . . . that all lovers of Piety, Virtues, and Arta 
‘may persevere in their landable purpose. . « and Children of the World be 
framed to abstzin from all evil and vice. Witten firstly in Latin by the noble 
and very learned Alberico Gentili ia England. Now. . . done into German 
+ + swith maps... Leiptig. . . 1613. 

‘The only copy which I have seen is a small octavo of 232 pages 
without preface or table of contents. The name of Gentili is also 
given in the Aeading of Book IL, chap. ii, in the body of the book, 
thus :— 


Wie dic Weiler eu Frawenheim mit mir dierice Gentle seind vmbgangen, 


To sum up: this chapter heading and the entrics in the tables of 
contents prefixed to the Frankfort uncorrected edition and that of 
Hanau may be (?) the origin of the claim made on behalf of Gentili. 
Biaufus considered that it settled the question and dismissed the 
preface of “ Gulielmus Knight" as not to be regarded.' Is it, how- 
ever, probable that Gentili would have mentioned his own name in 
‘an anonymous and satirical work? On the other hand what motive 
could Hall have had for mentioning Alberico Gentili by name? 
‘That it was an oversight or a blunder is shown by the corrected 
copies F 1, 2, 3, and 5, a blunder due to the compiler of the 
table of contents, who may have been the printer. If so, it must be 
taken as evidence that the compiler, or printer, believed Gentili to 
be the author, The other circumstances, already recited, which 
connect the work with Gentili are its dedication to the Earl of 
Huntingdon and its publication at the cost of Ascanio Rinialme, 
both members of Gentili’s Inn, and further coincidence that the 
improved edition, Hanau, 1607, bears the same imprint as at least 
four others of Gentili’s acknowledged works. Assuming the preface 
to be Jona fide, Knight, as an Oxford M.A., may have been as much 
the friend of Gentili as of Hall. 

For Hall there is (a) the address of “J. H., the translator, to 
J-H,, theauthor," (2) the translator's apology to the “reverend man” 
to whose muse some few attributed the little book from Frankfort, 
(c) Heylyn's assignment of it to a “learned prelate "—unquestionably 
Hall is intended—and (d) the Bodleian Catalogue (1674) referring 

' Blaufus, Vermésehte Beytrige sur Erweiterung der Kentnits seltemer und 
merkwardiser Biicher, Bde, IL. Jena, 1756, pp. 56, 
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“Mercurius Britannicus” to Hall. Upon which an adyoeate for 
‘Gentili might further argue that, accepting all that the critics say about 
the book, there is nothing in it of which a scholar need be ashamed ; 
{¢) Hall never claimed it himself, as far as is known ; (/) his friend 
James did not claim it for him in the Bodleian Catalogue of 1620, 
while (¢) Gentili is mentioned as the author in the table of contents 
prefixed to the book ; and (A) his name appears as author of it 
upon the title-page of the German translation (1613) within eight 
years of the original publication, not more than five years after 
‘Gentili’s death, three years before the death of his brother, Scipio 
Gentili, and without his or Hal’s contradiction (?), 

‘There is one other question. Was Healey’s reference to the 
“reverend ” author dond fide, or was it a disguise intended to throw 
suspicion off the real author or authors? At the time of the pub- 
lication of “Mundus Alter” there were many about town who 
could have satirised in good Latin the Court, the Universities, the 
Corporation of the City of London and its aldermen, and have 
interlarded the narrative with references to circumstances, habits, 
and customs of Continental peoples, There was more than one 
William Kempe—Knight, Thad almost written—“dancing "about in 
England, into Germany, and “over the Alps," who, to use the 
player's own words, found it better “to make a fool of the world, as 
Thave done, than to be fooled of the world, as,” he adds, “you 
scholars are."! 

EDWARD A, PETIUGHICK. 


} The Retucrw foom Parnassus (1603), London, 1606 





HOMBURG AND ITS WATERS. 


NE of the commonest attributes of human nature is a love of 
change. However luxurious home may be, we occasionally 
long for variety of some kind, even if it entails a little hardship— 
indeed, a little hardship to some, is a variety and a novelty that in 
itself constitutes a charm, It isa wise provision of nature that it 
should be so, more especially in those of an easy-going, lethargic 
nature, for a little privation of luxury to the pampered and indolent, 
and the over-fed, means length of life. The laws of health, which 
embrace occasional abstinence and work or exercise, cannot be 
disregarded for any length of time with impunity ; nature retaliates 
in some way or other, and hence a wholesome restriction occasion~ 
ally is in every way beneficial, The man who lives in a large town, 
if he is in health, and even under some circumstances if he isill, longs 
for the fresh and bracing air of breezy Bexhill, a future health and 
pleasure resort of great promise, or the moors, or patiently takes his 
place at a salmon-fishing stream in the wilds of Scotland or Wales, 
and whips the river or loch hour after hour with patient expectation. 
This furnishes a change from the monotony of London life, whether 
it is a sedentary City life or a West End one, with all its manifold 
pleasures and Sybarite enjoyments. ‘The greater the change from 
ordinary surroundings the greater the charm, and the exhilarating 
effect of altered environment stimulates the energies of even the 
most blasé, 

Perhaps it is this wish for absolute variety and complete change 
that makes the Englishman go abroad in preference to seeking the 
numerous places of interest in his own country. Indeed, there is no. 
doubt about it, that tens of thousands would have equal scope for 
enjoyment, and certainly greater comfort, in their own country, 
whether it is in its resorts of pleasure or in parts frequented by 
yaletudinarians, such as Buxton and Bath in England, Strathpeffer 
in Scotland, or beautiful spots in Wales such as Trefrew and 
Llandrindod Wells. Yet how many there are who go abroad 
where the sanitary surroundings are anything but what they 





there it, and some of them offer almost the same 
advantages a3 those of well-known continental citics. The ordinary 
Englishman perhaps, however, looks not only for physical relaxation, 
‘but mental as well, and perchance, having become weary of home 
quietness, he finds the freedom of continental pleasure resorts a 
change from the dulness and decoram, more especially on a Sunday, 
of such places as Brighton, Scarborough, and soon. A man need 
not be depraved if, after the hard work of many months and the dull 
routine of England, he feels inclined to relax a little when he goes 
abroad. He simply does as others do, who are no better and no 
worse than himself, and undoubtedly he does not harm himself cither 
physically or morally if he docs this, He feels like a boy out of 
school, and takes liberties that would shock his more austere 
acquaintances at home. 

‘There is no question that there are English watering-places that 
are second to none, bat they seem to have had their day. Possibly 
this may be due to the ease with which people can now be carried 
by steam or rail, Bath, in Somersetshire, may have as many virtues 
as Aixla-Chapelle, and Harrogate or Cheltenham would be as 
advantageous for the different ailments that their waters are cele~ 
brated for, as Homburg or Marienbad. ‘The change of air would be 
as beneficial from London to Harrogate a3 from London to Aix or 
Homburg, and the waters of Cheltenham have as many medicinal 
qualities as those of Marienbad, but it is not the fashion now to seek 
the former places. 

No English watering-place will recommend any other English 
watering-place, and therefore the knowledge that there are such 
places becomes, to a certain extent, circumscribed. In fact, there is 
no enterprise in advertising them, because there is no combination 
to doit, think an advertisement of Bath, in Somersetshire, and 
ome or two other places, appears in the Zancef, but this is an 
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‘The baths of Homborg Sere goeat repute in Germany. The 
Kaiser Wibele Bad comcims Sfy-reo rooms for mineral bathe 


‘The wanes ran coldd into the tole, amd ere then beated by steam, so 
tat Eee of he ron and carbene acid gs & Jost. The baths are 
fated up on the cae side for ladies, and on the other for gentlemen ; 
and miscre sod and Shabticn are ako 

‘The Kerbees, which ope=s cot upon the park, is of course the 
natural centre of attraction, and is enlivened by concerts given tro 
oe three times 2 day. Naturally the different amusements that are to 
be found at watering-places cbtsin bere. Theatres, dances, and so 
om are a pleasant change towards the close of the day. There are 
international tennis-courts of Homborg are an institution now known 





Hombarg is very accessible, and trains ren frequently to Frank- 
fart, and, 25 is well known, Frankfert is in communication with 
every capital and with every country in Europe. 

‘The museum at the Kurhaus is well worth a visit. It contains 
numeroes Roman relics fond im the Castle of Saslburg, an ancient 
Roman castle, aboot an hoar's drive from Homberg. This place alo 
is well worth 2 visit, for it contains some of the most perfect specimens 
of Roman villas, baths, and of Roman civilisation—Pompei excepted 
—found in Europe. Homburg abounds in hotels. Perhaps the best 
known is Ritter’s, which his Royal Highness the Prince of Wales 
makes his headquarters during his stay at Homburg. This looks 
out on the park, and is replete with every comfort. It is patronised 
by many of the crowned heads of Europe Other hotels that offer 
every accommodation to the visitor are the Four Seasons, the 
Victoria, and the Russie, &c. 

A foreign watering-place spoils you for an English watering-place, 
and a foreign health resort for an English one. It is a pity that 
this should be the case, but it is. There are plenty of interesting 
places in our own country, in fact there are more than there are 
abroad, and certainly more interesting to the ordinary Englishman. 
There are old abbeys, there are battle-fields, there are stately homes, 
‘open occasionally by the munificence of their owners to the curious 
and the antiquary. Possibly thesearc more visited by Americans than 
English, and for obvious reasons, It is certain that the Englishman 
whenabroad seems tothink it thecorrect thing to master all the legends 
of the localities through which he passes. He visits the cathedrals 
and picture galleries of the towns that he stays at, though possibly 
London with its many attractions has not been considered worthy of 








his attention. a. ae 
de Ville at Brussels or the Louvre than he does of the National 
Gallery, and he may be better acquainted with the Colosseum at 
Rome than he is with the Tower of London. Indeed, I know 
people who have lived all their lives in London, and who yet know 
less of its interesting and historical associations than the country 
cousin who possibly every few years pays a few days’ visit to town, 

Every effort is made at Homburg to amuse and entertain the 

visitor. Its gardens are beautifully taid out, and though its Kursaal 
‘may not furnish the feverish excitement that it did twenty or thirty 
years ago, when gambling in its different forms was so rife at Hom- 
‘burg, it supplies at all events an excellent cuisine, beautiful music, 
evening dances, and promenades that remind one of “The Row” 
during the London season. Every effort is made to please the 
visitor, The hotels, as before mentioned, are numerous, and the 
‘influx of English visitors has induced the proprietors to study to 
a certain extent English habits and English requirements. ‘The 
season at Homburg lasts from May until October, but the English 
visit it principally during the months of July, August, and Septem- 
ber. ‘The cure is supposed to occupy three weeks, and at the end 
of that time the visitor is considered to be so washed out and limp 
that he is recommended to go for a few days to Switzerland to be 
braced up. 
Tk és said that, “ When you are in Rome you must do as Rome 
does," and so I suppose that when you go to Homburg you must do 
as Homburg does ; but personally I think that the same amount of 
benefit might be derived from a visit to Homburg, and yet the vale- 
tudinarian leave there as strong or stronger and more energetic than 
‘when he went, if the dietary were constructed on a more bracing 
system and on one more consonant with English tastes. 

One can quite understand that in the middle ages, when the 
treatment of disease by drugs was entirely empirical, and when a 
physician undoubtedly killed more patients than he cured, or poisoned 
with the most abominable concoctions in the way of drugs and 
animal substances, the healing waters of such places as Homburg 
must have had great repute. It is quite certain that if they did the 
patient no good they did no harm, and this is more than can be 
said for the physician of that day, and indeed as much as can be 
‘sstid for many of the physicians of the present day in countries that 
‘consider themselves civilised. It is true that certain drugs are said 
to cure or to alleviate certain diseases, and undoubtedly they dozso ; 
‘bet to be able to explain the rationale of their action would require 
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a Newton in the medical world, and I do not think that : ras 
has yet arrived. ‘hat there are plenty who think themselves 
“Newtons” goes without saying. 

‘The science of medicine even now is toa great extent ‘empirical. 
Ask the physiologist the exact way in which ipecacuanha, or calomel, 
or colchicum acts, and see what he says, » 

‘The quack is more fortunate, because he can and does tell lies, 
and those who ought to expose him, do not do so, This is unfor- 
tunately an age of quackery, and thousands are killed annually by 
quacks ; it is also the age of credulity, people believe every lying 
advertisement they read in the papers, and swallow all the pernicious 
compounds with the blindest of faith, The fat person who wants 
to get thin, instead of going the right way to do it, and safely and 
permanently reducing his or her bulk, generally flies to the aid of 
advertised “harmless” compounds that are simply paison, and only 
reduce weight by destroying the digestive organs first. The pale, 
drawn, wrinkled faces of the votaries of one particular quack remedy 
for reducing fat may be seen in the Row and in the streets daily. 
‘The female whose beauty is waning endeavours to simulate youth by 
the aid of cosmetic and arsenical wafers, that give the complexion an 
evanescent bloom at the expense of health and often even life. ‘The 
gouty person, instead of going to Homburg or undergoing a proper 
system of dict, for a time, generally takes some quack advertised 
remedy, and it weakens his constitution and ruins his health as a 
result. Indeed, the legislature helps the quack to kill people by its 
three-halfpenny stamp of approval, for all quack remedies are pro- 
tected by“ Royal Letters Patent.” I believe that is what the stamp 
implies ; at all events, it is what the quack says it does, whether it 
does or not. The milkman who dilutes his wares with water is 
prosecuted, and the publican who waters his spirits soon finds him- 
self face to face with the law, But the quack can claim virtues for 
his poisons that they do not possess, and the law pats him on the 
back and helps him to sell his vile compounds that daily insidiously 
kill the ignorant and unwary. 

‘The science of surgery has made gigantic strides, and thousands 
of lives are saved annually that undoubtedly a hundred years ago 
would have found an early grave ; but as far as the science of medi- 
cine is concerned, very little is known of the absolute method in 
which drugs work. With the exception of a few drugs that one 
‘might almost count on the ends of one's fingers, no more is known 
than was known five hundred years ago, There are fashions in 
medicine as there are fashions in clothes, and the fashions of one 
generation die out in the next. A hundred years ago people were 
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killed by being bled too much, now people are often allowed to die 
from want of being bled at all. 

Possibly the early decay of the tecth of the present generation 
may be due to the fact that the physicians of a hundred years ago 
salivated their patients until their teeth dropped out of their heads, 
and £0 injured the constitution even to the third or fourth generation, 
How many in the “good old times” were bled to death—Byron and 
‘Scott among them—leeched to death, purged to death, emeticked to 
death, Heaven only knows. I have had years of experience in the 
treatment of diseases of mal-nutrition by medicine and by diet, and 
my opinion after all comes to this, that the ailments due to improper 
food can only be cured by proper food, and that to resort to drugs 
in such cases is outraging nature, It is all very well for the gourmand 
after surfeiting on good living to fly to the aid of purgatives to clear 
the system of the waste that he has imposed upon it, but he does 
this at the expense of future suffering. If he taught himself to 
tefrain a little for a time from the luxurics that have brought about 
his trouble, and to have his dietary regulated by some one who under- 
stands dietetics, he would be benefited, and that in more ways than 
one. 

T have preached for years that diet ought to take precedence of 
medicine in diseases that are due to errors in diet and insufficient 
exercise, and I half believe that the more sensible portion of the 
public are beginning to hold the same opinion. It seems a curious 
anomaly that the bodies that teach the rising generation of medical 
practitioners do not give dict a place in the curriculum, but doubtless, 
public opinion aficr a time will wake them up. It is certain that 
nothing else will. It is time it did, for after all we live by what we 
eat and assimilate, and in nine cases out of ten disease means some 
error in nutrition, and when it comes, its cure is more a matter of 
dict than of drugs, but most people like to pay for being drugged 
better than they do for being dicted. In conclusion, I would strongly 
advise the victim of good living and of a luxurious mode of life to 
visit such a place as Homburg, and to have his dietary regulated 
‘while there, in preference to converting his stomach into a medicine 
chest, by swallowing drugs the influence of which is only ephemeral 
as far as benefit is concerned, but permanent as far as the injury 
they do; and above all, whether his ailment be gout, obesity, 
Diliousness, or one of the numerous other ailments that are the 
‘outcome of Sybarite taste, let him avoid quack medicines as he would 

for that is what they really are. I would not write so strongly 
did I not daily see the injury caused by these. 
N. E. VORKE-DAVIES, 


PAGES ON PLAYS. 


“ Macpa"—"Canmes "—"Tue Greatest or Tues —,” 


RS. PATRICK CAMPBELL has frankly asserted herself as 

@ rival to Signora Eleonora Duse and to Madame Sarah 
Bernhardt. She bas chosen to appear in that play by the best known 
of the dramatists of “Young Germany ” which had already attracted 
the great Italian actress and the great French actress. In such a 
competition to be able to sustain any comparison is in a measure, 
even in a great measure, to succeed. Mrs, Patrick Campbell has 
yet to show—if ever she is able to show—that she is an actress of 
the temper and the state of Duse and Bernhardt, But at least she 
can say, or at least ber admirers can say, that she has played a part 
which the Italian actress and the French actress found worthy of 
their genius, and that her performance demanded and obtained a 
serious consideration. Her Magda deserves to be considered with 
the two other Magdas, to be compared with them, contrasted with 
them, to be judged and praised and blamed by wellnigh the same 
standard by which they are judged and praised and, where needs 
must, blamed. 

‘Tt was not my privilege to see the play when it was played by the 
German 3 1 was in New York, as I remember, when they 
were in London. It has, therefore, been my fortune to see the 
heroine of a Teutonic drama interpreted solely by women of Southern 
Blood or of Southern temperament, Duse is Italian ; Bernhardt has 
nothing German save her name. Mrs. Patrick Campbell, as we all 
Know, is Italianate ; she is, by the spindle, of Roman blood, and 
her appearance and her temperament suggest the South. None of 
the three actresses, therefore, had any natural affinity with the German 
heroine ; each was met by the same difficulty of creating not merely 
a character but a nationality, and cach of them met the difficulty in 
‘exactly the same way—and that the simplest—by giving the question 
of nationality the go-by, oR ls A lg aac 
‘way most natural to them. Sarah Bernhardt’s was the most vivid 
creation, the most vital ; it was the finest, if perhaps eee 
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charming wema= (The work both of Elconom Dusc a Mrs. 
Putrack Campbell eas om 2 lower plans, because it was les 
aman, less comprehensive, less many-sided, fess a creation, more 
imdevibeal «Signore Dene man the risk of making the part too dall ; 
‘Mrs Patrick Campbell the risk of making it too shrewish, The 
fewerh gents of the Iniizn actress has at times 2 tendency to drop 
from ins Eight amd beat into 2 kind of apathy, almost a kind ot 
stolsdity. The restless talent of Mrs. Patrick Campbell is always 
tnchined to fret itself oct im the expression of the smaller part of 
beady emotions, to be petulant rather than passionate, to be fretfi! 


partly the fascination of a woman who wants to be an artist and who 
may yet prove herself to be a great artist. The mutinous, midnight hair, 
the midnight eyes that might mislead the mom, the eager, amazing 
face that seems most fitly moulded for defiance and denial, may well 
command women’s wonder and men’s admiration. But there is an 
energy, an ambition, a parpose behind the outward show which may 
be the energy, the ambition, the purpose of genius. In any case, it 
is much to have energy, more to have ambition, most to haved 
purpose, and these have served Mrs. Patrick Campbell so far well in 
permitting her to attempt without discomfiture a rivalry with Duse 
and with Bernhardt. 

It was a great pity for Mrs. Patrick Campbell, and for the play, 
and for all concerned in it, that it was presented in the form ofa 
faithful translation, and that so much pains were wasted in pee- 
senting the exact seeming of the petty life of 2 petty German town 
Where the fidelity of the environment interested at all, it distracted 
from the main business of the piece, which was the character of 








‘s s 99 
Seeeattgce Acmslin erecrnctemsGFOE @-naall Gents ocichold 
inasmal} German town. It would have been so much wiser, so 
mach better, to transplant the story boldly and bodily to our islands, 
‘The type of father represented by old Schwartze is indeed not very 


and the patriarchal headships of a tribal race. What contrast could 
have been spter to serve the tum than the contrast between some 
Calvinistic houschold in Edinburgh or Glasgow—and there must 
needs be many such—and the theatrical triumphs of some girl who 
has fled from the greyness of their rigour into the many-coloured life 
of Bobemis, and has returned after a while to the shadow-land of 
ber youth, bringing her strange sheaves with her? Here lay the 
material for a powerful play, a play which could have given all that 
was vital in “ Heimat,” and yct have made it richer in the possibility 
of an abiding success. But if it were not itself successful, it certainly 
did well for Mrs. Patrick Campbell. 

A little later than the time when all London was talking of 
the “Sccond Mrs, Tanqueray,” and of Mrs. Patrick Campbell's 
interpretation of Paula Ray, Miss Olga Nethersole made a claim to 
he regarded as an actress of the first rank, or, at least, as a candidate 
for the honours of the front rank. It was in a play called “The 
‘Transgressor "—a poor play enough, but a play which afforded some- 
thing more than a slight opportunity to a sympathetic and emotional 
actress. On the first night of “The Transgressor," Miss Nethersole 
‘certainly sppeared to possess emotion and sympathy in large measure. 
Her acting was mot new to London, but London never knew that 
she could act so well. The promise of “The Dean's Daughter” 
was recalled ; there was a Spanish villainess, too, in an Adelphi 
meclodmma who had made the pulses beat ; there were onc or two 
other parts that were more or less memorable, But Miss Nethersole 
thad done nothing so fine, so harmonious, so passionate and yet so 
restrained in passion, as the heroine of “The Transgressor,” and 
those were not only pardonable for believing, but seemed to have 
every justiGcation for believing, as I certainly believed, that our stage 
was the gainer by an actress with a great future before her. As I 
had seen the first night of “The Transgressor" in London, so 
chance put it in my way that I saw the first night of * The Trans~ 
gressor” at Palmer's Theatre in New York, when Miss Nethersole 
made her first appearance before an American audience. As I 
remember, that American audience was somewhat disappointed with 

Ma 





spe Seow Lome aed New York, Mies Netheole hal cone 
Set Se we ee, cg ad Gestort all that ad 
seemed Desi aad powers, bomen, pamsonste, and womanly in 
See ca eee he fees Sf acest the actress as the 
=e de mete sept Fam wholly at alosto 
undead She come of Se camge Sat converted what was a fine 
cand simone 2 moihe peers of piping immo the stagey, tricky, obrices 
piece of work that Mis Netberscite afieed w a New York audience 

igtepglie of be Se ASe thet Miss Nethenole 
wert oe tet Se Ss; somoets come back of her succents | 
I ‘wht—ter Ge aie may nox bore been tree—that one of ber 
coded <= Cstibesh = may have been, or Duluth—pro- 
bond bes matics wth Ge words = “Ths women is not an Actress; 
Ges women = a Godden” Access or Goddess, I did not see Miss 
Nethersile act apsi= for Img enough She took Mrs. Patrick Camp- 
el: part ie “The Noenckes Mrs Ebtecth™ 1 saw Mrs. Painck 
(Campbell im the past, bet 1 Ged met see Mist Nethersole ; and soit 
Seppemed that the Gem See that I saw ber act after her first appear- 
ance im New Yock was om the fs night of ber performance of 
= Carmen” at the Gaety Theatre last mosth. 

‘Macy things fought against Mis Nethersole in “Carmen.” In 
the East place, the very scolish fass that was made about the kind 
of soceess cared im the United States by “Carmen”—a success 
largely depending upon the quality and the quantity of a certain 
kiss WAich Miss Nechersole was reported to bestow, with more than 
Southern effusion and more than Southern prodigality, upon one 
of ber many lovers in the piece. It was a misfoctune for Miss 
Nethersole that there should have been so much babble about the 
Carmen Kiss. It was also a misfortune for Miss Nethersole that she 
had not a better version of Mérimée’s exquisite story to play in. 
We have the adapter's assurance that the play is adapted from 
‘Mérimée’s story, and that assarance would be enough, even without 
the fact that one or two trifling episodes belonging to Mérimée and 
pot 10 Meilhac occur in an English version that follows for the most 
pat faithfully enough upon the lines of Meilhac. Apart from this 

it would be hard to believe that the adapter had ever 


wipes at Sino can te a Tt was hard 







that the ludicrous corporal of the English play had any 





REL Decree. Totes eat the exgutsea 
‘Letty Lind, And yet there was a kind of fitness in 


ill, in spite of these disadvantages, it did seem/at first as if Miss 
might have triumphed over them. Though she was not 
‘armen of Mérimée, she was a Carmen of a kind ; she had, or so 
toned down some of the effervescence that had enrap- 

; there was a force, a vehemence, an audacity in her 

not without its queer charm, But after that act her 

yn fell to pieces, Monotonous in its solicitations, often pain- 
it soon ceased to be in any sense an acceptable 

‘raved ih ene epee, a a he en oe wi 


“tile of Mr. Grundy’s play is at once its apology and its 
. The word “Charity” which is wanting to end the un- 








The Gehilonians: Magairne. 


‘That is the sanctity of sanctities. 


or— 


‘And those who plucked his beard now grasp his hand, 


“The Greatest of These ——” is in many ways a dull, an unobscrvant 
play, but Mr. Grundy, always unequal and always inconsistent, would 
not be himself if he had not put some bright moments, some flashes 
of observation into “ The Greatest of These ——.” It served to re- 
introduce Mr. and Mrs. Kendal to London under somewhat new 
conditions. The actor and actress played parts of a kind with which 
until now they have not been associated. But if the outward show 
was somewhat altered, the art remained the same. 


JUSTIN HUNTLY MCCARTHY. 





TABLE TALK. 


Taiep ENGusumen. 


DO act think it is generally known that in medieval times the 
reproach was levelled at Englishmen in France and other 
portions of the Continent, and even in Scotland, that they had tails, 
About the close of the twelfth century the slander seems first to have 
‘been beard. Its origin was, of course, ecclesiastical. At Cerne, in 
Dorsetshire, according to Robert Wace's romance of the “ Brut,” 
written about 1155, when Saint Augustine was preaching, certain 
mien, moved of the devil, fastened rays’ tails to his garments and 
drove him ignominiously away, For this outrage they and their 
descendants and kin developed tails, In one manuscript of 
Tayamon we have Rochester substituted for Dorchester, and the 
men of Kent are the bearers of the infliction, not those of Dorset. 
Kindred legends concerning Thomas of Canterbury, the tail of whose 
mare had been cut off, arose, and the reproach gradually extended to 
all Englishmen. Richard the Lion-heart and his followers were 
described by both the Greeks and the Sicilians as tailed men, caudad?. 
In the romance of “ Richard Cceur de Lion” the Emperor of Cyprus 
dismisses messengers from Richard, saying :— 
Out, taylards of my paleys (palace) ; 
‘Now go and say your tayled king 
‘That I owe him no thing. 
And when the English king fell into the power of the king of 
Allemayne :-— 
‘The king called Richard be name 
And clepyd (called) him taylard and sayde hym schame, 
‘The rebuke in subsequent years was frequently repeated in France, 
‘and, according to the chronicle of Lanercost, Charles, brother of 
the French king, hanged live dogs side by side with English pri- 
soners, to show that he saw no difference. The Scotch, then the 
pearest and dearest focs of the English, followed suit, and when 














‘wrought upon by the Arthurian legends. 
suse of them is known to all the world. The 
of Mr. William Morris bears the title of “The 
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‘not been coloured by them. Mr. Swinburne 
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experiment Mr, Swinburne has chosen the 











Malorye of Balin, as he calls him, “he was a good m 

his body, and he was born in Northumberland.” It 

‘some of the other legends in that there is no direct love 
though some fine pictures of “fierce war and faithful love 
Presented in its course. The story of Sir Balen from the 

when, obscure and in disfavour with Arthur, he draws the wi 
which none other of the court can release, to that when, through the 
change of shield forced on him by treachery, he inflicts on his brother 
Balan the death which he receivesat his hand, is told with unswerving 
fidelity to the original. _ 7 





Me. Swixuurwe's Tane oF Bauen. 


N assigning to the story of the two brothers a poctical investiture, 
Mr. Swinburne has, as in much of his later work, indulged in a 
metrical experiment. - Mr. Swinbume alone is to be credited with 
the invention of a larger number of metres than all other 
poets put together. In the present instance he has adopted a species 
of ballad metre, which is, of course, appropriate to the fable. By 
multiplicity of rhymes he, however, assigns it a gravity and solemnity 
with which the ballad is rarely endowed. The number of lines in 
each verse, as in the Spenserian stanza, is nine. In other respects the 
treatment is wholly different. Lines one, two, three, four rhyme with 
each other, as do lines six, seven, and eight; while lines five and pine 
thyme together, and so vary the form of somewhat wave-like and 
monotonous beat. The opening verse, which is as fine as any other, 
will convey the best idea of the nature of the diffictilty Mr, Swinburne 
has faced and the extent of his triumph ;— 
In hawthorn-time the heart grows light, 
‘The world is sweet in sound and sight, 
Glad thoughts and birds take flower and Hight, 
The heather kindles toward the light, 
‘The whin is frankincense and flame, 
And be it for strife or be it for love 
‘The falcon quickens as the dove 
‘When earth is touched from heaven abore 
‘With joy that knows no name, 


* Chatto & Windus, 
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‘The melody here is long-drawn and dreamy rather than fervent, but 
the epithets have the old Swinburnian loveliness and justice, and the 
picture of the “whin,” which is the northern word for the yellow 
farze, is exquisite. 


Beauties or tHe Porm. 


‘T is impossible within reasonable limits to convey an idea of a 
poem the main portion of which is narrative. On beauties of 
description and execution it is possible a short while to dwell, Many 
of these are such as Mr. Swinburne alone can evoke, Here is 2 
divine deseription of the land through which Sir Dalen travels when 
going to join King Arthur at Camelot -— 
‘Along the wandeting ways of Tyne, 
By beech and birch and thorn that shine 
And Laugh when life’s requickening wine 
Makes aight and nooa and dawn divine 
‘And stirs In all the velns of spring, 
And past the brightening banks of Tees, 
Ho rode as one that breathes and sees 
A.aun more blithe, a merrier brovze, 
‘A life that hails him King, 


Ina different style, but splendidly vigorous, is the account of the 
two bravest knights of Arthur's Court, who strive vainly to wrest from 
its sheath the fatal sword destined to be Balen’s bane :-— 

Then forth strode Launcelot, and laid 

The mighty-moulded hand that made 

Strong knights reel back like birds affrayed 

By storm that smote them as they strayed 
Against the hilt that yielded not. 

‘Then Tristram, bright and sad and kind 

As one that bore in noble mind 

Love that made light as darkness blind, 
Fared even as Lanncelot. 


Versmrcation or Tue Tate oF BaLEn, 


NE more stanza I will quote in full for the purpose of showing 
the impetuosity of Mr. Swinburne’s style in the warlike 
picture. The following verse depicts the charge upon Sir Balen of 
Sir Launceor :— 
‘As wave on wave shocks, and confounds 
‘The bounding baile whereon it bounds 
And breaks and shattering seaward sounds 
As crying of the old sea’s wolves and hounds 
‘That moan and ravin and rge and wall, 
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So steed on steed ‘sheer 

Shocked, and the strength of 's spear 

Shivered on Balen’s shield, and fear 

Bade hope within him quail, 

At the outset the stanza fails casily or wholly to commend itself. It 
grows, however, upon us, and when we are steeped in and saturated 
with it we feel its resurgent strength and beauty. It has a 
lullaby as of a stormy sea heard from a distance, where the beat of 
the wave on the iron-bound coast comes drowsily to one in shelter, 
In some subtle yet designed fashion, moreover, the whole pocm has 
the atmosphere of Northumberland. We feel how, when they see 

‘The lovely stormy wings of snow, 

‘The hearts of northern men burn bright 

With joy that mocks the joy of spring, 

‘To hear all heaven’s keen elarions ring 

Music that bids the spirit sing, 

‘And day gives thanks for night, 

I must not, however, quote the whole of the noble work, and will 
furnish only a few separate lines, the beauty of which can be felt 
even without the context, Such is the picture of youth when 


Light and life and spring were one. 


Who would not wish to hear 


‘The music of the midnight, soon 
To die from;darkening star to star? 


With which, contrast the time when 


The sundawn’s tour is nigh, 
When rapture trembles through the sea, 


Here, again, is a jubilant utterance — 


Only the might of joy in love 
Brake forth within him as a fire. 


The entire poem overflows with beauty, and is worthy in all respects 
of the greatest of living singers, 


SYLVANUS URBAN, 
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THE SKY-PILOT. 


Br Many S. Hancock. 


Cxarren I. 


7 AM the Resurrection and the Life.” A voice broke into the 

pathetic silence of the churchyard with the words of eternal 
hope and triumph ; a lark carolled somewhere out of sight in the 
summer sky ; the glory of revivified Nature was everywhere—in the 
budding flowers and in the leafy trees. Long grasses began to wave ; 
the branches cast pleasant shadows all around ; andin the quiet walk 
a small procession followed Eleanor Deerhurst to her last lone resting- 
place. Poor Eleanor Deerhurst ! 

In the very moment of starting, when with thrilling distinctness 
the words of endless hope fell on the air, another voice broke in with 
infelicitous haste : 

“When you've done, sir,” it said, half aloud, “the corpse's 
brother wishes to speak to you.” 

Eleanor Deerhurst had already merged her identity in that of a 
mere “corpse” to the undertaker, while to her brother she had 
become, in a wonderfully short space of time, simply “the remains.” 
Alas, poor humanity ! 

‘To the man who read the service of solemn committal—" dust to 
dust "—to the girl who listened, the scene was almost heart-rending. 
To him who followed it was indescribably perplexing. He had scen 
80 little of Nell since she married Robert Deerhurst and went away 
with him into another sphere and another “beat” of life. 

He was only a man of the hod in those days. Robert Deerhurst 
was a clerk, who wore a black coat all day long, ‘ind talked with 
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infinite littleness of “labourers.” Yet how curiously 
themselves in this world | 

‘Thomas Farrant was now a man of wealth and substance, ample 
in person, glossy and brilliant as to raiment. The world, life, and — 
his own endeavours, had made him abundantly blessed. es 

abundantly successful. 

: “"The world, the flesh, and the devil had played falsely to Ro | 
Deerhurst, He was dust long ago ; and as for Nell—poor Nell !—she 
had become “ the remains.” | 

‘Thomas Farrant thought of these things as he followed, by virtue 
of being the “corpse's brother,” side by side with the quiet and 
sorrowful chief mourner. It was this chief mourner that troubled 
Thomas now. 

“She's nobbut a slip of a gurl,” he told himself, “but whatam I | 
ter do wi? ‘er? What'll she do along wi’ the likes o! me?” 

Mr. Farrant spoke in the plural, as a rule—after the fashion of 
royalty—but, as a matter of fact, his household began and ended 
with himself. 

“Ma hat covers ma fam'ly,” he would say, with a smile of intense 
breadth and still more intense shrewdness, “ An’ what is us ter do 
wi’ th’ lass?” 

‘The “lass” was so unlike Thomas that he might well ponder over 
her destiny. She was so dainty and so lovely, even in her simple 
mourning apparel, that she looked a strange contrast to the pros- 
perous man at her side. 

Nell had been this sort of girl, Thomas remembered ; but Irene 
was even more sfirifuelle than her mother, and Thomas was half 
afraid of her. 

He was rich, but he lived in a queer way of his own ; it suited 
Aim—but what about Irene? 

He hardly listened to the service, or noted the pathos thrown 
into the beautiful words by the fine tenor voice of the parson. 
Parsons—like girls—were not much in his way ; and he did not eare 
for them, 

Irene was desperately poor—a “pauper” he would have called 
her if she had not been Nell’s child. The parson was in the same 

condition asa church mouse. Thomas Farrant had not a soul above 
tiches. They warmed him, fed him, clothed him, comforted bim ; 
for what said he in his heart ?— 

+ fat sorrow is better than a lean one, any day. Nell’s legacy 
is nobbut skin an’ bone grief, 'at can help no one.” He wondered 
why he coupled the parson and the girl together in thought—proballly 














The Sky-Pilot, ur 


fidemacridieca: Silane “He knew the naples these, 

** Behold, I shew you a mystery,’” read the parson,“ We shall 
not all sleep, but we shall all be changed, in a moment, in the 
twinkling of an eye, at the last tramp ; for the trampet shall. sound, 
and the dead shall be raised incorruptible, and we shall be changed. 
Fos this corruptible must put on incorruption, and this mortal must 
‘paton 

‘These words brought back Thomas Farrant’s thoughts. They 

Sowere like the sonorous call to arms, to awakening to a final triumphant 
roll-call of nations, and individuals, and souls—Nell'’s—and—his 
own, 

And Thomas Farrant started. 

‘He liked great people, great things, and great words. In common 
with men of his kind, the more incomprehensible the words, the better 
he enjoyed them, But now they were only too comprehensible. 

‘They made him think, 

What bad de ever done to help Nell in all these weariful years ? 

‘What had he done for anybody but himself? 

*Usill tak’ th’ lass hame th’ neet,” he said, pulling his coat over 
his substantial figure, and raising his cyes heavenward, as if in an 
attempt at self-justification. 

“Thet’s what us is goin’ ter do. noo," 

He glanced again at the girl ; but with those words ringing in his 
RESID teected towards the ict 

™ Us'll tak’ her hame ; we've said sae. Noo what's amiss?” 

No one spoke, but still his conscience was not quite clear, 

* Us'll ha’ it oot wi’ ‘or, by’m-byc,” he muttered. “If us tak’s 
th’ gurl, she'll ha’ ter do better for herscl' than Nell did, for she’s 

‘but th’ remains noo, an’ she moight ha’ bin wha she pleased. 
Bh, it's a wearif’ warld, an’ no mistake." The “warld” at that 
moment was radiantly, gloriously beautiful—earth, air, sea, sky—as 
if the promise of that eternal “ change” were already coming to pass, 
But Thomas knew not yet that we colour our worlds with the hues 
of our own natural sentiments. Beauty lies in the eye of the 
beholder, 

‘Then the last “ Amen” was uttered, the gravediggers descended 
into poor Nell's narrow bed, and began hastily to shovel in the earth. 
A small funcral was not very imposing to these creatures of habit. 
‘They felt sorry for Irene—but they saw many mourners every day ; 
they knew that life ended here. At their fect the dead lay by scores ; 
they spoke of comfortable and uncomfortable graves, and talked 
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‘He had lost a dear, kind friend, who, out of poverty and pain, had 
taught him lessons of singular fortitude and faith. Yet he returned 


“Mrs. Deerhurst had aot, at any rate, lived to hear all this,” he 
murmured, and felt increasingly thankful. 

Irene had put her band on his arm, and her influence restrained 
‘him still more. 

“We've put th’ remains comfbly awa’, an’ we've paid oop 
liberally, so we'll sasy good-day ter ye, sir, an’ thank ye furthe wurds 
ye spoke ter er.” 

A backward glance at poor Nell’s grave showed that he meant the 
dead mother, and by no means the living daughter. 

“ Us is lossin’ monney whiles us staays heer,” he added, as he 
took hold of his niece’s hand. “Look arter th' coin, parson; fill 
yer pockets ; siller is th’ best freen’ ye kin hey!" 

And in the parson’s cars every leaf-bud on the swaying trees, 
every cowslip hidden in the murmuring grass, every lark that trilled 
its gladness in the face of heaven, kept repeating in undying stanzas, 
“ This corruptible must put on incorruption, ‘This mortal must put 
on immortality.” 

‘The souls of the faithful waiting in the stillness for the trumpct- 
tall to re-consciousness seemed to answer back the wards, “This 
mortal must put on immortality.” 

When he turned his head, Thomas and his niece had gone, 

Another man would have said; “ Zhat dream is over." 

‘The parson straightened himself, and looked manfully upward. 

*T can wait," he said quietly. “I am going to wait," 


Cuarrer II. 


‘THAT summer passed away. 

When the winter came over the land the parson had gone too, 

Life had been darkening for him for some time, and even Irene 
had made no sign of remembrance. The parson was gradually 
fosing his hopefulness—/ia? had remained as the last remnant of 
his youth ; now he was losing it. And he was sad. He was ill, 
too, with a touch of melancholy that oppressed him now and then ; 
and some one recommended the sea. The parson was still poor, 
bat the sea was near, and would not prove a costly holiday. So 


thither he went. 
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on board her realise that their captain had allowed a “sky-pilot” to 
takea hand at the oars. Ihey had never before believed in any 
sort of Tuck for a craft that carried a “‘sky-pilot" in it. And as for 
the lifeboat ——! Well, it was over now, and the peril was past, 
‘The parson stood in the rear, the captain in the foreground grasped 
the hand of a man whom he led untesistingly towards his new 
comrade. 

“Thank 'im—he made it possible to go to your relief,” rang 
out the cheery tones of the captain's voice, making itself heard. 
above the storm. “Thank "im." And then—only then—did the 
parson raise his eyes, 

“ Mr, Farrant,” he said slowly, “ I recognised you in the boat.” 

‘The other man stared. 

“It's th’ parson,” he cried aloud. “Th' parson as wanted ter 
marty Irene, an’ wha buried th’ Remains, Uswur rude ter ye, sir; 
an’ yo—ye've saved us—me!” 

Behind them was the sea, that had so nearlyJbecome Thomas 
Farrant’sgrave. Between them was a deep darkness, only broken by 
the red glare of hastily improvised torches. 

And the parson lingered behind, while Thomas Farrant peered 
at him through the dimness. This man had taken Irene from him, 
and had covered him with insults. 

Yet he had helped to save him, The parson was mute beneath 
the power of diviner inspiration. He waited—he knew not twAy. 
At last Thomas Farrant broke the silence. 

“Coom hame wi’ us, mon,” he said more gently. “Ye've saved 
us Ye shall ha’ yer rewaird. Therc’s anc ‘at kin thank ye mair 
por 1. Our hame'’s Aeer. Did ye no ken it? Ay, an’ th’ lass is 
waltin’.” 

And the parson went—for his reward. 

“I've bin nigh onto death,” said the old man to his nicce. “Us 
hey comed thro’ a deal; an’, lass, us is fair vanquished noo. Th’ 
pairson kin read, an’ he kin pray ; but, ma certes, he's gotten a rare 
gp o’ his ain, an’ a han’, forbye, that’s as saft as sclk. I doot ye 
canna do better,” 

And this was the love-making of the parson and Irene, 

First, the shadow of death—the pain“of grief—then the song of 
the lark. 

Again, a bitterness akin to death—a great soul-hunger—the war 
‘of the elements. 

And éhen—Irene—peace t 
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bishop. ‘He thought himself a most exemplary and virtuous man, 


‘Third Wrangler ; and in 4772 the Senior Wrangler was Pretyman, who 
had the good fortane to be the tutor of Pitt at Pembroke College, 
and who afterwards became Bishop of Winchester and biographer of 
his pupil. In 1774 the Senior Wrangler was Milner, of Queen's, a 
name of great Cambridge celebrity, though less familiar elsewhere, 


of the Conservative party. The Second Wrangler of 1776 was. aman 
of very different type—the pugnacious and crotchety, versatile 
Gibbon Wakefield, scholar, theologian, and politician, who took the 
road which did not lead to preferment, and ended his days shortly 
nfteran imprisonment for his Radical utterances. About the same 
time we have names of a more strictly academical fame. In 1778 the 
Senior Weangler was Farish, a well-known mathematical professor ; 
in 1785 the same place was gained by Wollaston, of scientific fame ; 
‘nd in the previous year by Wood, whose name is most indelibly 
associated with algebra in the minds of many generations of 
Cambridge men. In the same Tripos (1782) is the great name of 
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Porson, who, however, did only enough in mathematics to qualify 
him to win the classical prize of a chancellor's medal There were 
some eminent students at Cambridge during the next few years, 
especially Coleridge and Wordsworth, who were both there about 
1790. But though Cambridge has been rich in poets, the poets 
have not apparently taken to the Cambridge system. In olden days, 
neither Milton nor Dryden, and neither Coleridge nor Wordsworth, 
nor Byron, nor, later on, Tennyson, appear in the honour lists 
Wordsworth’s brother, afterwards Master of ‘Ivinity, was a Wrangler 
in 1796. In 2794 we find a familiar name ; Butler, of Sidney, after- 
wards the Head Master of Harrow, and abused as such by Byron, 
was Senior Wrangler, With the opening of the present century comes 
a remarkable series of Senior Wranglers, In r80x the Senior Wrangler 
was Henry Martyn, the devoted missionary, whose fame in that 
respect is unique in the annals of the Tripos ; but amongst his sue- 
cessors in the honour were a number who took the more common- 
place paths to success, Kaye, afteewards Bishop of Lincoln, was 
Senior Wrangler in 1804 ; Turton, afterwards Bishop of Ely, in 1805; 
Pollock, afterwards Chief Baron of the Exchequer, in 1806; 
Bickersteth, afterwards Lord Langdale and Master of the Rolls, in 
1808; Alderson, afterwards a Baron of the Exchequer, father-of the 
present Marchioness of Salisbury, in 1809; and Maule, afterwards a 
Judge of the Common Pleas, in 1810. ‘Thus, of ten successive Senior 
Wranglers, four became judges, two bishops, one achieved a glory of 
a higher kind, whilst of the remaining three, one (Starkie, 1803) 
was afterwards a professor. In the next ten years we find no judges, 
but some names of scientific interest. Herschel, afterwards Sir 
John, was the Senior Wrangler of 1813; and 1816 was the famous 
year in which Whewell, the type of the true Cambridge man for many 
years, the man “whose foible was omniscience," whom the prize- 
fighter grudged to the Church as obviously fitted for his own profes- 
sion, the Whewell in whom, in spite of certain external harshness, 
all Cambridge men had leamed to take a pride, was beaten by the 
unknown Jacob, Legends long circulated to account for this defeat ; 
and it was told how Jacob had “run dark,” to use the only appro- 
priate phrase, and thrown Whewell off his guard by professing to go 
out hunting, and really alighting to read mathematics at some distant 
village. Another Senior Wrangler of high reputation at Cambridge 
was King (1819), afterwards President of Queen's College. In 1823 
we come to Airy, afterwards Astronomer Royal, and in 1825 to 
Professor Challis, In 1827 the farnous mathematician, De Morgan, 
succeeded only in reaching the fourth place, ‘The Senior Wrangler 
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of 128 was Perry, afterwards Bishop of Melbourne, In 1829 the 
‘Senior Wrangler was Philpott, the late Bishop of Worcester, and the 
second was Cavendish, the late Duke of Devonshire. No member 
of the peerage, it seems, has ever taken such a dogree until the 
present Lord Rayleigh was Senior Wrangler in 1865. In 1836 the 
second place was taken by Bishop Colenso, and in 1840 by Harvey 
Goodwin, the late Bishop of Carlisle ‘The years were 
remarkable for Senior Wranglers of scientific eminence. In 1843 the 
‘Senior Wrangler was Stokes, in 1842 Cayley, and in 1843 Adams ; all 
‘of whom were afterwards mathematical professors at Cambridge, In 
31845 Sir W. Thomson was Second Wrangler ; the Senior Wrangler of 
1848 was Todhunter, the author of many well-known treatises, and 
of 1853 Professor Tait. Routh, most famous of coaches, was senior 
in 1854, while Lord Justice Rigby was second in 1856. In 1857 
Finch, afterwards Inspector of Schools, was senior, whilst Sir John 
Gorst was third. In 1859 Wilson, Archdeacon of Manchester, and 
formerly Head-master of Clifton College, was scnior; in 1860 Mr. 
Justice Stirling ; and in 1863 Mr. Justice Romer. In 1865 Lord 
Rayleigh was senior, while Professor Marshall, of political economy 
fame, was second, In 1867 Professor Clifford was senior, and in 
1869 Mr. Moulton, the eminent Q.C, And here we pause ; for we 
are getting amongst the present generation, and therefore amongst 
men whose reputation may not yet correspond to their best 
achievements. 

‘The list, as we have hastily run through it, certainly seems to 
suggest one conclusion. There can be no doubt that great intellectual 
vigour has always been a necessary condition of success in these 
‘Triposss. No one can be a very high Wrangler without possessing 
rare mental qualifications. But it would appear at first sight that 
the kind of ability has changed, and that, whilst the Senior Wranglers 
of carlicr years were men who satisfied Johnson's definition of 
genius—men, that is, of great general power applied to a particular 
pursuit—the later Senior Wranglers have been more commonly men 
of more specific taste for mathematical inquiry, The Senior 
‘Wrangler used to aim at the Bench; he is now more qualified for 
the professor's chair. Some obyious considerations may account 
for this. The recent~development of our educational system has 
‘enormously increased the inducements to some sort of professional 
career, The Senior Wrangler is very often a poor man who has to 
make a living by his brains. His degree is, in fact, a certificate 
which will entitle him to preference if he chooses to become a 
candidate for a professorship. It is, on the other hand, a very 














taste and serves as a universal pass- 

aaword was “Jardian,” which in my time had just become 
and the mere use of which was equivalent to the “Open 
the Ambian Nights. Armed with that word alone, the 
jas safer than with revolver and knife, and might fear- 
himself in any company, Its action in opening all 
dispelling suspicion was as immediate and potent as that 
kad Man's Hand" in the Ingoldsby Legends. What I did 
Tintend to set down in the following lines as nearly as 
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which, hidden in an out-of-the-way comer of Buda, flaunts its 
crescent emblem in the tecth of Christendom. Covering the remains 
of a Turkish monk, or senfom, it remains a monument of the 
Mahommedan rule in Hungary, as that of Cordova commemorates 
that rule in Spain. A card-basket, with but a beggarly account of 
pasteboards, shows how much it is out of the regular tourist track. 
I myself had a hard job to find it. But from time to time the banks 
of the Danube are visited by some black-faced, white-robed devotee, 
who has made a pilgrimage from farthest Asia or darkest Africa to 
kneel at the shrine of Sheikh Gul Baba. 

Changing trains at Bobadilla, I made a good friend im the new 
guard. He smiled at my enthusiasm for the mosque at Cordova, 
which he disdainfully characterised at chic, but he was mored by my 
Bipsy lore, and promised that if I put up at his house, one of his 
boys should guide me about Granada. It appeared that he was pro- 
prietor of an hotel, and I readily assented to his suggestion, as I had 
formed no engagements, and wanted nothing better than to go to an 
entirely unsophisticated native hostelry, Arrived at the terminus, 1 
committed myself, not without misgivings, to as ancient and raii- 
shackle a shandridan as it has ever been my lot to see. It was com- 
posed of any number of assorted fragments, no two of whieh, 
apparently, had originally belonged together, but which were for the 
present purpose hitched into an inharmonious whole with bits of 
rope, The effect on the infamous road we travelled was @ com- 
bination of the switchback railway and “ razzle-dazzle," performed 
to the music of a policeman's rattle. At last we reached the Oriental. 
Jimenez (my landlord) introduced me to his family, and pointed out 
that the maid-servant was a gipsy, The next day I was to make the 
acquaintance of Mariano Hernandez, Lord and Earl of Little Egypt, 
or, in plain English, King of the Gipsies of the Alpujarras, 

T was soon on excellent terms with all in the hotel. ‘The fact that 
I was a vegetarian, here as elsewhere in Spain, was rather to my 
advantage than otherwise, as my scruples were attributed to religion. 
Thaye found since that my Chinese friends in the London opigm 
dens arrived independently at the same conclusion. I did not dis- 
abuse Jimenez of this notion, nor of another equally inexplicable 
and still more flattering tome. They had made up their minds that 
I was a medical student, and I had to be upon my best manners to 
keep up the part. Antonio, who was to be my guide, philosopher, 
and friend, was barely out of his school-days, and none the Jess 
virtuous or interesting for that. He entered intoall my projects with 
amazing enthusiasm, and enough pantomime to stock a fashionable 
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sae for ayear. He had one gesture which served as what 
call a deit motif for the Gipsy King. Whenever 
Momined that august porsonage—which he never did without due 
respect—he threw up his arm over his head to indicate the abnormal 
height of His Majesty's hat. This, it seemed, had become proverbial 
n Granada, and was accepted as the visible insignia of his royalty. 
1 first caw the gipsy quarter from one of the towers of the Alhambra, 
‘This was before the great fire, “ Barrio de Jos gitanor,” eaid my 
guide, Leaving the fairy palace, we found the Gipsy King at the gate 
hich bears the sculptures of the hand and key. Legend tells that 
when the hand upon the outer arch reaches forth and grasps the key 
upon the inner arch, the spell which keeps the Alhambra standing 
will be broken, and it will make itself air and vanish, At this most 
famoas of all gates the king appears to station himself daily, in the 
hopes of attracting the attention of visitors by his strange attire, 
which is that known to the frequenters of fancy dress balls as the 
Spanish Muletecr. Its most prominent feature is the already 
mentioned hat of velvet, the high peaked shape known in Spanish 
as eafates, and which gives the wearer the aspect of being a per- 
ing church and steeple. However, the nearer the church the 
farther from heaven 5 and I more than suspect Mariano Hernandez 
was decidedly in theodour of sanctity, He professes to cama 
livelihood by the sale of his photos; but it must be almost as precarious 
as the trade of making hotcross buns. My object being to penetrate 
the underground kingdom of which (presumably by the right of the 
strongest) heisruler, I had to make a rather extended bargain. He was 
taken aback when Taddressed him with “ Zacies chideses.” The fact 
that I knew something of his secret language doubtless influenced 
hhim in closing at fifteen francs as full payment for all he could show 
me in his dominions. Antonio, who was evidently impressed with 
this negotiation in what he had been taught to consider a polite 
ftongue, gave me to understand that the fee was exceptionally low, 
Nor can there be any doubt that Hernandez amply fulfilled his part 
ofthe contract, <A more interesting day I never spent than in his 
company. The gipsics of Granada live in a series of mountain 
cares, The skirts of the Alpujarras are literally honeycombed with 
them, They communicate with one another by giddy footpaths, and 
are panly veiled from eyes profane by pieces of old carpet that hang 
‘over their mouths, and by masses of prickly pear. Below runs the river 
Darro. Inside, we seem to have returned to the life of the cave men, 
‘The first thing the king docs is to strip off his regal robes, which be 
frankly confesses are only donned to impress the rank outsider. Tn 
Ka 














the workroom. Yet there is a margin for 
entrance of a stranger, even under the 
matron, considerably flutters the dovecote. Ihave” 
of the gipsy cafés chanfants of Madrid. Here in 
original and most famous of them all, and to this I 
Ic is that of Silverio Franconetti, in the Rosario. Tr is 
away in such a manner that I failed to find it in my first 
but seeing the same surname at the corner of the same street 
tailors shop, I went in to make inquiries of the proprietor, who 
proved, as might have been expected, to be a 
soon put me right. ‘The place did not open its shutters till later 
than was convenient for me to attend a regular 
there were some gipsies on the premises holding a sort of informal 
rehearsal, and at this T was allowed to be present, and enjoyed it 
far more than a cut-and-dried ordinary function. My next haa 
was to the river, where I stood for some time listening toa 
guitarist, To my great delight and interest, I found that he 
improvising, at any rate, part of what he sung. He was stone blind, 
but he had a companion, who, in the intervals of taking the hat round, 
kept a lynx eye on the surroundings, and prompted him as to what 
was going on, which the executant immediately wove into his verses. 
For instance, here is a young sailor walking with a girl on his arm, as 
young sailors often do. Quick as lightning, the guitarist has inter- 
polated into his song some witty reference to the incident, which, 
as far as I can gather, is more or less the old chestnut about the 
marino having a wife in every port. There is a shrick of delight 
from the bystanders, and the couple involved blush painfully. The 
man pays tribute to the circulating hat, and to make all sure, 
hurries the lady out of the reach of further innuendo, When T was 
tired of secing blackmail levied in this novel manner, T pushed 
on to the Triana bridge, The gipsy girls were crossing it on 
their return home from work. The Triana is the gipsy quarter, 



































‘Trianeros responded i 

and even threw stones at me. I did not retreat till I had satisfied 
myself as to the extent and character of the quarter, and then found 
it so dark that I repaired forthwith to the railway, and had something 
at the refreshment bar preparatory tostarting by a midnight train. I 
noticed, without attaching any importance to it, that a pair of Civil 
‘Guards followed me into the same room, and sat down to their own 
‘supper at an adjacent table, From what happened afterwards, I am 
disposed to think this was no coincidence. 1 got intoanon. 

‘compartment, on the probability of its not being likely to fill, but 
‘presently one other passenger turned up with a large portmanteau. 
‘This he placed in the rack on my side, and then left the train again, 
To my surprise he never returned, nor haye I seen him since, But 
gost as the train started, two others gotin. One was in plain clothes, 
the other in uniform. They grected me in the usual manner, and 
after a few questions, oné of them asked me to move my trunk, I 
immediately, and, as it happened, fortunately, told him that it was 
‘not mine, but the property ofa gentleman who, I feared, had been left 
behind, I say fortunately, because I now found that this was a trap 
they had lid for me. The plain-clothes man struck an attitude, and 
uttered the Spanish equivalent for“ I am Hawkshaw, the detective !” 
‘The other announced himself as an officer of the Civil Guard, and 
‘opening the door, introduced into the carriage his two subordinates, 
my friends of the refreshment bar. They were armed with loaded 
guns. The train, of course, was in motion, and likely to continue 
30 for a considembic time. Under these unpleasant and vibratory 
circumstances, a thoroughgoing examination of me was held. ‘There 
‘was a cross fire of questions and answers. My pockets were turned 
‘out ; my moncy and papers were temporarily appropriated ; my hand 
‘baggage was ruthlessly pulled open, and an incident occurred which 
made us all laugh, and, 1 am sure, created the first diversion in my 
fayour. T had seen a quantity of bananas exposed for sale cheap in 
Seville, and this being my favourite fruit, I invested in a whole 
bunch. Upon the jerking open of this parcel by the officers of 
Justice, the cluster came asunder, and in a second the whole air was 
thick with bananas, bananas, bananas, which flew in every direction, 
‘bombarded the window-panes, and for the moment completely routed 
the enemy, who did not seem to relish being under fire. But when 
the first surprise had subsided, and we all stood gazing at a floor 
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! CREDULOUS SIDE OF THE 
RAILWAY MANIA. 


$ most tantalising literature to a starving man is the daily 
port of the money market. He reads, to his surprise, that 
cheap ; yet he does not possess the price of a dinner. But 
ty and hunger he has one consolation that possibly accounts 
tmacious clinging to life. His prospects may improve with 
, or at the whim of Fortuna, the blindfold goddess of riches ; 
1 if the worst fate comes, he has absolutely nothing to lose. 
respect, especially if he be something of a philosopher, after 
‘on of Oliver Goldsmith's ‘Citizen of the World,” he is in a 
cure and enviable position than Midas—the modern Midas, 
tains comparatively little increment from his eamed or 
{ wealth, and occasionally disclosing the ass’s ears of the 
legend, flings his gold into the abyss of reckless speculation. 
capitalist, though the Socialist envies him, and yearns for a 
large share, of his lucre, is rather to be pitied at the present 
He has studied the gospel of finance. He knows that a 

ke rate indicates prosperous trade and plentiful money ; but 
his wit’s end to find safe investment, Like the unworked 
the stable, his capital is “eating its head off” in the bank. 
ught of the shining heap in safe or guarded cellar gives him 
faction. The gold is idle when it should be yielding four, 
six per cent. Becoming eager for profit or dividend, or 
by “bull” operator on ‘Change, Midas, big or little, moves 

al into high-priced railway stock, or cycle boom, or boastful 
L" To his dismay he discovers that his own transaction 
ted an unprecedented quotation, or that the “limited” in 
had such confidence is built, like the house in the parable, 
and. The slump comes, and he is filled with remorse at 


iave authoritative warrant for the fact that money is the root 
1; but ina civilised community it is useful for marketing. 
{ spent, it is capable of affording much happiness, and no 
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‘sensible man squanders it. Tnasmuch as t 

tendency to leap just now into several finan 

worth while, as a wholesome warning, to 

that resulted from the railway. roania of half a century ago, 
At that time bullion, as now, was piled high in the 
England, and the rate of interest was very low. Home 
owhich had proved a profitable investment, became the arena o 
speculation. Much nonsense was written as to their divi 
ing capacity. They were Infallibly to become “the 
deposit of all the surplus wealth of the country.” Credulous 
believed the fiction, ‘There was only one road to 
railway track. 

In 1836 investors were hoodwinked by this. story. Railway 
‘streets, with carriages overhead and passengers beneath, were pro- 
phesied in London, At Greenwich there was a proposal to tunnel 
the park and adorn the line with marble arches, In the country 
trains were to run with atmospheric pressure as a motive power, orto 
be driven before the wind with sails, One genius was prepared, with 
the help of rockets, to impel the locomotive at the mate of 100 miles 
an hour. ‘The possibilities of railway progress and profit were 
illimitable on paper, and on the glib tongue of promoter and 
‘operator ; thousands of folk risked their money ; the inevitable crash 
followed, and many were crippled. 

‘The sharp lesson was, however, soon forgotten. In 1845-6 the 
fever of railway speculation throbbed worse than ever. In September 
1845 no fewer than 470 new lines had been registered ; and the 
crowd, surging with avarice, bought and sold shares madly. Pro- 
moters, surveyors, engineers, barristers, printers, and newspaper 
proprictors raked in the shekels. Nearly £100,000 per week was 
paid in advertisements alone, ‘The  lordly-name-on-prospectus 
dodge was worked without conscience, and deception took advan- 
tage of greed. | 

No man was too poor to hold stock. No man was toorichto 
plunge on big lots and imperil his all, The itinerant hawker, foot- 
man, artisan, clerk, banker, physician, clergyman, member of Parlia- 
ment, and peer, haunted broker and watched the market, like cats on 
the spring, for gain by purchase, sale, or chicanery. ‘The obscure 
became rich, and were courted. Thackeray's amusing sketch of 
‘«Jeames De La Pluche” gives a vivid picture of the strange social 
upheaval, “You should sec,” smugly remarks Jeames, the funky, 
and lucky possessor of £30,000 by railway speculation, “how polite 
they har at my bankers’ now—Sir Paul Pump Aldgate & Company 
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~agttiaipade's the back parlour as if I was. a Nybobb. Every- 
body sys Pm worth half millium. The number of lines they're 
pit on kee I've put Fitzwarren, my man, upon 
several. Reginald Fitzwarren, Esq., looks splendid in a prospectus ; 
and the raskleowns that he has made twothowsnd.” ‘The whimsical 
burlesque was not pure imagery. Lord Clanricarde stated in the 
‘House of Lords in 1845 that Charles Guernsey, a charwoman’s son, 
‘employed as a.clerk in a broker's office at 125, 2 week, had his name 
down as a subscriber for shares in the London and York line for 
£52,000, 

In these democratic days singular men aspire to, and sometimes 
obtain, lucrative positions as directors; but the railway mania fostered 
the growth of more remarkable guinca-pigs, judging from the follow- 
ing letter, whieh is given by Mr. Evans in his account of “The Com- 
mercial Crisis” : 

Deas Sit,—Do yew went a director on your milway? as T have Istoly been 
dealing rather extensively in such commodiiier, and am a director of the —, 
udivertived ix the — and other papers. I sm also. director of a Jamaica line 
scivertised. next week aml asf faud rasticays ave more profitable thaw the fam, 1 
Aaze sat thelatter, {you_can put my name down as a director, I shall be obliga’. 
Yours aithfally, —— 

PSAs 1 am intimate with several Icading and influcatial directors, T might 
being some with me If posible. 


Directors were plentiful as locusts in the tropics, and in many 
eases not unlike these pests in character. ‘The frenzy of speculation 
spread not only through London, but to Manchester, Liverpool, 
‘Leeds, and in fact to the most remote hantlet in the country, Leeds 
isa city of many trades and assiduous effort, and has the Yorkshire 
reputation of knowing how many shillings there are in a sovereign ; 
but the money-making excitement of 1845 was too irresistible for 
the predence of its people. In “Annals of Our Time,” August 2, 
im that year, it is set forth: “Such is the desperate eagerness for 
gambling in shares at Leeds that the police have to be employed to 
Keep the streets clear leading to the Stock Exchange. ‘The chairman, 
‘fat a meeting of stockbrokers called for the purpose, referred to the 
alarming spirit of reckless speculation now going on, and warned 
them of the disastrous consequences, It was said to be not an 
Bncommon thing for one hundred thousand shares to be sold in one 
day in Leeds.” 

England bad all the characteristics and some of the practices of 
® gambling hell. Mr, Glyn, the banker, foresecing the drift of and 
‘Only possible sequel to this insane grab at wealth, urgently pointed 
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out that “Railway property, as property, was in great danger." The 
rush for goki menaced every Gem fide railway undertaking. Lond 
Brougham warned the public of the financial peril. Colonel Sibthorp 
boldly asserted that “next to a civil war railways were the greatest 
curse to the country, and had dried up a thousand sources of Jaboor, 
profit, wealth, and comfort." But no heed was given to these 
eroakers. Like earlier prophets, they cried in the wikierness. The 
frantic throngs struggling at stock exchange doors scarcely beard 
these warning voices, and scoffed at the writing on the wall. So far 
as railways were concerned, “Alene, mene, éekel upharsin™ had no 
significance. 

Tn the autumn of 1845 the companies registered numbered 1,428, 
with an estimated capital of £700,000,000. No fewer than 440 
Bills were passed, authorising the construction of 9,coo miles of line, 
and the raising of new capital to the amount of £180,c00,000. 
Nearly 500 projects had been weighed in the balance, gained the 
confidence of the public, and had not been found wanting. 

To the impetuous and sanguine the country was a Garden of 
Eden bearing golden fruit which simply required plucking. Mr. John 
Francis, in his interesting “ History of the English Railway,” says : 
“The subtle poison of avarice diffused itself through every class. It 
infected alike the courtly and exclusive occupant of the halls of the 
great, and the homely inmate of the humble cottage, Duchesses 
were even known to soil their fingers with scrip, and old maids to 
inquire with trembling eagemess the price of stocks. Young ladies 
deserted the marriage list for the share list, and startled their lovers 
with questions respecting the operations of ‘bulls’ and ‘bears.” The 
man of fashion was seen more frequently at his broker's than at his 
club, The man of trade left his business to look after his shares 5 
and in return both his shares and his business left him.” At first, 
however, there was remarkable prosperity, and money chinked in 
pockets that had been hithertoempty. Scoundrels throve, indifferent 
to the wavering protest and feeble safeguard of Parliament. “Trickery 

assumed the dignity of a fine art. 

George Stephenson, the unostentatious, observant originator of 
the railway system, kept out of the vortex, refraining from speculation, 
and quietly holding his shares. George Hudson, springing over the 
linendraper’s counter at York into the position of railway dictator, 
stirred the switling eddy, or moved proudly on the breast of the 
speculative torrent, This uncouth man, “with his harsh-looking face, 
bordered with scanty grey hair and lit with keen grey eyes, with his 
quick but thick utterance and brusque, imperious manner,” dominated 
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the railway world. His busy brain teemed with daring schemes, and 
many of these ke carried out with the indomitable will of the autocrar. 
He controlled one thousand miles of railway; his touch turncd 
‘everything into gold; he had vast influence in Parliament and in 
committee-room ; he was the friend of statesmen and princes ; and he 
bowed the Queen to her carriage. 

“All went memily as the marriage bell” till the middle of 
October, when the Bank of England raised the rate of interest. 
The old axiom that a high bank rate means tight money and 

ing financial embarrassment again proved true. The price 
‘of railway stock fell suddenly. Peblicconfidence was shaken, There 
was a general stampede to sell. A panic followed, and rain and 
poverty stalked into thousands of homes. The land was sprinkled 
with bankrupts, Some defaulters took desperate refuge in suicide ; 
others: fied, chuckling at the havoc they had wrought. George 
Hudson's rise was meteoric. His fall was dramatic. He denied 
that he had taken advantage of his position and knowledge to go 
into the stock market for his own benefit, and friendly critics 
mentioned his good deeds, and asserted that his conduct compared 
favourably with the morality of the time ; but many people were of 
Carlyle's opinion that he wns “a big swollen gambler,” and he was 
dethroned, and died in obscurity. 

‘The financial heart of England is stronger to-day than it was 
fifty years back, and such a gricvous panic as the railway mania 
brought in its train is not likely to occur in this century, unless 
swe become involved in a European war ; still it is well to bear in 
mind that the high prices that now obtain must soon climb to their 
zenith, South-Westcrn stock at considerably over £200 per £100 
share, and North-Western ordinary at nearly the same figure, are 
notable for record quotations. Midland stock, selling three years 
agoat £148, lately mounted to an almost prohibitive Stock Exchange 
yalue. Many other investments in this era of cheap money have 
been smatched at fancy prices, with the prospect of only a very 
narrow return. Probably the high-water mark of quotations will be 
reached within the next few weeks, If labour troubles arise, the 
outlook for holders of high-priced stock will be at least unpleasant 
and disquieting. Let us, however, hope for better things, 


JOHN PENDLETON. 

















island." The wool of Leominster was reckoned the finest, that of 
the Isle of Wight next in quality, In Gloucestershire the number of 


‘on a large scale. Cheshire then, as now, was celebrated for its 
cheese, though much of the so-called Cheshire cheese was made in 
Staffordshire and Lancashire. “Such quantities are made of it 


production. 

or Leominster bread, and Webber ale, of Hereford. Of beverages 
small beer was the most popular, except in the Island of Guernsey, 
which, we are informed, “is full of gardens and orchards, whence 
eyder is so plentiful that the common people use it instead of 
small beer, and the more wealthy drink French wines,” Deyon- 
shire was noted for cider and perry ; and Herefordshire cider was 
sent to all parts of England, Of Hampshire we are told that “its 
honey, except that gathered on the heaths, bears a high price, and of 
this the inhabitants make most excellent mead and metheglin.”. The 
latter was considercd a wholesome liquor, and was especially 
‘esteemed by the people of Flint. Staffordshire produced a speciality 
im the shape of mineral water, which is thus described: “The 
country yields fire-stone, rocks of limestone, and a kind of ironstone 
‘as big as the crown of a hat, containing about a pint of cold, sharp, 
pleasant liquor called ‘mush,’ which the workmen are fond of.” 
British wine was not altogether unknown, for in the “healthy, pleasant 
‘county of Surrey, near Dorking, grows a wild biack cherry, of which 
a very pleasant wine is made, little inferior to French claret.” The 
narrative adds, apparently as a rider to this, “It has been observed 
in this part of Surrey that the natives are generally of a pale com- 
plexion, resembling the people of Picardy, in France ; and that even 
the cattle are of a lighter colour than is usual in other parts of 
England.” It would be interesting to know whether a French set- 
tlement ever existed in the neighbourhood of Dorking, but this 

would hardly account for the colour of the cattle, 
allusion to fish indicates that it was considered an 
article of diet. “In Rutland there is an abundance of 
imal tivers and brooks ; and all these afford plenty of excellent fish, 
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salmon. 

‘bowever, stood fawile princeps in this respect. “The | 0 
county art very remarkable, for in other parts of England they 
‘so fr out of season after spawning as to be unwholesome food 
they bere been again at sea; but here they are always found fat 
eed & fer the teble™ The inland streams and rivers were well 
sacked with fine “trouts" and other fish. ‘The Eden was remarkable 
fer 3 small deScious ich called char.” 


‘wexples Sor export. 


‘Warwichshite we read, “ The air is allowed to be very pleasant, mild 
amd heathy, 2nd more so since the woodlands have been thinned, 
aed ted more open than formerly, by the great constimption 
ef wood i the iron works, by means of which the woodlanders 
Dare been obtiged to apply to tillage and pasture." Respecting 
‘Bampshice we are told, “There is no county in England so well 
‘wooded as this, and though the vast consumption of timber at 
Poetemoot, Scethampton, Redbridge, and other places since the 
Rewoletion, in building ships of war and smaller vessels, has con- 
yemed great quantities, yet there is no want of timber, a great deal 
being stl let growing, and in the New Forest there are oaks of 
several hundred years’ growth” As regards the Forest of Dean, “it 
Bes westward of the Severn, and was once full of oak trees, but the 
irom mimes hawe consumed the greater part.” This was, of course, 
before the gemeral application of coal to smelting, the neighbouring 
forests being cut down to supply fuel to the kilns. Still, large areas 
of the country were covered with well-grown timber. Great quanti- 

of beech were found in Buckinghamshire. Many parts of Berk 
Wore covered with forests of oak and beech. Extensive woods 
im Dorsetshire. The Weald of Kent was covered with beech, 
amd chestnut trees, which afforded excellent timber for ship- 
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pesca ‘The growing demands of this industry, however, required 
considerable importations of oak from abroad. 

‘The comparatively few references to trade and manufacture go to 
Prove that these industries held a position of vast inferiority as com- 
pared with the foregoing. Commercial intercourse with foreign 
countries was discouraged by the imposition of heavy customs duties, 
the false political economy of the day teaching that heavy im- 
Portations from abroad would drain the country of money, and 
thereby reduce it to a state of insolvency. Consequently there was 
little stimulus to the development of mining and manufacture beyond 
the requirements of the home population. But the inventive genius 
of the time, and the improved technical methods as applied to the 
arts and sciences, had already inaugurated that great social and indus- 
trial revolution which has changed the face of the carth. In the 
engineering works of Boulton and Watt, at Soho, Birmingham, the 
steam engine was rapidly assuming its perfected form, Three years 
previously the first steam flour mill was erected at the Southwark end 
of London Bridge, In April 1785, in the face of strong opposition 
‘on the part of merchants and manufacturers, Cartwright’s power loom 
came into use. About the same time Arkwright’s machinery for 

cotton was set up at Nottingham, From anothersource we 
Jearn that “in 1787 the cotton wool used in manufactures was valued 
at £7,500,000, and weighed 22,000,000 Ibs., for the working of which 
there were in Great Britain 163 water mills, sso mule jennies of so 
spindles cach, and 20,070 hand jennies of $o spindles each.” The 
growth of the textile industries had already caused a flow of popula- 
tion to set in from the country to the manufacturing centres, though 
5 yet to an inappreciable extent. An examination of the estimates 
‘of county population, as given in our Atlas, enables us to form some 
fdea of the great changes that have since taken place. Excluding 
Middlesex and Yorkshire, we find that only nine counties had popu- 
lations in excess of 200,000, These were Devon (342), Somerset 
{300}, Norfolk (283), Cornwall (260), Lancashire (260), Kent (220), 
Essex (208), Suffolk (206), Lincoln (202). The population of Lanca- 
shire is now fifteen times as great, three-quarters of a million of its 
inhabitants being engaged in the cotton manufacture alone ; that of 
Kent and Essex nearly four times as great ; whilst the population of 
the other counties named has barely doubled. Durham has increased 
from 96,000 to 1,024,000 ; Staffordshire, from 142,000 to 1,103,000. 

Tn regard to the manufactures, wool, cotton, and leather were the 
raw materials chiefly used. Essex was noted for its cloth, stuffs, and 
particularly baizes ; Northampton for serges, tammies, shalloons, boots, 

ha 
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Principally strikes every beholder is a work raised near Barton 

the canal over the river Mersey. This is done by 

3 Stone arches so spacious and lofty as to admit vessels 
through them. This inland navigation has communication 

with the rivers Mersey, Dee, Ribble, Ouse, Trent, Severn, Humber, 
7 Avon, &c., which navigation, including its windings, extends 
| 500 miles.” As the railway system came into existence canals 
see partial disuse, though there appears to be still a future in 


Shareholders in this modem counterpart of an earlier 

enterprise must be gratified to know that while the Duke 

% Enormous sums upon his projects, he ultimately realised an 
{ fortune by them. 

-Tothe advantages attending the introduction of canals wasadded 
‘Some improvement in the condition of the highways, ‘The turnpike 
sineeamended, and mail coaches, the invention of Palmer of 

Matcl, appeared on the road. But this was long before the days of 
‘MiscAdam, and an average speed of five miles an hour was all that 

be maintained even in finc weather. In the winter, long journeys 
impossible. 
| The laws of sanitation were little understood, and were almost 
neglected. Health and longevity were considered to depend 
y om the inherent qualities of the atmosphere than upon 
conditions of life, Sea-side health resorts had not yet become 
3 indeed, the air of many of the maritime counties was 
“aguish and unwholesome.” Many of the low-lying 
county, being imperfectly drained, were fenny and marshy, 
ductive of fevers and agues, “The air of Norfolk 
COmSt is aguish and otherwise unsalutary.” “The marshy 
© Produce dreadful ages." “The air of Holland,” in 
aoe ay is partly under water, and the rest of it moist and 
d.” “Tn the Island of Ely the air is damp, foul, 
even These were, of course, the black spots in the 
the air of the Sussex coast was thought aguish, 
Much greater effect on strangers than on the 
Nerally very healthful." Those who werein search 
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proper to put an entire stop to it 


thought 
d of the Duke of Athol and permitting a free 
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THE CHANNEL ISLANDS. 


HE Channel Islands are singularly refreshing to the man who 
has got a little weary of conventional existence in 

T realised it during my first short prowl in Jersey, when I had done 
with the steamer, and smoked my first halfpenny cigar in the land— 
warranted by the vendor equal to anything at threepence or fourpence 
ahundred miles north of St. Helier. I passed a building inscribed 
“Ecole Ebenézer." This provoked instant thought. Se did the 
audible prattle of rather coarse French as well as English. A little 
later T entered a churchyard and read on a tombstone : 


Ici repose le corps de Betsey Nicolle. 


Heaven forbid that death in the concrete should be provocative of 
mirth. But this particular “ Betsey” had been deceased sufficiently 
long to enable me to excuse myself if I smiled upon her green 
grave. From the churchyard I strolled back to the capital. On the 
way Imet an extremely dilapidated person, who asked me a question 
jn French, I did not quite catch the drift of his request, and begged 
him to repeat his words. He did so ; this time in excellent English. 
He wished me to aid him with a little money. Well, it does not 
swatter whether I helped him or not ; but it occurred to me that so 
capable a linguist ought not to be begging his bread, especially ag 
his nose was of the normal hue, and his general appearance did not 
stamp him a lover of full cups. 

My best initiative thrill came, however, from the Jersey House 
of Parliament, otherwise the States, In my accustomed haphazard 
and rather imbecile way, I followed a portly clergyman across the 
threshold of an assuming grey granite edifice in the heart of the 
town. I expected something to turn up to amuse me. But I was 
speedily informed that I had entered by the wrong door, The 
portly clergyman was a Jersey deputy—the representative of certain 
parish. I, as one of the public, might, if T would, be present ; but 
{ must retrace my steps and enter elsewhere, I did so, and having 
ascended a number of stone steps I found myself ina small snug 
gallery with six or seven merry old men, who were listening to and. 





skylight of which a parti-coloured glow gleamed mildly upon the 
scene, Three reporters in other galleries sat straining their ears, 
their eyes tensely upon the orator. 

T thoroughly enjoyed half an hour in this Jersey House of 
Parliament; it was so warm, and the exterior of the members 


hesitated and looked about him pathetically, as if he yearned for a 
dictionary, But as a whole it was enough to make any average 
collection of fifty or sixty well-educated Englishmen blush for their 
ineptitude ; they could no more have kept up such a palaver for balf 
an hour than they could have exchanged ten words apiece in 
Gingalese. As for the subject of the debate on this particular 
morning, it was not of national importance: something to do with 
the morals of St. Helier, I fancy, f/us sanitation. It did not engross 
all the members. The latest number of Punch passed lightly from 
hand to hand while it Jasted, and the president continued to yawn, 

T lunched this day with a patch of land visible from my window, 
‘upon which a hundred or two of the famous Jersey cabbage stalks 
aspired towards the sky. They were not only stalks either ; but the 
size of the cabbages at the summits was so infinitesimal that one 
seemed forced to the conviction that nature meant them to be 
stalks, not cabbages. The things lolled tipsily this way and that, 
Bat they were worth secing, if not worth using as walking-sticks, 
silver mounted. Andin their eccentric, yet not uninspiring presence, 
T came to the conclusion that it is rather silly of these Channel 
Islanders to talk so much French at this epoch in the centuries. Of 
course, really, there is no affectation about it. In the rural parts 
‘you find blue-smocked persons pitchforking manure, or leading russet- 





very favourably with the South of France 

nel Islands seem never likely to become a 
resort, Five hours of the sea are about four 
) allow them a chance to hold up their heads in 
south, 


in St. Helier, and I preferred in my laziness 


d ttle town, Here I found a diverting ancient 
saded me that the histories of Guernsey on the 

a moment's serious attention. The Jersey 

3 in the respect they pay to literature, 

money for increasing this library, and the week 

had been spent on the latest books from Pater- 
‘best authors being, I was confidently assured, 

list. The island's regard for books was shown 
vigorous way. A certain youth was caught pocket- 
and the Royal Court rewarded him with twelve months* 


_ Helier was not bracing, I found tonic enough in 

th coast of the island, ‘The roads were muddy and 
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as ugly, fully, as some of their brethren on the mainland. This 
Jove of Nonconformity in a French-speaking people is one of the 
many apparent anomalies in the island. 

Gorey, on the east coast, is Jersey’s most attractive settlement. 
There is genuine picturesqueness in the way the houses of this 
Tittle town nestle between the small harbour and the roots of the 
abandoned old castle of Mont Orgueil. This castle is the best thing 
of its kind in the Channel Islands, Its historical flavour is suf. 
ficiently strong to pique without surfeiting, and the audacity ofits 
Situation on the edge of the land is good to contemplate. It 
belongs to the War Office nowadays, and is as empty asa blown 
egg. The many doors to its many rooms still bear their old 
descriptive titles ; but there is no guard in the guard-toom, the stores 
fre all gone from the store-room, and the chapel now never hears a 
sermon save such as its own stones preach. I shall long remember 
with pleasure the morning I spent rambling at will about this mined 
husk of a fortress, with the sunlight bright on its green platforms, the 
cooing of pigeons perched about its walls, the sea blue and lustrous 
throbbing at its base, with the cliffs of France shining in the distance, 
‘The castle warder was unwell, and could not play the part of guide 
T would not have wished him ill, but I certainly preferred the com- 
pany of my imagination, untrammelled, to any company he (though 
ever so well informed) could have afforded me. 

On the other hand, for nature tolerably undiluted by human 
influence, give me Gréve de Lecq in the north. It is almost as far 
from St. Helier as one can go without leaving the island, and one 
passes on the way plenty of farmhouses of the most robust kind, 
with the usual medley of initials over their thresholds, ‘There is 
something touching about this initialling custom, which hails, I 
believe, from Normandy, the home of the Jersey stock. When a 
young couple start housekeeping and begin at the very beginning by 
building a house, their combined initials are set above the chief door 
of the house. Some young folks go a tender step farther. Thus 
you may see a heart, or a couple of hearts interlaced, chiselled on 
the granite, as well as the initials, One could almost fancy, and 
hope, that this living memorial of their early passion ever before 
them (except when they come and go by the back door) helps to 
keep the affections of the Jersey husbands and wives warm and truc, 
A later married couple in such a house have the option of leaving 
their mark beneath that of their predecessors, This is oné of the 
few remaining old customs still respected in Jersey, Iam not aware 
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ep Gaaiec The fact of its strong survival in 
Jersey wos ots pecape rues fori elimination inthe step 


rare lar centers ‘You attain this sequestered 
little sea cove by a deep lane between wooded and gorsey slopes that 
attain a height of about two hundred feet—no mean elevation for 
Jersey. Ata sudden turning the sea cliffs are before you and the 
sandy approach to the confined and very restricted little bay. About 
six houses (including two hotels) constitute the village. To these, 
bowever, must be added the barracks, in which some four score raw 
young soldiers are accommodated, and whence proceeds the sound 
of much horseplay and trumpeting carly and late. 

‘Once upon a time Gréve de Lecq was quite important as a haven 
of the miniature kind. Government, with its singular knack of 
tmaking mistakes, chose to construct a small breakwater here. The 
‘stone work was well done: the granite quarry being at the very root 
of the breakwater. But the architect, with quite extraordinary un- 
wisdom, designed the thing concavely seawards, as if to give the wild 
north-casters every possible chance of wrecking the enterprise. The 
inevitable happened ; and now you may walk half-way along the 
‘splendid granite pier and no more. There is a huge breach through 
which the winter storm thunder upon the débris they have 
ee by little eitderiining what is left of the con- 


Sree visited Grive de Lecq on the worst day T experienced i in 
Jersey, ‘There was furious wind and incessant rain, I arrived 
soaked, and it was not perhaps wonderful that they refused me 
admission at the more stately of the two hotels. His young 
eminence, the lieutenant in charge of the raw recruits, was the only 
guest in the place, and that for dietary purposes alone. No matter. 
T enjoyed much hospitality, and even more diversion, at the other 
hotel when once I had thawed their astonishment at the apparition 
of 4 tourist in mid-January. The good landlady and her young 
‘walter John (both from England) could not do too much for me. 
Assuming, for example, that I had sporting tastes, they begged me to 

with them to see their terrier kill a rat in about ten seconds. 
"They had just caught what they conceived to be a rat, and wished it 
putoutofthe way. But the rat proved, alas! to be a small half-wild 
eat instead. ‘There was a brief resolute tussle, amid which my land- 

screams rose towards the heavens, and then this poor vagabond 
puisy paid the penalty of her inquisitiveness. John the waiter was 
also much distressed, He feared lest I should carry away with me 
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a wrong impression of the house. ‘Tt is so quiet here,” he urged, 
“in winter. One hardly knows whatto do, In summer we have had 
as many as onc hundred and seventy-five tolunch in one day, I get 
tired now of rubbing the glasses for nothing." 

“You should read, my boy," I said. 

But the wretched lad, in reply, professed an open contempt for 
print. Asa mere boy in England, he avowed he was once con- 
sumed with that passion. 

“T used,” he declared solemnly, “to take 7 Bits to bed with 
me; but you don’t catch me doing the like of that now, I's five 
years since T've looked at a book.” 

From what I was told, I gathered that he was in love. This 
easier infatuation and the routine of bottle-washing now monopolised 
his soul. Maybe he will, however, stumble into the paths of trac 
wisdom again by-and-by, 

‘There are caves at Gréve de Lecq, as elsewhere on Jersey's coast. 
They interest barely, My cicerone allured me more, Judging by 
his appearance, he was a rickety old inebriate. He talked a duleet 
mixture of French and English, told me about General Boulanger 
and M. Eiffel, two of his clients, and skipped down dangeraus places 
with the agility of a goat. I never saw man put on a more injured 
and plaintive face when I declined to burden myself with a piece of 
shining rock of two or three pounds weight, which he had brought for 
me in his pocket. Eyen the general, he said, had accepted such a 
gift, while M, Eiffel had made a special study of the local stone 
material. Only last season he had had charge of three spinster 
ladies whose united ages came toabout 250 years, and whose coummge 
in descending the cliffs at the risk of their old lives (sur le derritre, 
monsieur, je vous assure”) had filled him with admiration ; and 
even they had signified delight with his specimens when, by the 
expenditure of much anxiety and perspiration, he had got them 
safely to the top again, 

However, I succeeded in consoling the old fellow for his dis- 
appointment, and then left him, and, having clambered round the 
coast line of about half the island, reached St. Helier in time for 
dinner. 

That is the best or worst of these islands ; they are so very small. 
With vigorous legs you may in a week become. almost painfully 
familiar with any one of them. The district guide-books say much 
about their grandeur, but in fact they are not grand. ‘They are just 
extremely snug little areas of rock and cultivated land. If they were 
less cultivated, they would gratify more, As it is, one gets weary o& 
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Pe aes boots mare and simple. From the day labourer who by 

parsimony has been enabled to buy a litle patch of ground, 

0 ial official with an income in four figures, all go in 

_ The result is seen in the number of British market garden 

with representatives in St. Peter Port, After a week 

ia Guernsey, T came to regard the islanders as all engaged ina 

frantic competition, with Covent Garden for goal. Those who can 

first get their new potatoes, green peas, and tomatoes to that 
Gesirable hayen do well on the result. The others do less well. 

‘Guemsey seems over-peopled. Its little capital of St. Peter Port 

Scammed with human beings, who must, unless they are rheumatic, 

Shdthe long staircases between the upper and lower parts of the 

town very good exercise. It has suburbs radiating in all directions 

Bld from it. These suburbs indeed appear to end only when the 

Patt itself is reached. Houses and greenhouses press close on cach 

She's sides, and when you come to the bleak jagged reefs of Cobo 

Vale you are still half blinded by the glare of glass, and you 

Wi sce the industrious sons of the soil either digging or hocing 

Sieg houses (pausing now and then, one imagines, to castan 

eye at the green things in their neighbours’ precincts), or 

Seopeciog er hundred or thousand more square feet of glass. 

“were a skilled glazier, I would emigrate to Guernsey eee 
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moment's delay. I would also pray cares night and moming oe 
a phenomenal hailstorm. oy ek ae 

‘In St. Peter Port, among other praiseworthy institutions, there is 
a library almost as precious to the bibliophile as that of Su Helier in 
Jersey. It is a philanthropic foundation, and immortalises the name 
of Candie, In the midst of its bookshelves you may, if you are 
curious, discover a small recess with dainty gilded railings to it, 
Behind is an urn, apparently of wood, about eighteen inches high, 
‘This holds the dust of Mr. Priaulx, who gave thelibrary to Guernsey, 
There is a suitable inscription beneath, and also an eloquent appeal 
to the reader to follow the donor's example in due time and be 
cremated. It all reads very sensibly, and I must say after had 
viewed the island from side to side no part of it seemed so pertinent 
as Mr. Priaulx’s expression of his fear that, unless cremation is 
adopted quickly, Guernsey will degenerate intoa large charnel house, 
with no room left in it for the living. Certainly, unless something 
happens, there will soon be no ground for new cemeteries, and event 
as it is the prevalent lust for real estate must cause many a covetous 
glance to be cast at the existing burial-grounds. A thousand pounds 
an acre is no exceptional price for horticultural land here; and the 
tendency of values still seems to be upward, I meta clever young 
undergraduate of Cambridge who told me, with considerable elation, 
how he had two years ago bought a small property here for £3,000, 
and recently sold it for £6,000, The speculation had ae 
seant anxiety either, 

Yet, though so crowded, there are very well-defined class dis 
tinctions in Guernsey. The place is not a mere Bourse some ten 
miles by five, in which every one is in a sort of friendly financial 
rivalry with every one else. One is struck at the very outset by the 
superb demeanour of some of its Indies and gentlemen. “The word 
“swell” may, not without inadequacy, be applied to them. | These 
persons, it may be conjectured, are representatives of the very oldest 
extant official families in the land. For generations their names 
have figured among the judges, the bailiffs, and the “ procureurs "of 
Guernsey ; in fact, the island's oligarchy. They live in manors 
Villages are named after them. Now and then one or other of them 
receives the honour of knighthood. They are the refined ore in a 
land which, from their point of view, contains about nincty-eight 
per cent. of human dross. They form the apex of the social 
pyramid, and tradition and their own instinets empower thera amply 
to use their heels to keep their little coterie uncontaminated by the 
presence of ambitious “ nouveaux riches,” “ They are the great and 
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Lace pepe the terms “six:ies ” and “ forties 
originated. Rie eicta eter ged oo the sabject ware 25 
owiser than myself They had accepted them from their parents, who 
bad them from their ancestry. This is all the popular information 
going on the subject. But that the category isa very real one, there 
can be no doubt. You must have the highest of high credentials if 
you look for a smile from an undoubted member of the “sixtics”” 
Otherwise, Guernsey's “upper ten” will have nothing more than is 
absolutely necessary to say to you. 

‘Happily, the traveller need himself know nothing of the heart- 
aches occasioned by Guernsey's social tyranny. He, at any rate, 
may view the matter dispassionately. Hence, I may express my 
unbiased opinion that the insular great ‘ones are a somewhat laugh- 
able spectacle to such of the world at large as knows of their 
existence. 

Thave called them an oligarchy. The term does not seem to 
Wibel them. Thanks to their position and the variety of their con- 
Sanguincous offshoots, they may really be said to control the States 
or island House of Parliament. Some five-and thirty thousand souls 
are under their sway. They are not, of course, likely to cut their 
own throats by doing anything to make the Privy Council at home 
consider if they would not be best deprived of their privilege of 
Tocal rule. But they are quite strong enough to be vexatious, even 
in spite of the protests of the people. If they have a fad, they can 
drive it as far as it will go, and their subjects must bear the experi- 
ment a3 best they can. 

‘Quite recently, for example, legislation in Guernsey has inter- 
fered rigorously with the publicans and hotel keepers of the island. 
From Janvary 1, 1895, no licensed house may be open on Sunday 
‘on any pretext whatever ; nor may any game of chance (including 
sehist) be played in an hotel. I hold no brief on behalf of spirituous 
Jiquors, and do not mind one straw if my inn cannot provide me 
‘with roulette as well as towcls and toast. But methinks the temper- 
ance party in Guernsey, by this new Taw, have overstepped discretion. 
‘There have been many Puritans in the island ever since it showed its 

ies with Parliament quite carly in the strife between the 
King and Cromwell ; but they have scarcely ever made their marl 
‘0 strongly on their little realm. 1 write feelingly on this subject, 
because this new law cost me ona certain Sunday in January ten 
hours unwished-for abstinence both in food and drink. Not an hotel 
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in the land would open its doors to me. Had I been dying, I 
understand, terror of the Inspector would still have been operative 
to keep a Landlord from touching his bottles for me. ‘That, however, 
sounds a trifle extravagant, and I hope it is so, But the solid fact 
remains, that the visitor who from this time forward proposes to spend 
a Sunday in peaceful pleasure among the rocks of Pleinmont or 
LErée, must be prepared not only with his own belly cheer, but 
also to take his chance of the weather absolutely. “They'd lift 
oar license if we were to do it,” said one landlady, when 1 urged her 
to let me in, if only to rest, The landlady’s son, peeping about 
with sharp cyes, whispered “The inspector's watching us"; the 
door was slammed in my face, and, dead weary, I had again to take 
to the high road, unrefreshed. 1 passed a mean-eyed person in 
black at a house corner hard by. This, no doubt, was the inspector. 
His dignity may be estimated by the light of Article 42 of the Island 
Licensing Act. “All fines shall be recoverable, one-half by the 
States and one-half by the informer." Guernsey must really look to 
itself, or it will get a ruinously bad name with the travelling British 
public in August, 

I shall not soon forget my distaste for Guernsey on this particular 
day. The country pumps were all chained, and in my petulance T 
saw self-righteous smugness on every Sabbath-attuned face I met for 
an hour or two, From one ugly rectangular farmstead after another 
sounded one-finger musical accompaniments to slow-sung hymns, 
in which all members of the families seemed to be perfunctorily 
joining. Not a dog barked. Now and then I clashed with a solemn 
group (their garments black as sin) evacuating a chapel and clutching 
their prayer-books as they slunk dismally homewards, ‘The French 
monosyllables on their lips sounded like a mock of France. 

Tt was all very foolish, of course, and now I know better than to 
register this impression asa just one. Stil, the lofty legislators of 
Guernsey may as well know how they are likely to raise prejudice 
against their little island if they continue to legislate unfortunately. 

In truth, Guernsey is well enough if you stick fast to the coast 
line—especially in the south, and are not worrled by unrealisable 
ambitions. Ruined forts and castles stud the rocks and excite to 
retrospect. Moulin Huet Bay is the noblest nook of cliff and reef 
scenery combined in all the islands, and the Water Lane leading 
to it was charming even in winter, with a glaze of thin ice Over its 
unfuuhomable depths of mud, The islanders are really & soft-spoken 
people, well disposed towards the stranger, whether or not he is 
interested in early potatoes, I wonder how many times I received 











the answer, 
my destination. The Ute girls, though seldom beautiful, curtsey 
beautifally, and the little boys do not (in winter at all events) pester 
for pence, I like the gorse hedges to the interior roads, and the 
more when they glow with blossom and hide the glass-houses behind 
them. 1 like also to see the calm-cyed Alderney cows at tether in 
the very small meadows allotted to them, with magpics flitting over 
their horns from hedgerow to hedgerow. And, best of all, I like 
the view of Herm, Jethou, Sark and their satellite reefs as I saw 
them from my hotel window in St, Peter Port at sunrise or so, 

‘There arc points in which Guernsey the proud, as a tourist 
resort, beats Jersey the more-favoured. This nearer prospect of the 
other islands is distinctly one of them. Another is the pleasant 
but mysterious fact that you get thirteen Guernsey pennies for a 
shilling. I have tried to face this problem of finance, but give it 
up. From the time when, early on arrival in St. Peter's Port, f paid 
for a shilling book (no discount) with half a sovereign, out of which 
I received twelve francs change, to my last moments in the island, 
Spent in settling an hotel bill with mixed currency, it was evident 
that to live shrewdly in this island a man must keep his wits well 
exercised. Also the Guernsey air is more exhilarating to breathe than 
the Jersey air. 

But on the last subject, the charming little isle of Sark claims 
undeniably to be mentioned. The three boisterous days I spent 
‘on this sea-girt plateau, some three miles only by one and a half, 
are written in gold on my heart. I never enjoyed so gusty a time, 
‘Tt was impossible to stroll along the cliff edges to the north without 
frequent turns to leeward to inhale at ease and without constant 
anxiety about one’s head gear. And all day and all night the hotel 
‘windows rattled furiously, and the riot of the sea on the rocks made 
itself heard a mile from the coast. 

About six hundred placid souls abide in Sark, and take no inte 
rest in the outer world. At least they take none in winter. When 
the summer comes, every serviceable cottage is turned into a 

and the island population is increased by one-half. 
‘More than three hundred visitors Sark will not receive, and there are 
times when suitors by the dozen, haying crossed the eight more or 
Jess agitated miles of channel from Guernsey, for a sojourn among 
its bees and miniature mountains and valleys, find themselves com- 
pelied at nightfall to return to the mother island. 

Sark is a beautiful little land, with a lord or seigneur haying 
divers curious rights, and a complete und harmonious system of 
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and flapped its great arms 


_ Excitement in Sark in January there is none, save what you your- 

self beget by your unaccountable presence in the island, Field work 
isin progress; ploughing, sowing by hand, and the like. It is thetime 
too for building or getting ship shape for the still far ahead holiday 
season. Bat they live easy lives in the land, and each morning a 
Knot of broad-shouldered men in blue were to be seen, pipe in 
mouth, just outside the hotel, assembled to watch the passage of the 
steamers from Jersey to Guernsey and England. ‘This was the most 
absorbing incident of the day, and when the black moving specks 
had gone by the men dispersed. ‘here are times when these specks 
“move” very considerably, The Sark villagers then chuckle gently 
and make remarks. 

As for Sark's scenery, is not the fair record of it entered indelibly 
in many an English memory? Where in so small a compass shall 
fou find such variety? One minute you are ina deep dell (yellow 
‘sith primroses in Spring) with abrupt sides to it, a graceful tinkling 
watercourse in its midst, and quite a coppice of trees on all hands, 
‘The next you are on the coast, with perpendicular cliffs of red and 
grey granite rising two or throe hundred feet skywards, and many 
formidable black teeth of rocks set like a guard in the sea beyond, 
‘Phere isa mannikin bay with a mannikin beach. There are caves, 
And at pleasure you may clamber from this charming level, and in 
another minute or two sit on the breezy top of 2 grassy down, with 
an old cannon by your side, and all the sights of Sark suggestively 
arranged for your vision. If there is anything truly thrilling in the 
‘Channel Isles you may find it on the renowned Coupée, a natural 
bridge of rock connecting Sark proper with Little Sark. This 
causeway is 270 feet above the sea, and only about six feet wide. I 
aye been on far more awesome spots, and realised my insecurity 
less than I realised it here. Yet carts and little children use this 
road daily ; though in a high wind there is unquestionable danger in 
the place. The word “sublime” is scarcely misapplied here. 

‘The lord of Sark lives in a cosy castle among trees, set in a 
dimple of theland. In his garden are fig-trees and camellias, as well 
a5 palmetto and other plants that love low latitudes. But neither 
here nor elsewhere in Sark is one blinded by the effulgent stare of 
glasshouses. If for nothing clse save this, Sark deserves to be 
reckoned the most intcresting island of the Channel archipelago. It 
is little, but it grips the affections. 11 is also cheap. 

As for Alderney, I did not voyage to it, I was content to see its 





164 The Gentleman's Magazine. 


snowclad cliffs at a distance. There are Alderney cows in England, 
as well as in this mournful island of dismantled fortresses and 
broken breakwaters. I will visit Alderney when I am in the mood 
for an elegy on Governmental wastefulness and neglect in the matter 
of citadels and stones. 

CHARLES EDWARDES. 








SOME CURIOUS DUELS. 


‘HE duelling hero of the first years of the century in France 
was the Marquis Merle de Sainte-Marie, whose encounters 
‘were almost incessant. One of his “affairs of honour" was so silly 
that it helped to set in motion the current of ridicule which has made 
@uelling a pastime so much less honourable than it once was, One 
day another famous duellist, Pierrot d’Isaac, came to see his friend 
the Marquis Merle de Sainte-Marie. It should, perhaps, be ex- 
plained that in French pierrof means sparrow, and merle means 
blackbird. “Marquis,” said D’Isaac, “Iam a Bonapartist and you 
fare a Royalist. Moreover, Tam the sparrow and you are the black- 
bird. Doesn't it strike you that there is one bird of us too many?” 
“It does, precisely," said the marquis, “My choice is pistols, and, 
as is appropriate for birds of our species, let us fight in the trees.” 
As if it were not a sufficiently ridiculous thing that one man should 
Challenge another because his name was Sparrow and the other 
Blackbird, the duel was actually fought from trees, the seconds stand- 
fing on the ground below. The pistols were fired at the signal. 
‘There was a rustling among the leaves of one of the chestnut-trees, 
Tt was Pierrot d’Isaac, who, wounded severely in one leg, came 
tumbling to the ground—"just like a ripe chestnut,” said one of 
Sainte-Marie's supporters. Fortunately he caught hold of one of 
the lower branches, and was helped to the ground by his seconds. 
‘At this point the marquis began to chirp triumphantly, imitating the 
‘song of a blackbird. This was a fresh insult, to be atoned for in but 
one way; and D’Isaac waited for his wound to recover, only to 
‘Challenge Sainte-Marie for the chirp, This time there was nothing 
Amitsing about the duel. It was fought with swords, and Sainte- 
‘Marie was badly wounded : the sparrow had avenged himself on the 
blackbird. 


‘The funniest meeting in the entire chronicles of duelling was, 
perhaps, Moore's encounter with Jefirey, the editor of the Zdindurgh 
Review, spon which occasion the pistols were found to be loaded 
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with paper pellets! Hood's epigram upon this “affair of honour" 
is worth quoting. It is as follows: 
‘When Ansareon would fight, as the posts have seid, 
‘A reverse he displayed in his vapour, 
For while all his poeuis are fouled with lead, 
Mis pistols were loaded with paper. 
For excuses Anacreon oll costom may thank, 
‘The indulgence don’t let hirn abe ; 
For the cartridge, 'tis known, is always made blank 
That is fired away at reviews ! 


Very nearly as funny as this was the duel recently fought in front 
of the Antwerp railway station. It was certainly of an original 
character, Two gentlemen from Litge, after a hard day’s sight- 
secing, refreshed themselves so effectively at a café, that from beer 
to brandy, and from arguments to insults, they came to blows, 
Blood alone could wash away the stain of their mutual affronts ; 
but as deadly weapons were not kept on the premises for the use of 
customers, the proprietor of the café suggested that, as the street was 
deserted, they should annihilate each other with “douches,"and be 
handed to each a portable water-pipe! Cold water being anything 
but an exciting medium, the combatants, after a thorough drenching, 
shook hands, and hurried to change their garments. 

One way of combating an evil practice is to make it look 
ridiculous, It was by this means that duelling was stopped in a 
certain district of Kentucky some fifty years ago. At this time a 
travelling preacher named Bowman—a strong, muscular fellow—was 
conducting some services in Kentucky. At one of his meetings a 
well-known desperate character created a disturbance, and being 
publicly rebuked by Bowman, sent him a challenge to fight. Bowman, 
as the challenged party, had the choice of weapons. He selected a 
half-bushel of Irish potatoes, as big as his fist, for cach man, and 
stipulated that his opponent must stand fifteen paces distant, and 
that only one potato at a time should be taken from the measure. 
‘The desperado was furious at being thus freshly insulted, and made 
an indignant protest ; but Bowman insisted upon his rights as the 
challenged man, and threatened to denounce the desperado as a 
coward if he failed to come to time. As there was no way out of the 
fix but to fight, the desperado consented, The encounter took place 
‘on the outskirts of the town. Almost everybody in the place was 
present to see the fun. The seconds arranged the two men in 
position, by the side of each being a half-bushel measure filled with 
large hard Irish potatoes, Bowman threw the first tuber; it struck 
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his opponent, and Blew into pieces. A yell of delight went up from 
the crowd, which flarried the desperado, and his potato flew wide of 
the mark. Bowman watched his chance, and every time his opponent 
Sooped for a potato, another hit him in the side. The despemdo 
was struck about five times, and then the sixth potato took him in 
the short ribs, knocking the wind completely out of him, and 
doubling him up onthe grass, The people were almost crazy with 
lanighter, but Bowman looked as sober as ifhe had just been preach- 
ing a faneral sermon. The desperada was taken home and put to 
bed, and there hie stayed for more than a week before he recovered 
from the effects of his Irish potato ducl. That was the end of 
dwelling in the Kentucky region. 

‘Doelling is, indeed, not without its comic incidents, Only a few 
years ago a sensible young Irishman, who was visiting Spain, was, 
for some imaginary insult, challenged by a noble hidalgo, The 
matter was referred to seconds, that of the Irishman being a fun- 
loving adfacké of the British Embassy at Madrid, As the challenged 
party, the son of Erin had the choice of weapons, and tumed up 
on the ground with a pair of shillelaghs, which he swore were the 
national weapons of his country, the only ones he was used to, 
Needless to say, that duel never came off. 

‘Not so long ago a fatal ducl with umbrellas was recorded, A 
eertain M. Titard, a Parisian journalist, bad found a lady friend of 
hisat a tavern in company with one of his rivals. Warm words 
ensued, and the trio adjourned to the lady’s apartments, where the 
two men fought with umbrellas. From the nature of his injuries 
it appeared that, after one of his eyes was forced out of the socket, 
‘Titard’s rival stamped upon his face and forehead with heavy boots, 
breaking the frontal bone, and destroying the sight of the other eye, 
‘The unfortunate journalist ultimately died from inflammation of the 
brain. 
Several curious duels have been fought in the dark, One such 
took place at Cassala, the combatants being an actor named Rossi 
anda gentleman whom Rossi had offended during the course of a 
performance at the theatre. [t was arranged that the duel should 
take place at Rossi’s hotel, without the usual formality of seconds ; but 
the landlord raised objections, and demanded that the stranger should 
Jeave the house. At last it was agreed that the lights should be ex- 
tinguished, so as to cheat “ minehost” into the belief that Rossi was 
Jeft alone. “It will be casy for us to aim by the sparks of our 
Cigarettes,” taid the actor. So the lights were put out, and a few 
minutes later two loud reports rang through thehotel. The landlord 





rushed into the room to find his worst fears confi 
moa injury, but his antagonist lay with a shattered 
© Tn the first year of the century a duel in the dark 
debate in Parliament. ‘The leading 

Henry Grattan, and the debate culminated in Corry 

Grattan, instead of addressing him, should, if be had his 

be arraigned ata felon’s bar. The two men had no sooner ; 
‘House than a meeting was arranged, and although it was pitch dark, 
the duel was fought, with the result that Corry ae 
wound in the left arm. 

On January 26, 1765, Lord Byron, a grand-uncle CEN banpene 
killed his friend and neighbour, Mr. Chaworth, in a duel at the Star | 
and Garter tavern, which stood on the site of the present Carlton 
Club. The two men fought, without witnesses, in a room lit only by 
‘one rushlight, and there was a suspicion of foul play which drove 
Lord Byron out of society. He retired to Newstead, and having 
served, in his youth, as lieutenant under Admiral Balchen, he spent. 
the remainder of his days in conducting sham fights on the lake, 
between two “baby-forts” that he had built on the shore = 
little vessel he had brought on wheels from the coast. 

There is a case on record of a duel ving bean fongte team 
balloons, It was in 1808, and the combatants, two Frenchmen, had 
been so unfortunate as to fall deeply in love with the same lady. 
‘The latter was unable to decide which of the two she preferred, and 
could only promise to marry whichever of them came off victorious 
ina personal encounter, After some consideration, the young men 
agreed to fight in the air, and onthe appointed day two balloons 
went up, each carrying a duellist with hissecond, The shots were to 
be fired at the balloons, not at the occupants, and the result was that 
one was hit and immediately collapsed, the occupants being, of 
course, killed by the fall. 

Anotherextraordinary duel, which at the timecreated immensesen- 
sation, was one in which the decision was arrived at, not by swords or 
pistols, but by means of a deadly poison. ‘The men—who, it is hardly 
necessary to say, had fallen out over a lady—had left the g 
ment of details to their seconds, and until they faced each other they 
did not know by what method they were to scttle their differences. 
One of the seconds was a doctor, and he had made up for the 
occasion four black pellets, all identical in size and:shape. “In one 
of these,” he said, “I have placed a sufficient quantity of prassic acid 
to cause the almost instantancous death of anyone who swallows it 
















‘We will decid Nee BS heh ob yout tans 
: will ‘draw and swallow a pill until the 
poison shows its effects.” Two of the pellets were then taken as the 
toss had decided, but without effect in cither case. “ This time,” 
said the doctor, speaking of the two pellets remaining, “you must 
‘both swallow the pill at the same instant". The choice was again 
made, and in a few seconds one of the men lay dead on the grass.» 
A case somewhat akin to this was that in which the parties 
chore between two pistols, one only of which was loaded. The 
choice of the weapons was again decided by a toss, and the parties, 
‘standing within two paces of each other, fired simultancously. One, 
of courte, was killed at once ; the other had his face badly scorched 
with gunpowder. 
An extraordinary duel tcok place in Paris in 1361 between a man 
and a dog! It was of the nature of the judicial combat, in which the 
right or wrong of a charge was supposed to be proved by the result 
ofa fight for life. A French gentleman, Aubryde Montdidier, had 
‘been murdered, and his body buried in a wood. His dog remained 
by the grave until forced by hungerto leave it. The peculiar actions 
‘of the animal induced some persons to follow it, and the corpse of 
the murdered man was discovered. Some time afterwards the dog 
flew at the throat of a certain Chevalier Macaire. Suspicion being 
‘aroused, and the fact coming to the knowledge of the king, the dog 
was brought into court, and there, froma crowd of courtiers, the 
animal picked out Macaire and flew savagely at him. As Macaire 
denied the crime, the King ordered that it should be left to “the 
judgment of God” in a duel with the dog. ‘The lists were prepared, 
‘Macaite was provided with a large stick, and the dog with an empty 
‘cask to which it could retire from assault. But the animal attacked 
Miacaire 50 ficreely as to get him by the throat and fling him to the 
‘whereupon he confessed the crime and implored for pardon. 
‘The first English dwarf of whom we have any authentic history 
‘was once engaged in a ducl. His name was Jeflrey Hudson, and he 
is said to have measured no more than cighteen inches in height from 
his eighth to his thirtieth yesr after thirty he grew sill he reached 
three feet nine inches. | When returning from the Continent, he was 
taken prisoncr by Dunkirk privateers, and subscquently he fell into 
the hinds of a Turkish pirate, who conveyed him to Barbary. After 
the Civil War broke out, he became a captain of horse in the Royal 
@imy, and while in France in attendance on the Queen, he fought a 
‘ducl with an Englishman named Crofts, He was mounted on 
horseback to put him on a level with his antagonist, whom he shot dead. 





general pleaded that he was under doctor's orders not to take stima- 
Qanes: She cxcest was mot held valid. The two men met, and 
abhoagh mother lest his life, the general was so severely wounded 
‘eat dhe many wocks be was not expected to recover. Sterne’s father 
eet Dae Bie Wm comenqeence of a dispute about the weight of a goose; 
amd Colne? Ramat, of the Scots Guards, was challenged, fought, 
‘aed was Lilod, in comsngecace of a misunderstanding about an order 
gives to a sereent! =M_ Thiers, the President of the French 
Repebiiic, ence foaght a deel over a woman, a girl of Aix, whose 
fasber bad come to the conclusion that young ‘Thiers, then a student, 
@eght to marty ber. ‘The irate parent followed the future Senator! to 
amd gave bim the option of an immediate marriage or an 
immediate meeting. ‘Thiers’ account of the affair is amusing enongh. 
“I doomed it wiser,” be says,“ to spend a few minutes witha-weapon 
about which I knew nothing than to spend a lifetime with a woman 
about whom I knew a great deal too much.” And so the meeting 
came of, the opponents standing at twenty paces. ‘Thiers’ ballet 
‘went nobody Knew where ; that of the irate parent: passed. through 
his hat, am inch above his bead. Referring to the circumstances, 
“Cham” im the Ptitte Presse, afterwards remarked : “If Thiers had 
not been so litth, he would never have become so great.” 

Duets between women have been by no means rare. Chass, one 
of the singers of the old French Academy was greatly admired bythe 
ladies; and among other triumphs of the kind, he had the distinction 
of causing a duct between a Polish and a French lady, who foaght 
with pistols in the Bois de Boulogne. ‘The French lady was wounded 
rather seriously, and on her recovery was confined in a convent, 
while her adversary was ordered to quit the country. Among other 
instances of duels among women may be cited a combat with 
daggers, which took place between the abbess of a convent at Venice 
and a lady who claimed the admiration of a certain abbé ; = combat 
with swords between Marotte Beaupré and Catherinede Uriis, actresses 












intemational fead' between Frenchmen and the troops occupying 
France, there was seldom so fine a field for the man who wished to 
[ah ad On the one hand, the old officers of Napoleon were 
to frenzy by the sight of the officers of the allied armies in 
thelr capital, and endeavoured to avenge their defeat in the battle: 
field by their prowess in the Bols'de Boulogne. On the other, the 
young Bourbonist courtiers were ready to answer with rapier’ stab 
and pistol bullet bo thie reprosclt thal; For the sake ofa dynesty, they 
had sacrificed their country.” By-and-by the thing became quite 
ridiculous, owing to its adoption by the lower orders during the 
twenty years which followed Waterloo. What the edicts of kings 
had failed to abolish ran a great risk of dying of ridicule when rival 
grocers took to calling cach other out, and a bath-keeper sent a 
challenge to = crockery-man for having sold him a damaged stove ! 
Disputes of every kind were reduced to the same foolish arbitrament, 
We read of critics firing four shots at cach other to decide the 
relative merits of the classical and the romantic schools of fiction. 
Dumas fights Gaillardet, the playwright, and in endeavouring to 
Gecide the authorship of one drama runs the risk of being an actor 
im another, Finally, at Bordeaux, we have the case of a captain of 
dragoons going out with an old-clothes man, and narrowly escaping 
Iynching at the hands of the infuriated Israelites £ 
‘There was a duel fought in Ireland as lately as 1851, between 
the Mayor of Sligo and a lawyer, but no blood was drawn on the 
oceasion. In the same year two Frenchmen fought a ducl at 
Egham, in Surrey, which was equally harmless. The last duel 
fought in England between British subjects took place on May 20, 
#845, 2t Southsea, between Captain Seton, of the r1th Hussars, and 
Liewtenant Hawkey, of the Royal Marines, arising out of attentions 
paid by the former to the wife of the latter. They fired at fifteen 
paces, and in the second round Captain Seton fell mortally wounded. 
on it 36, 1846, Lieutenant Hawkey, surrendering to take his 
trial, was arraigned before Mr, Baron Platt for the wilful murder of 
Captain Seton. ‘The jury returned a verdict of “Not Guilty," and 
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‘Lieutenant Hawkey was afterwards restored to his commission in 
the army. The last duel on record fought by a British subject took 
place on October 22, 1862, at St. Germain, between Mr. Dillon, 
editor of Ze Sport, and the Duc de Grammont Cadérousse, in which 
the former was mortally wounded. 

Duelling on bicycles is reported to be a new diversion in Spain, 
‘Two members of the bicycle club of Granada recently met in a knife 
duel, which is probably the first encounter of the kind ever fought 
upon wheels, Accompanied by their seconds, they wheeled out some 
distance on the road to Malaga, toa secluded spot. ‘There, posted 
seven hundred feet apart, at a sign they wheeled towards each other, 
each directing his machine with the left hand, and brandishing in the 
right that terrible knife of Spain, the mavafa, At the first clash 
Perez pierced the left arm of Moreno, but at the third encounter 
Moreno thrust his knife into Perez's right breast. Ina few minutes 
the latter died of internal hemorrhage. 

J. CUTHBERT HADDEN. 
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THE WHITE ROSE ON THE 
BORDER. 


" Parr IE. 
HARLES spent Sunday, the 27th, quietly at Brampton, busied 
with matters relating to the occupation of Carlisle. 

‘To the music of the now silent Cathedral bells, preceded by a 
hundred pipers, the Prince made his state entry into Carlisle on 
Monday, November 18, mounted on a white charger, Few and faint 
were the acclamations that greeted him. It was not a repetition, 
only a dull imitation, of the state entry into Edinburgh. There, 
indeed, he was hailed as the saviour Prince, come to break the 
foreign yoke fom the necks of the oppressed. The people of 
Carlisle did not crowd round his stirrups to drench his feet with their 
tears of love and rapture. They were, apparently, unaware of their 
chains and their need of a champion in this royal knight-errant. 
‘They stood, for the most part, silent and sullen. When they cheered, 
it was only out of admiration for a pageant, such as the British 
popalace always loves. Here and there there may have been a cry 
of kindly weleome for the handsome young face, so bright with 
gladness at the sight of the first English town retumed to its forsworn 
allegiance ; and many fair faces smiled down from the windows upon 
Prince Charlie, of ladies whose lords were arming to meet him in 
battle ¢ owtrence, 

‘The Prince and his army entered by the English gate, now 
vanished with the citadel and its low round towers, The ancient 
city walls, built of squared stone, and supported on the south and 
east by many creeper-clad buttresses, had several flights of steps 
leading to the top, upon which, and upon the walls themselves, the 
people stood and stared in stolid wonder. 

‘The city did not present a very impressive appearance to the 
Prince, who had lately dwelt in the most picturesque of northern 
capitals, and who had been brought up in stately Rome. Its danger- 
ous position before the Union had led architects and enginests to 
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mer. 
study strength rather than beanty in its building. A few goc S 
id sprang wy voce tit on eee 
Border foray, and sleep with a tolerable amount of security a 
waking in the morning to find St ee eS ee 
charred ; but almost all the dwellings were wretchedly poor, 
worl cys sd the peed me abo an ht 
have been expected in a city of wealthy England. 

“The gable ends of the Hower onted te ates with ay 
windows,” says Hutchinson. Projecting porches and clumsy oaken 
oous, fasteded together sth lange wobtlen pine’ earrceh sade anew 
with the gables, The strects were badly paved, and the gutters, or 
rather trenches, on each side, so wide and deep that small bridges 
were in many parts placed over them for the convenience of 
passengers. Thesc gutters were the reservoirs of all kinds of filth, 
which, when a sudden heavy rain happened, by stopping the conduit 
of the bridges, inundated the streets, so as to render them im- 
passable on foot.” The better houses were only two storeys high, 
and the upper room, Roos CRN I 
‘beneath. 


‘Under the Gothic gateway and down Bngllsh Steen thoyitaetan 
amid the merry clangour of bells and pipes, until they came to the 
large white house on the west side of the street, which the Prince had 
chosen for his headquarters. It was the property of Mr. Highmore, 
and in older days was known as the “Earl's Inn." Tt was a.com. 
fortable enough residence for a wandering prince, though not of 
palatial dimensions. It stood back from the street, which here 
widened, as at the present day, into a piazza-like space. The entrance 
was by an archway in the middle, and the carriage-drive led into a 
large, old-fashioned garden, that spread its snow-covered Jawn as far 
back as Blackfriars Street. Little more than the foundations of this 
house stand now ; Barwise’s Court and the business premises of 
Robinson Brothers have been built upon them. 

Mr. Highmore received more than barren honour from this 
royal visit. His liberal, if unsolicited, tenant paid him twenty guirseas 
for his four days' lodging, and not only forebore a prince's and a 
conqueror’s right to requisition board at his subjects" cost, but treated 
Mr. and Mrs. Highmore as his guests, giving orders that their table 
should be supplied at the charge of his own royal purse. 

Some of his staff were quartered in a quaint old house in English 
Street, standing on the ground now occupied by the City and 
District Bank ; almost the only gentleman's house in Carlisle, outside 
the Close, which dated antecedently to the Great Rebellion. Tt was 
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peaked and pointed with red gables, and had many casemonts, and a 
stone balcony overhanging the street. It belonged then to Mr, 
Lowther, a distant connection of the Lonsdale family. 

‘The bells rang on so long that the unwilling and weary ringers 
were kept at their work only by two or three armed Highlanders 
standing on guard. Neither bishop, dean, nor prebend were at hand 
to listen ; all had discreetly withdrawn save a few minor canons, who 
waited anxiously fo see whether the popish Prince would be satisfied 
with their usual matins and evensong, so long as his father’s name 
was substituted for “ King George's," or would send his chaplains to 
sing High Mass in the red Gothic choir, 

‘The Prince commanded the clergy to pray publicly for King 
James. The clergy, directed by a mandate from Rose Castle, 
refused. Charles, as Regent, exercised his prerogative by declaring 
the see vacant, and nominated for its bishop one of his own followers, 
the Reverend Thomas Cappoch, a Lancashire man and a student, 
who was duly installed in the Cathedral, 

Mounscy, the historian of the occupation, endeavours to throw 
doubt upon this incident, on the ground that it is never mentioned 
im the voluminous correspondence between Dr. Waugh, absentee 
chancellor of the diocese, and his curate, who remained in Carlisle, 
whereas “so outrageous an act of indecency must have excited the 
strongest indignation in every member of the Church. . . . We may 
therefore acquit the Prince of it, and safely conclude that it was 
nothing more than the impudent assumption of Cappoch himself, 
who, having forged his letters of orders, was quite equal to the 
forgery of his episcopal title also." 

‘These assertions carry no weight whatever. Many acts of the 
Prince, such as the taking of Carlisle, the proclamation of his father 
as King of England, and the command that he should be prayed 
for, his own Regency, must all have seemed “outrageous acts of 
indecency,” yet they were veritable facts. The nomination of a bishop 
to fill the see vacated by disobedience of a Church official to that 
(Church's supreme head—according to the precedent of his prede- 
cessors Henry VIII. and Elizabeth, firmly and Jawfully established, 
however unlawfully scized—was absolutely necessary for the dignity 
of the royal prerogative and the maintenance of the conqueror’s 
prestige. It is never supposed that Cappoch was consecrated, and 
s0 exercived the functions of a bishop. There was no time for con- 
seerating bishops just then, nor were the necessary legal appliances 
at hand. The installation, no doubt, was purely formal, and the rest 
was deferred until King James's government should be established at 

se 


matter of 
clemency to the vanquished or kindness toa friend; but he was 
extremely particular to exact all due deference to the royal preroga- 
tive of which he was custodian. He would never have allowed the 
‘slight to his father and to his own royal mandate to pass without due 
rebuke, 


Cappoch's bishopric was fact enough to cost him his life, being 
brought in evidence against him at his trial. THe was very young, and 
very brave, and very merry ; “a great favourite with the rebels," says the 
witness for the Crown ; extremely popular at Carlisle Castle, Being 
a Lancashire man, he probably came from Manchester to join the 
Prince at Carlisle ; though the Crown witness deposed that he 
joined the “rebels” only at Manchester ; contradicting himself, how- 
ever, by stating later that “Mr. Hamilton, the Pretender's governor 
of the castle of Carlisle, made him a bishop, and this was done by 
the order of the young Pretender soon after the city of Carlisle sur- 
rendered to the rebels.” The alleged forgery of his letter of orders 
is something like an “impudent assumption” of Mr. Mounsey’s, 
who gives no authority whatever for his charge. It is contrary to all 
probability that gentlemen of the loftiest honour, like Captain 
Hamilton and Colonel Francis Townley, of the Manchester regiment, 
should have. made a favourite and employed as chaplain a person 
who falscly represented himself as a clergyman of the Church 
of England. 

On the evening of his entry into Carlisle, the Prince held such a 
drawing-room as could be mustered. There were lords and chiefs, 
and gallant young officers in abundance, a sprinkling of pricsts and 
nonconforming clergy, and two or three wives of Cathedral digni- 
taries, who risked their absent lords’ wrath to come and kiss the 
hand of the young Prince Regent. It was not like the memorable 
court at Holyrood, He himself had little leisure for the lighter 
duties of royalty. He was burning to march southwards, and was 
more eager discussing that move with his officers than making pretty 
speeches to women. 

‘The dispute between Lord George Murray and the Duke of Perth 
—if dispute it could be called, one of the parties being so chivalrous 
and unselfish—waxed more bitter over the neat step to be taken. 
Lord George was still for prudence and waiting for French help. 
‘The Prince as always, was for going on, and the Duke of Perth was 
with him. 

Disturbing news arrived from Scotland. The troops from 











instinct bade him push on towards London as fast as possible, before 
the gathering clouds should meet and burst over his head, 

‘He had his way for the last time. On Friday morning, Novem- 
ber 22, he marched out of Carlisle at the head of his troops. There 
must be no looking back for this royal pilgrim on the way to the 
Promised Land. He would conquer or he would die. Brave, eager 
and resolute, he marched out on foot in Highland dress, strong in 
faith and hope, in spite of broken promises, To go on was victory, 
‘to retreat was ruin. 

‘They were all right—the Prince who ruled by instinct and the 
generals who wished to rule by reason. According to all calculation, 
it was madness to go on. Every probability was against success, All 
rales of ordinary warfare forbade such recklessness, such lavish risk 
of life. But this was altogether so unparalleled an exploit that no 
‘ordinary calculations applied to it. All historians agree that had 
‘Charles had his own way to the end, and marched to London, King 
James would have been crowned at Westminster. 

‘He left a garrison of about one hundred men in charge of the 
‘city and castle. This little army of occupation behaved in the most 

manner. There was neither pillage nor affray to lay to the 
charge of the wild Highlanders, for whom, at home, foray and raid 
were as the very air they breathed. Yet the youths of Carlisle 
frequently attacked the soldiers of the garrison when they caught 
them at a disadvantage, and captured some of them, whom they 
despatched to be dealt with by Marshal Wade at Newcastle. Then 
‘Captain Hamilton, the governor of the Castle, was compelled to use 
repressive measures, and threatencd military execution, though 
nothing of the sort was attempted. The governor of the city, Sir 
John Arbuthnot, made himself very popular with the hostile citizens, 
and became so friendly with Mr. Birkett, one of the Cathedral clergy, 
that the loyalty of that sociable cleric fell under the suspicion of his 
diocesan, and of the more savage Duke of Cumberland. 

On the morning of December rq the Princeand his army retumed, 
disheartened and demoralised. Yet they had met with no defeat, 
Manchester had welcomed her native Prince with open arms, and rung 
her bells, and fired her few de joie, ‘They had marched to Derby one 
hundred and twelve miles from London, At the news of their 


itating whither ic wens pouch acy Gee clare f 
‘The Elector himself no longer said, “Poh ! don’t talk 


Rete meutgeper sean serviceable disguise 

of “loyal opposition,” and openly exulted in the prospect of a Re= 
storation. Three great armies, under famous generals, were ad- 
vancing to crush the Prince and his handful of Highlanders, yet 
right through their midst he passed unscathed, coming down from 
the northern mountains like the he-goat of Daniel’s vision, whose 
fect touched not the ground for swiftness, At Clifton he defeated 
their outposts, But timorous counsels prevailed, and the | n 
chiefs led the poor Prince back, as Fergus Melvar said, “like a dog 
in a string.” 

They remained in Carlisle only until the following morning, the 
aoth, when the Prince had the men drawn up in array, thanked 
them for their loyalty, and promised to relieve as soon as possible 
the small gartison he must leave behind to secure the retreat of the 
main body, ‘They saw him and his troops depart through the 
Scotch Gate, and cross the bridge on their way to their beloved 
land, whither //ey were never to return.” 

‘The former garrison was now reinforced by the Manchester 
regiment, those two hundred good men and true who had enlisted 
under the standard when the Prince entered the loyal city of Man- 
chester, They were officered by enthusiastic gentlemen of Lanca~ 
shire, under the command of Francis ‘Townley, almost the only 
English gentleman who had dared to redeem those fair promises 
upon which the Prince had relied when he put fate to the touch 
and flung himself upon thcir faith, The men were now disheartened 
by retreat, and reluctant to march into Scotland; and Colonel 
Townley volunteered for that post of danger, the almost certain 
sacrifice to the first, keenest hunger of vengeance. With them were 
included in the regiment about 270 Highlanders and Lowland Scots, 
four French officers, and a few privates of Lally’s regiment. 

Cappoch, the bishop, had marched with the Prince to Derby, 
and back with him to Carlisle. He preached many sermons, 
and read prayers with a hanger by his side, acting as chaplain to 
the Manchester regiment, with whom he was left by the Prince in 
Carlisle. 

The main army crossed the Esk at Longtown, by the ford 
that was out of Young Lochinvar’s way, The Highlanders, as it 
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happened, had swimming, too, to do, for the Esk was swollen, “and 
ford there was none” to speak of. Some girls who followed them 
were washed away by the torrent. ‘The Prince himself saved one of 
othe men as he was whirled past his horse, catching him by the hair, 
‘There were at once two thousand of them in the river, They 
stemmed the force of the stream, holding each other by their necks ; 
landed safely, their numbers complete, and danced reels until they 
were dry, while the pipers played, 

‘The enemy followed close on the Prince's heels. On the 2rst 
the Duke of Cumberland arived and invested the city. “The 
rebel garrison,” says a county historian, strongly prepossessed on 
‘the Hanoverian side, “appeared to be animated with a great share of 
courage and fidelity to their Prince, and were obstinately resolved 
to defend the city.” The duke narrowly escaped one of their 
cannon-balls. What a vast change in history that hair's-breadth made | 
Not until the goth, after suffering a succession of perfect earth- 
quake shocks from the Hanoverian artillery, did the valiant little 
gartison surrender, 

‘On a small buttress of the cross rampart dividing the outer and 
inner wards of Carlisle Castle, there is an interesting relic of the 
Jacobite occupation ; letters carved by some Highland soldier thus— 

RCS. 
LR 1745. 
(Prince Charles Stuart : James Rex. 1745.) 


A lane leading out of English Street, bearing the name of “ High- 
land Laddie Row,” also commemorates those brave days of old, 

‘Then fell all the horror of vengeance that a terrified government 
‘was swift to take upon those who had defied it, now they were in 
its power. In grim contrast with the clemency and generosity 
with which the citizens were treated by the Prince and the Duke of 
Perth, was the ferocity with which Cumberland punished them for 
having given up the city to his rival. He reserved them, he said, to 
‘await his Majesty's pleasure. He imprisoned the garrison in Carlisle 
‘Cathedral, to the just annoyance of the clergy, and the discomfort, 
‘even danger, of their future congregations ; for Highlanders, with all 
omestic comforts and conveniences at hand, and the fresh air of 
their hills around them, are not as cleanly as they are brave, and here 
they were penned like sheep for slaughter; and the Cathedral 
required fumigation with tar and sulphur after their removal. 

On January roth the prisoners were sent to London and else- 
where for trial. It is not related what was the meed of the valiant 


‘Som, but a mever-to-be-beaten 





A: SS pS ae 
mayor, Mr. Pattison, who, though he boasted himself no traitorous ma sir 





To April came Culloden, and blood ran like rivers over Scot- 
Jand and England ; scourge, sword, and firebrand carried ruin and 
devastation before them. Let us, who are so proud to be English, 
who have shuddered over the stories of the Black Hole of Cal- 
cutta, over Neapolitan prisons and Siberian mines ; who rose in 
righteous wrath to chastise the Austrian woman-flogger ; who Tage 
still over Bulgarian and Armenian atrocities—let us at least fe 
member, to our small credit, that the horrors of Culloden and 
Carlisle were instigated by no English prince, though he bore an 
English title. He won for himself a title, to which his right has 
never been disputed, that will never fall into abeyance—the Butcher 
of Cumberland, who made one vast slaughter-house of fair Scotland. 

The trial in London of the Carlisle prisoners did not take place 
until July. Townley and Hamilton were executed with others at 
Kennington ; one, Samuel Maddock, saving his own life by turning 
king's evidence against them. Townley’s head was one of those placed 
over Temple Bar, “Some years afterwards, through the instru- 
mentality of an optician, who used to let out glasses to people 
desirous of viewing the heads on Temple Bar, the skull of Colonel 


‘fownley WS obtained by his relatives, and is now in possession 
of them under a glass case,”! 


\ Mounsey's History of the Occupation of Carlisley 8745+ 


and truly past, 

At pike Laer pa of the prisoners who had 

‘been carried to Lancaster were sent back to Carlisle for trial. Later 

there arrived, like droves of starving cattle, the prisoners from Cul- 

loden, who increased their number to 385. In those two grim 
dungeons of Carlisle Castle they were herded like negroes in the 
hold of a slave-ship, The dungeons are built in the thick east wall 
of the keep, with narrow, double-locked doors bound with iron, 

‘To-day we may stand there and recall the ghastly scene: “chief and 

vassal, lord and yeoman,” crushed into the dank darkness, Pierced 

jin the thick wall at one end of the larger cell is a small round 

‘aperture, to which one summer day the choking prisoners crowded 

that they might breathe, and thus stopped the tiny channel of air, 

so that many of those left on the floor behind died of suffocation. 

‘The opening for ventilation in the inner cell is still smaller. We 

‘are shown the iron fastenings in the walls to which the condemned 

‘Highlanders were manacied, alternately face or back to the wall, that 

‘they might less easily communicate with one another, 

_ Had all the prisoncrs been condemned to suffer the ghastly 
penalty of the laws against high treason, the nation would have been 

_Burfelted of blood, and remembering St. Bartholomew and Smithfield, 
would have risen in disgust against a government guilty of such a 
“massacre. The accused, therefore, were bidden to cast lots so that 
DNs stage of suck un srengenes stand trial. Many 
_ refused to take advantage of such an arrangement, preferring to await 

e issue of a fairtrial. A hundred and thirty-three were arraigned 

4 ber 9 ; the trials followed upon the rath and succeeding 
days. In the list of those against whom the grand jury found bills 
was Thomas Cappoch, described as “ Thomas Cappoch, 

the bishop”; known also to the citizens as “the rebel bishop,” and 

‘the mock bishop," the latter term referring to the fountain of his 
honour, who himself was styled by a similarly opprobrious epithet. 

_ “No repoit has been kept of any of the trials, except that of 
“Thomas Cappoch,” says Mounscy, who frankly adds, “and that is 
| -obriously the work of a fierce partisan, and breathes in every line of 
it the spirit of hostility to the prisoner. ‘There could be no doubt 
| of hhis guilt, nor any difficulty in proving it, for he had marched with 
the insurgents from Derby to Carlisle, quartered himself in Dr, 
‘Wangh’s house, and mounted guard on the walls during the siege” 








———— 





of the prisoners, and to prevent the Royal mercy reaching them. No 
doubt Cappoch and his fellow prisoners used language in regard to 
their conduct that sounded provokingly in the ears of the loyal:people 
of Carlisle ; and it might be politic, or at least conceived to be so, to 
talk loudly and violently against them.” 

Several of the prisoners tried to save themselves on the plea of 
compulsion, and in some cases the plea availed ; but cut of the 133 
tried at Carlisle only eleven were recommended to mercy, and thirty- 
six acquitted. A young Scottish gentleman obtained delay on plea 
of being a peeras Baron of Mordington. ‘The two young brothers 
of Mr. Francis Buchanan, of Arnprior, were let off because of their 
extreme youth, their elder brother haying exercised over them an 
influence which almost amounted to force. Some got off as French 
subjects. 

On Monday, September 22, ninety-three condemned were brought 
up to the bar for sentence, amongst them being “Cappoch, the 
bishop," and that Major Macdonald who is supposed to have been 
the original of Vich Ian Vohr. His sister was staying with Mrs. 
Warwick, of Warwick Hall, while his fate was pending. Some 
were sentenced to exile; many to slavery in the American plan- 
tations ; the others to that awful death, with mutilation worse than 
death, which to hear described by calm judicial lips might well 
have paled the boldest check and chilled the stoutest heart. They 
nearly all heard their sentence with great courage, the brave and 
loyal gentlemen, the gallant chiefs and their simple clansmen, who 
had known no law but their will, One poor boy, Brand, eried. 
Bishop Cappoch, who stood next to him, turned angrily upon bim, 
saying : “What the devil are you afraid of? We shan’t be tried by 
a Cumberland jury in the next world.” Macdonald of Kinloch- 
Moidart, touchingly pleaded the impossibility of holding out against 
the personal fascination of the Prince. “Lord, man!” he exclaimed, 
“what could I do when the young lad came to my house?" 

Mr. Buchanan, of Amprior, patient and gentle, prepared for 
death. His was one of those many beautiful characters whom the 
attraction of a high heroic duty had ever drawn to the Stuart 
standard, such as the Falklands and Montroses, the Dundees, Der- 
wentwaters, Lochicls, and Perths. He won the admiration of the 
Whig clergyman who attended him by the sweetness of his 
and the unruffled fortitude and calmness he displayed, “If 1 have 
offended any," he said, “I camestly beg that they will forgive me; 





argive all the world!” By two hours’ delay his 
been spared to earth. ‘Two hours after his 
‘reprieve arrived fram the government. 
Of Cappoch, it is stated by a gentleman who visited him, “I 
rth eye where I found the young gentleman [Cappoch] 
“at his devotions. After he rose from prayers, I told him after what 
-manner he was reflected on in the papers. ‘Sir,’ says he, * I'm no 
stranger to such calumnies. 1 see the views of my adversaries, "Tis 
in order to exclude me from the king’s mercy and clemency, Some,! 
‘says be, ‘by a gift peculiar to themselves, can discern objects where 
they are not, and some can see and hear things that were never seen 
norheard.’ He added, ‘Sir, acquaint the world I've a just sense of my 
present unhappy circumstances, I'm patient and resigned under my 
waledontanes, and I thank God I can freely forgive my enemies.” 
~ Though he was resigned, he had yery nearly succeeded escap- 
ing. He and six of his fellow prisoners had sawed off their irons 
‘with an instrument prepared by 2 new metl “They laid a silk 
handkerchief single over the mouth of a drinking-glass and tied it 
hard at the bottom, then struck the end of a case-knife on the brim 
‘of the glass thus covered to prevent noise, till it became a saw. 
With such knives they cut their irons, and when the teeth were 
‘blunt, they had recourse to the glass to renew the sharpness. A 
knife will not cut a handkerchief when struck upon it in this manner,” 
(Bohn. See Gentleman's Magacine, 1746, p. §55-) 
On Saturday, October 18, Cappoch, with Kinloch-Moidart, Major 
“Macdonald, Mr, Buchanan, and five others, were taken from the Castle 
to be executed at the Gallows Hill of Harraby—the Haribee of 
‘William of Deloraine—a mile south of Carlisle, a place fatal to the 
| Scotch from remote antiquity, They were compelled to pass under 
oe Gate, already decorated with the bleeding heads of their 
who had been executed at Kennington ; Cappoch’s dear 
, Hamilton, the governor, amongst them. One and all died 
a their unshaken conviction in the justice of their cause. 
ee is taid to have read a sermon to the rest,” says Mounsey, 
“and when finished, to have flung it to the crowd, but the sheriff 
‘seized it. ‘The pamphlet published as ‘The Rebel Bishop's Speech’ 
Susly the work of some other person, They then engaged 
y in prayer, and gave the signal. The hurdles drew off, and 
performed his duty." This was William Stour, of 
‘Hexham, who did the sickening work for twenty guineas and the 
sites. ‘They were, of course, half hanged, taken down 
‘while alive, their bowels torn out and burnt before their eyes, theit 
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‘treads cut off, and their bodies divided in four quarters. “The remains 
‘of Cappoch and two others were buried on the spot; the bodies of 
the rest were interred in the churchyard at Carlisle.” = 
‘The heads of the Highland victims were placed over the Scotch 
Gate, where they remained for many years, “A Highland regiment 
in after times,” Mounsey tells us, “is said to have been halted on the 
sands without the gate, in order to avoid marching under those 
revolting mementos ;" and “Carlisle Yetts,” though they have dis- 
appeared before the advances of modern improvements, survive in 
ae ‘White was the rose in bis gay bonnet, 
‘As he faulded me in his broached 
Tis hand which clasped the truth of luve, 
it was aye in battle readic. 
Tis lang, lang haic in yellow hanks 
‘Waved o'er his checks, so sweet and ruddie + 
But now they wave o'er Carlisle Yetts, 
In dripping ringlets, elotting boodie. 
‘When first I came ty merrie Carlisle, 
Was ne'er a town sae sweetly seeming ; 
‘The white rose flaunted owre the wall, 
‘The thristled banners far were streaming. 


When I came next by merrie Carlisle, 
sai, sad scemed the town eerie 5 
‘The anid, aul men came out and wept— 


+O, maiden, come ye to seek your dearie?™ 


“The head of one of the rebels,” says Jefferson, “was mounted 
onalong pole and placed on the citadel, where it continued for 
many years, a hideous object bleaching in the sun, . . . Within this 
skull a wren built her nest, obtaining ingress and egress through one 
‘of the eye-holes,” 

Brampton was given its share of the tragedy, as it had shared the 
glory. Lest the people's hearts there should yearn after the gallant 
young Prince who had made his home among them, six of the eon- 
demned prisoners of Carlisle were sent to Brampton to be executed 
on September 19. They were hanged on the Capon ‘Tree, an oak 
many hundreds of years old, of which no trace but a stump remains: 
alonely spot between Brampton and Talkin Tarn, where a sandy 
lane joins the high paved road along which they had marched so 
merrily with their Prince. Before their dying eyes, across the broad 
plain, the free Scottish hills stretched to the horizon. For many 


years after, their spirits were said to flit about the Capon Tree with 
airy ropes round their necks, 








‘With the last batch of victims suffered Sir Archibald Primrose, of 
Dunipace. He had pleaded “Not guilty,” but retracted the plea, 
and is said to have had the strongest assurance that his life would be 
spared. He indulged the vain hope up to the last. His wife was 
Lady Mary Primrose, daughter of Archibald, first Earl of Rosebery, 
who had been gentleman of the bedchamber to Prince George of 
Denmark, Queen Anne's husband. The second earl, Lady Mary's 
brother, had married a daughter of the Duke of Argyll, so there was 
much family interest with the victorious government to encourage 
such a hope. Lady Mary remained with her husband till the mom- 
ing of his execution ; “but the trial was beyond her strength,” says 
Mounsey. “In one short year she witnessed the death of four of 
ber children and the execution of her husband. Bereft and broken- 
bearted, she died within a month aferwards ;” else we might have 
been pleased to find her in the Lady Primrose who sheltered Flora 
Macdonald after her captivity in the Tower, and so many other 
Jacobites in difficulties ; among them the Prince himself, when he 
Visited London in 1750. 

‘This closing scene of the Carlisle tragedy was enacted on Novem- 
ber 16, 1746, to commemorate, with cruel vindictiveness, the surrender 
of the city to the Prince on November 16, 1745. Ten others 
suffered with Sir Archibald Primrose. 

‘The son of Major Macdonald was kindly sheltered by Mr, 
Warwick, of Warwick, and educated for the Church, but died young. 
‘The major’s broadsword is said to be preserved at Corby Castle, but 
hhow it came there Mr. Mounscy finds it difficult to explain, for he 
‘was taken at Falkirk, where he gave up his sword and pistol to Lord 
Robert Kerr, It may, nevertheless, very well have found its way, 
with other relies, to the hands of those likely to prize it more highly 
than a descendant of the Dutch Schomberg. 

“Thus was extinguished”—in a rain of blood, with a hiss of 
agony—“ the torch which once shook itself over Britain with such 
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choral epilogues, which so accurately reflect the two currents of 
old-fashioned Aschylean faith, and the new-fangled 
doubt—which rule as strongly in the Paris of to-day as 
they did in philosophic Athens, On the other hand, the play is full 
of blind determinism. It was considered inevitable that CEdipus 
should kill Laius, and the pathos consisted in the entanglement of a 
strong man in the meshes of fate. From our point of view the pathos 
consists in the sight of a fine man coming to utter shipwreck owing 
to one flaw in his character. CEdipus was free agent, but he was 
cursed with a ficry impetuosity, which makes him rise in arms under 
provocation, and kill his aggressor ; and this was the root of all his 
troubles. Dismal and fearful is the punishment of this weak point 
in his nature = 
‘Love by harsh evidence 
‘Thrown from its eminence, 
Even God's providence 
Seeming estranged. 
‘The three sonorous thumps on the floor of the stage were repeated 
by an unseen hand, and the curtain rose, On the left stood the 
temple in perspective ; in the background rose the palace ; and in the 
open foreground some altars had been erected. The low-lying 
houses grouped round the acropolis of Thebes were dimly seen in 
the grey distance, between the palace and the temple. At this part 
Of the stage the steps, up which Teiresias and the shepherds came, 
Gescended towards the city bencath. Lastly, some poplars stood 
found the temple, pillars of blackness against the rising sun. The 
women of Thebes are cither kneeling in silent prayer or crouching 
round the altars and on the steps of the temple, a look of fixed 
espair on their faces. For a pestilence has been creeping into the 
homes of Thebes ; the insidious blue haze has welled up from the 
Bacctian swamps to enshroud the city, and the fathers and mothers 
ave been struck down with the children, ‘The soldiers in their 
Helmets mingle with the peasants, who are picturesquely clad in 
feathern shirts, their hats on their backs, and their legs, from knee to 
‘ankle, bound round in those leathem thongs which are still charac- 
teristic of the shepherds of Spain. ‘The elders of the city wear 
akin to togas, half covered hy white cloaks. Down the 
‘steps of the palace comes the king, followed by the queenly Jocasta, 
‘and the chorus raise imploring hands to heaven, while he prays that 
the answer of the oracle may reveal the means of expelling the 


plague : 


Fais qu’elle nous raméne, O Phebus, roi des ciewx, 
Le bonheur, 
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he takes! Throughout the speech his voice rings out louder and 
onder, till it culminates in the great trumpet-call— 


‘Comme ws fda vivant chases Ie ¢riminal. 


‘Then in calmer, lower tones he resumes, “ Faites, donc, O Thébains, 
tout ce que je prociame,” and descends the steps. Meanwhile, 
‘Teiresias, the seer, has been sent for, and a burst of anapssstic music 
‘pow signals his approach, With a boy at his side to guide him, he 
‘appears laboriously mounting the winding path. His sightless eye- 
balls, his bowed form, and long white beard are enough to point him 
out as the historic seer. He is clothed in white, and a white hood 
covers his head. His answers are at first given in a low, reluctant 
‘oice ; but when his obstinate refusal to be more explicit is construed 
into a sign of treachery to Thebes, and of contempt for the perish- 
ing Thebans, then at last he speaks in the tones of a Hebrew 
prophet, a Micaiah denouncing Agag, and his voice thrills with sup- 
pressed excitement as he hurls the thunderbolt : “ C’est toi le fiéau 
qui souille mon pays.” Observe that “mon” ; the patriot as well as 
the prophet speaks. The accusation produces nothing but pure in- 
<redulity, and even the priests stand by the king as he thunders out— 

Si je m'avals pitlé de ta folle vicillesse, 

‘Tu connaitrais déja ce que vaut ta science. 

But when the prophet mutters that the king is blind to his awful 
Prsition, the people turn their backs on the king, the women raise 
thelx hands in supplication to Apollo, and then bow their heads ; 
‘while the insulted prophet gives full vent to his” feelings, casts in the 
King’s teeth his “detestable marriage,” and with rugged eloquence 
pictures his misery and exults over it : 

Qoels antres, quels rochers, quel Cithéron stuvage 
Ne retentiront pas de tes cris! Quel rivage! 

Notice the power of the French version. Lastly, when, leaning 
@nce more on his boy, he turns to go, he levels this enigma at the 
Bing— Ce Jour te verm naftre et mourir tout ensemble, 


‘To the hideous charge of parricide, the ghastly imputations on 
his marriage, and the prophecy of a life of misery, CEdipus listens 
with a calm Aazéewr, merely turning to the coryphsus, as if to appeal 
from madness to common sense ; and finally, nothing daunted, he 

ands by a pillar of the temple, “every inch a king,” to watch the 
dreamer of dreams disappear down the path. But then his strong 
‘will ceases to support this assumption of indifference ; the words of 
‘Teiresins have struck home ; and the wound, scarcely noticed in the 
VOL, COLKXXI. NO. 1988. ° 





= 








“ Edie Tyranne.” 193 


Adice, done! je te voit, 
© lumitre des eieux, pour la demitre fis, 


and rushes into the palace to accomplish his design. The great 
mdoes finds expression in music. Amid the solemn throb of the 
Wioloncellos, the clarionet begins the mournful strain, and the 
melancholy violins continue it, The chorus hide their faces, and 
then stretch out their hands in pity to the palace, 

In the last act, we ste the messengers standing on the steps to 
announce the tragedy that has taken place within the palace. The 
queen has stabbed herself. CZdipus has torn out his eyes, Then, 
while the double basses play a funeral dirge, the chorus advance 
‘very slowly, step by step, and, having reached the top of the stairs, 
peer eagerly into the darkness of the palace. They see CEdipus 
‘coming, and turn away with a shudder, and tremble again when he 
removes the mantle from his face and lets the bleeding sockets of 
his eyes be seen. Clad in a plain white robe, he gropes his way 
Gown the steps, and with outstretched arms, cries in a loud and 
lamentable voice 

Hélss} Hélas t Hélas! 
But his old yehemence revives, as he curses the man who would 
not let him die in the wilderness. 
‘Vat puisses-ts périr, toi qui, dans les forets, 
Détachas de mes pieds la sanglante laniére 1 


He throws off his robe, and stands in his chiton alone. The cory- 
phmus, in pity, embraces him, anda great silence follows, Most mag- 
nificently does M. Mounet Sully render the next great speech of 
the king’s, with its rapid transitions from vehemence to misery. 
When the coryphieus suggests that suicide is better than a life of 
blindness, CEdipus bursts out with his old impetuosity, won't 
listen to either blame or advice." But the words are no sooner out 
Of his mouth than he feels about for a human hand, and touching 
his friendly counsellor, clutches his arm as though he would never 
Tet it go. Then the old vehemence returns again, and he cries 
out— 

0 Cithéron, pourquoi 

Ne mias-tu pas tué sur tes Spres sommets | 


Bat this mood as quickly passes off, and kneeling down, with his head 
in his hands, he recalls, in 2 quict, pathetic voice, the old home in 
Corinth, and the kind foster-father. ‘Then, in a lightning-flash, 
Gomes the memory of his exile, and that mecting of the three 
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‘come toads, “which drank the blood of my father shed by me.” 
‘Re cammot endure the nightmare. 
‘Sur un boed solitaire cacher-evol ! Tuee-moi ! 

be coies, and dashes towands the steps. He trips up, falls, and 
lowly cscs again. Then the maidens advance, and kneeling by his 
ae comforthim. And now Creon enters, and stands by the pillar, 
sect ad poowed, while CEdipus makes one humble petition—that he 
sump be slowed to embrace his two children. They come in, and 
wepap te bie Enecling down, and putting an arm round each, he 
=p & = bake voice, ~ Soyer beureuses,” and feels their hair, and 
Ses ee eee, i be és forcibly separated from them. The same 
sede comic is agin beard, amd an attendant slave leads him 


lwp ewes, while all the shepherds Encel. What must it be to 
ame M Sally = Keg ier! 


W. AL FOX. 
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CISSA'S CITY 
AND ROUND ABOUT IT. 


ITHIN the memory of thousands of persons who are still in 

the land of the living, Western Sussex was an absolute 

terra incognita even to those, who lived within a dozen miles of it, 
Before the era of macadamised highways and of railways, when the 
far-famed Sussex mud successfully precluded anything like pedestrian 
and cycling pursuits, the practical inaccessibility of the Jocality might 
have been summed up in that sharp retort of a certain fashionable 
London belle when invited by her country cousins to pay them a 
visi. ‘Ask me there |” she. replied as she darted a withering look 
of scom ; “you might as well ask me to the moon; and, besides, it 
leads to Nowhere.” The ever-increasing tide of visitors to the South 
of England during recent years has, of course, led to a wider 
acquaintance with this secluded region ; but even now it would be 
no exaggeration to say that it is just a little out of the beaten track, 
and that few pedestrians, even of the thorough-going order, ever 
trouble themselves to explore its recesses. On a fine, clear day the 
eye of the wanderer on the South Downs—that, gentle range of 
grassy hills which extends for many a mile along the Sussex sea- 
board—muay descry afar off a tall spire, beneath which has nestled, 
aye this twelve centuries and more, the episcopal city of Chichester— 
the star, a3 we may term it not inaptly, of Westera Sussex. To 
persons of a reficctive turn of mind, or possessed of antiquarian 
tastes, Chichester is not an uninviting spot. Of course, the visitor 
finds the place itself what is commonly called dull even at the best 
of times, yet for all that Chichester is so rich. in landmarks of the 
ages which are so distant and so different from our own that he 
finds it well worth his while to pause, even but for a brief space, 
in order, if haply he can, to summon from the ample portfolio of 
its past history some of the men and events of which it was once 
the scene, especially in days such as these, when, «is one has said, 
a fastidious curiosity, satiated, i it would seem, with the rich indigestible 
Gclicacica of the present, is turning with zest ond avidity to the potted 
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Boskam was presided over by a Christian of high descent named 
‘Dicul, bat it was not he who can be regarded in any real sense as 
the apostle par excellence of Sussex. That honour must be accorded 
to the celebrated Wilfrith, Lord Archbishop of York. We cannot 
parrate at length the circumstances which brought this prelate from 
a home in the North to an exile in the South. It must suffice to my 
that in the seventh century Wilfrith sought a refuge in the royal villa 
of Afthelwealh, King of the South Saxons, which was situated on 
what we now call Selsey Bill. 

‘The intelligent youth af this country, trained under the national 
system of elementary education, are credited by a vulgar error with a 
knowledge of everything. Asa consequence of this it is generally found 
that they know nothing, and when, as often happens, what are con- 
sidered as the most forward in the geography of their native land are 

respecting the position of Selsey and the meaning of the 
word, they stand abashed and dumb. It would be going too far to sup- 
pose that the majority of adults would fare any better on being similarly 
tackled, and they will pardon us when we remind them of the fact 
that Selsey constitutes the south-westerly projection of Sussex, that 
the small village which does duty as its capital signifies, according 
to the Venerable Bede, “the Isle of Seals,” and that the spot where 
the island terminates is called Selsey Bill, possibly from its supposed 
resemblance to a bill-hook, Can it be true, we hear some say, that 
seals once made this wave-beat shore their home? Even so. Once 
tpon a time, which is only another way of saying nobody knows 
when, seals thereabouts gambolled the live-long day, and were as 
plentiful as blackberries are in the hedges nowadays. ‘The public 
taste throughout Sussex, if we may believe the monastic chroniclers 
at this remote period of its history, sorely needed what Mrs. 
Jarley, of waxwork celebrity, called “improving,” or, as we should 
‘Say, evangelising, and it will occasion no surprise to any to learn 
that the desolate spot was soon graced by a monastery. Sclsey 
to-day is an uninviting tract enough, but what it must have been in 
Anglo-Saxon days we can only faintly imagine. ‘The splash of the 
seal and the cry of the sea gull alone woke the slumbering echoes. 
To make a long story short, Wilfrith got a grant from his patron of 
Selsey, which then contained cighty-seven families and two hundred 
staves of both sexes, whose manumission he procured, to his honour 
be it said, by submitting them to the ordinance of baptism. 
© Wilfrith, of course, converted Selsey into a bishopric, and erected 
{his ca¥itpa, or stool, in a church which was reared in honour of 
Saint Peter, most probably in remembrance of his more splendid 
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missive, indited at Amberley Castle, where Bishop Rede was then 
residing, concluded with threats of the greater excommunication 
upon the offenders with “cross upraised, bells ringing, and candles 
lighted” in every church in the deanery ! 

It is to be hoped that these offending “sons of damnation" were 
not among the vicars and rectors in the deanery of Boxgrave, to whom 
this epistle—a very different one, it must be confessed, from those of 
‘St. Pal and St. John—was addressed ; and that, if they were, that 
they exeaped. Otherwise this successor of the Apostles, who was 
evidently not one who suffered fools gladly, might have added to 
his threatenings by making his crozier acquainted with their skulls 
‘at his next visitation. In those days a terrible faculty of wrath often 
tesided in ecclesiastical dignitaries, and their crooks were sometimes 
pat to wsex during their peregrinations among their wayward flocks 
which are now associated only with the policeman’s truncheon. 

We may mention that, after languishing in obscurity for many 
hendreds of years, the little village of Selsey crept once more into 
local celebrity by reason of an inventive manufactory of mousetraps, 
which was established in its midst by the enterprise of one Mr, 
Colin Pillinger, 

One of the results of the Council of London which was con. 
ened at St. Paul's in 1075 was the transference of the see of Selsey 
to the city of Chichester, some nine miles distant, Stigand, who 
was the last bishop of Selsey, was also the first bishop of Chichester. 
England now owned Norman sway. It might be a matter for surprise 
that Chichester should have been selected for the new see, but there 
were good reasons why it was, For one thing, the city was well 
fomified ; for another, it lay within easy distance of Bosham and its 
harbour, which was a very convenient place of departure in those 
Gays for the coast of Normandy. Those who have ever studied 
minutely the series of incidents depicted on “The Bayeaux Tapestry,” 
‘ehtherin the originals at Caen or in copies of them, will remember the 
particular one which depicts the embarkation of Harold, and his 
‘return for the Norman shores, at Bosham ; the ancient church, which 
still stands, being depicted in the background. Great, indeed, is the 
difference between the Bosham of those days and the Bosham of 
these. “A mixture of a lie,” said Francis Bacon, “doth ever add 
pleasure. Doth any man doubt that if there were taken out of 
men’s minds vain opinions, flattery, hopes, false valuations, 
imaginations as one would, and the like, but it would leave the 
thinds of a number of men poor shrunken things, full of melancholy 
‘and indisposition, and unpleasing to themselves?” ‘These weighty 
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the restoration of which recently engaged the attention of the Society 
forthe Preservation of Ancient Buildings, was completed about the 
year t500, and elicits admiration by reason of its open arcades and 
‘uttresses. It was subjected to great damage during the Civil War, 
‘and wat restored after a fashion in the time of George II. 

At the Reformation the Latin masses were dropped in Chichester 
Cathedral, and the forms of public services contained in the Book of 
Common Prayer were substituted forthem, How the worthy citizens 
must have opened their blue Sussex eyes and wondered what on 
arth “be a coom to Measter Parson” as they heard at almost every 
service 2 portion of the Old and New Testament Scriptures, the 
Gospel and the Epistle for the day, and three or four Psalms from the 
‘new translations set forth by Tyndale, Coverdale, and Rogers, in 
‘what was really a tongue understanded of the people. At this period 
the see of Chichester was held by George Daye, who was deposed 
during the Marian reaction and restored on the accession of Elizabeth. 
Daye’s successor was a bigoted Papist named Christopherson, of 
whom Fuller remarks that, “though he carried so much of Christ in 

his name, he did bear nothing of Him in his nature.” He signalised 
‘his episcopate by causing ten Protestants to be burnt in one fire at 

Lewes and seventeen elsewhere. It was soon found, however, that 

Protestantism was not to be extirpated by persecution, the weapons 

‘which were quietly dropped, 

Meanwhile we must not forget the cathedral fabric, a peep at 
which we may gain at almost every halting-place in our perambula- 
tion reund about the city. Chichester Cathedral is usually regarded 
‘a8 inferior to the rest of its brethren, and the chief points in its 
architecture and its history are soon summarised. Yet, what Robert 

Southey once said of it still holds good forall that, ‘a very interesting 

(pile on many accounts, and much finer than books or common report 

Przad led me to expect.” It has the proud distinction of being the 

Spr oadest cathedral in England with the single exception of York, and 

e%= Ply one in England with a campanile, or lofty detached bell- 

£2 What we must call, for the sake of distinction, the original 

8 cruciform one in shape, was founded and completed some- 

we Fee about the year rogo. Fire injured this structure some fifty years 

=== Restoration followed, but it fell an entire prey to the flames 

Ec eeg 783" 1187. Soon afterwards the occupant of the see, Bishop 
= TE, who had not long before crowned King John, started 
eve 2 cathedral, but whether, as some authorities are inclined to 
‘The good man began an entirely new structure, or whether, 
Assert, he engrafted upon the remaining walls a new work, 
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acquainted, for both held similar views in regard to the retention of 
foo a ge apd ere pretty well the signs of the 

cociesiastical weather-vane, and both conformed to every religious 

change between Henry VITE and Queen Elizbeth. When 

‘Mary made the country too hot to hold a heretic, Barlow, incomman 

with many others, sought the seclusion of Geneva, only, however, to 

emerge thence for Chichester in Elizabeth's time. By his spouse, 

Agatha Wellesbourne, Barlow had no fewer than five daughters, each 

of whom married a bishop, if the testimony of Fuller on the point 

may be credited. 

In the south walk of the cloisters a mural tablet marks the last 
resting-place of one of whom the epitaph truly says “ Nec sensit 
damna sepulchri,” William Chillingworth. He was a remarkable 
jean in many ways. A distinguished scholar, an adept in military 
engineering, of great muscularstrength, a keen wit, and an undaunted 
courage, he well deserved the praise which in later days the great 
Archbishop Tillotson bestowed upon him, “the glory. of his age and 
pation.”  Adevoted adherent of the Royalist cause, he had in- 
vented Roman war-engines, as they were called, for use at the 
shege of Gloucester, and a little later accompanied Hopton in his ill 
fated march to Arundel. ‘Here, however, he fell a prisoner of war 
into the hands of Sir William Waller's troops. The bitter weather 
and the terrible hardships of war told so severely on his frame as 
to reader 2 journcy to London utterly impossible. He was there- 
fore removed to Chichester, where, strange to say, by the good 
offices of one of his most inveterate enemies, Francis Cheynell, 
quartets were found for him in the Bishop's Palace, As author. 
of that masterly treatise bearing the title of “ The Religion of Pro- 
festants: a Safe Way to Salvation,” Chillingworth had made his 
mark in the Romish controversy, and was one of the very few of 
whose tongue and pen the Papists really stood in dread. After 
Tingering for about a month this intrepid champion of truth against 
‘error expired, and it fell to the lot of Cheynell, who was a bigoted 
Presbyterian, and rector of Petworth, to commit his body to the 
tomb. 

Chillingworth had formerly turned a Romanist from sincere con- 
‘Wiction ; but, having been convinced of the utter baselessness of the 
Papal claims, he had again returned to the Protestant fold. These 
facts, it seems, were not forgotten by the fiery Cheynell as he 
‘officiated at the dead man’s interment, For a space he harangued 
the bystanders, Thon, as he grasped in his hand a copy of that 
‘Work which has rendered Chillingworth’s name for ever immortal in 
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‘This has always ranked, and in our judgment deservedly tanked, 
among the neatest epigrams which are to be found in the catena of 
Baglish epigtams, whether in the past or in the present, We have a 
shrewd suspicion, however, that its author, the Rev. Canon Clarke, 
like Sydney Smith, Richard Harris Barham, and other witty divines 
of our Church, missed his true vocation in life ; nor can we doubt 
that, if comic journals had enjoyed that extensive circulation amonz 
all classes of the community in his day which they do in ours, the 
reverend doctor would have found ample scope for the exercise of 
his epigrammatic powers on the weekly budget of our respected 
friend Mr. Punch. 

™ When civil dudgeon first grew high, and men fell out they knew 
not why,"as Samuel Butler very tersely put it, when Englishmen 
found themselves, in many cases much against their will, forced to. 
range themselves either on the side of the King or on the side of the 
Parliament, when eminent persons on all sides found themselves 
menaced by utter subversion, we may well suppose that Chichester 
did not get off unscotched. Nor did it. The Parliamentary forces, 
‘under the command of Sir William Waller, appeared before the city 
gates, and the inhabitants, after a siege lasting about a week, sur- 
rendered to him at seven o'clock in the morning of December 29, 
1643. All who had in any way offered resistance were put into safe 
keeping, Henry King, the bishop, and Bruno Ryves, the dean, 
among the number. Those laymen whohad most actively promoted 
resistance having been secured, the fury of the “Saints” burst forth 
pon the cathedral and other ancient buildings. It is difficult to 
‘over-estimate the damage which was done in the city ; we only hope 
that it was counterbalanced in some degree by the good which 
accrued to the cause of civil and religious liberty. Some idea of 
the mischief which was wrought among the artistic decorations of the 
cathedral by the Saints, imbued with the idea that they were super- 
stitions and rags of Popery, may be gleaned from a curious contem- 
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porary narrative called “ Mercurius Rusticus,” the composit 
one Bruno Ryves, who was then dean, excerpts from whi 
cited in the work of Dean Stephens. The “Saints,” it 
began their war against storied um and animated bust. ‘ 
left,” we are told, “not so much as a cushion for the 
nor a chalice for the Blessed Sacrament. The commanders 
in person executed the covetous part of sacrilege, they lea 
destruction and spoyling part to be finished by the common s¢ 
As they broke down the organ and demolished the pipes with 
pikes they cried out in scoff : *Harke ! how the organs goe,"” 
communion rails, the table itself, the Decalogue, the service 
and the pictures having been destroyed, these “godly” inquisit 
‘was meet, retumed thanks for what they had been permitted 
and some “painful” member of the crew delivered a discours 
able to the occasion. After this the Saints raced about the) 
with their drawn swords, defacing the pillars, hacking and } 
the seats and stalls, scratching and scraping the painted wall: 
William Waller and the rest of the commanders standing 
spectators and approving of these impious barbaritics,” 

followed the ransacking of the sub-deanery church in the 
transept, “the chalice being broken into bits for division of sp 
the Bible marked in divers places with a black cole." Theey 
statue of poor Edward the Sixth were knocked out by a troop 
alleged as his reason for doing so that he and his Prayer 
had been the cause of all the troubles. Worse than this ew 
the plundering, under the directions of Sir Arthur Haselnij 
had been informed of its whereabouts by some treacherous 
of the church plate in the Chapter House, “Here troope) 
crowes of iron hacked the wainscot about the room. As thi 
went on he cried: ‘There, boys! there, boys!’ ‘He 
hearkee!' ‘It rattles! it rattles1' His tongue was not ( 
to express his joy : it was of attendance at his very heels by d 
and skipping. Mark what music it is lawful for a Puritan te 
to.” All the adjoining buildings were sacked, the Market Cn 
robbed of the statues of its founder and other bishops, and 
George, the patron saint of the City Guild. Dean Stepher 
us that a memorial of the siege was long preserved on the ha 
of the house in Canon Lane occupied by the late Canon 4 
It was a cannon ball, discovered while the foundations of 
house were being laid, and its finder labelled it with these 

“Presented by Sir William Waller to the Dean and Cha 
ichester, December 1642.” Altogether the Saints must hay 





_ "The eighteenth contury was for Chichester what it was for all 
cathedral cities, a time of profound peace—we had almost said of 
profound slamber—which it certainly was for bishops and clergy. It 
was a time when belles wore lace “heads” and ruffles, and the beaux 
‘Knee breeches, and silk stockings, and talked in the 
vie of Sir Chatles Grandison and Doctor Johnson 5 atime when 
rose at two and dukes at four; a time when children 
addressed their parents by the lofty title of Sir or Madam ; when 
people in general thought more of themselves and less of their neigh- 
Repeany epee whan theca, war xot-20 \mnch:to the enift'nor the 
} and when the jests of wealthy men were 
‘that success with which we find they were in the 

“ Vicar of Wakefield.” 
left their clergy peacefully to slumber or to 
‘squirearchy, and their cathedral to the tender mercies 
army of pew-builders and white-washers, we cannot 
numerous abuses soon found a place both within and 
the fabric; and nuisances in the cloisters, heaps of pest in 





among the episcopate of the Georgian era, One was 
ed the memorials of whose quict life have been detailed by 
hhis descendant, Augustus J. C. Hare. Hare was a thoroughgoing 
tative of an Anglican prelate under the House of 
ao Little vexed his soul beyond the Bangorian controversy 
initiated by his right reverend brother Hoadley of Winchester, and 
‘his periodical prosings on such momentous themes as fast days and 
triennial visitations. Hare was succeeded in 1754 by Sir William 
Ashburnham, one of the county baronets, who had previously held 
‘the deanery, The tenure of his episcopate was the longest ever 
known, lasting forty-four years. 
‘When the age for restoration and reparation broke forth some 
forty years since Chichester soon attracted the notice of the restorers 
‘and the antiquaries. Archdeacon Hare was, we believe, among the 


first ecclesiastical persons to take up arms against the old square 
ra 
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bringing up the musical services to the most approved standards, 

We must not omit to say a few words about the cathedral spire, 
which, by the way, is the only one in England that is visible from 
the sea, and replaces that which fell in the year 1861. A short time 
previously it had been discovered that this spire, which had received 
injury from lightning about a century and a half previously, was 
in jeopardy. In the piers which supported the tower the keen eye 
of the architect detected absolute decay. No pains were spared to 
patch it up, but they were futile. On the night of Wednesday, 
February 20, 1861, a dreadful gale blew, and at mid-day following 
orders were issued to the workmen to leave the building, by reason 
of impending danger, Fifteen minutes had hardly elapsed when a 
terrific crash startled the good folk of Chichester from their wonted 
peace. Crowds soon hurried in the direction of the cathedral, only 
to find embedded in its centre the spire and tower in a mass of more 
than seven thousand tons. Remarkable to relate, no lives were lost 
in this catastrophe, but the superstitious were not slow in calling to 
mind that among the local distiches which from time immemorial 
had been trolled forth by mothers and nurses to soothe their sleep 
less or refractory charges, was one running to this effect : 

When Chichester steeple falls to the ground 
‘There will in England no king be found, 


Nobody knows, certainly nobody cares, who composed this piece 
of doggerel, which was designed to associate the cathedral steeple’s 
stability with the fortunes of sovereignty, but in one way it cer 
tainly received a curious fulfilment, in view of the fact that it fell 
down during the reign of a queen and not of a king. 

At no very great distance from Chichester, on a slope of the 
South Downs, lies the peaceful little village of Eartham, which, some 
seven decades since, could lay claim, and a very good claim it was 
too, to be considered as a haunt of the Muses and the home of a 






Eartham was the abode of a poet, and 
‘William Hayley. Among the many 
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en a2 common boast of literary men, from the days of 
downwards, but of the many architects who succeed in 
columns for themselves by far the greater part fall to 

a prey, become forgotten because they never 

Deed sbatosesband and owe the honours which they once 
‘to the loud applause and the ‘aves vehement” of the 


of their age, Atevery ‘period of the world’s history these 
Teputation 


have appeared, and, afier having been kept 

by the eaprice of fashion, have passed into nothing- 

Hayley furnishes a striking illustration of what we 

When the last century was on its last legs there pro- 

living English poet whose name was more frequently 

‘upon “the world’s large tongue” than his. We are 

we believe, in hazarding the assertion that no one now 
_condescends to read a line of Hayley. If the circulating libraries be 
regarded as any criteria of his popularity, he is none of theirs. Yet, in 
‘the days of our great-grandfathers, “The ‘Triumphs of Temper” and 
other effusions of his prolific muse were known to all who professed 
any acquaintance with polite literature. Unlike many of his brethren 
‘of the tuneful quire, Hayley, who was the grandson of a former dean 
‘of Chichester, came into the world with a silver spoon in his 
mouth. The house where he was born still exists, almost within the 
shadow of Chichester Cathedral, wherein, in due course, he wedded 
one of the dean’s daughters, We are told that that august member of 
othe right reverend bench, Sir William Ashburnham, forged the nuptial 
‘bonds, and fairly captivated both the bride and the bridegroom by 
the impressive style in which he enunciated the service. “It is 
really a pleasure, my Lord,” remarked Hayley, when the parties retired 
to thevestry, “ to hear any part of the Prayer Book read by your Lord- 
“ship.” Somewhat to the poet's amazement the bishop solemnly replied, 
““Iis the worst in the book,” meaning by that, of course, that it was 
‘il-adapted to purposes of recitation. Unfortunately the onlookers, 
making no allowances, interpreted the remark unfavourably of the 
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‘to Eartham in his life. This was in 1792, when he was accompanied 
‘by his friend Mrs. Unwin, and we find the following reference to it 
‘in his published * Correspondence.” “ Here we are,” he says, “inthe 
‘most elegant mansion that I ever inhabited, and surrounded by the 
‘most delightful pleasure grounds that I have ever seen, but which I 
‘will not now attempt todescribe. It shall suffice me to say that they 
occupy three sides of a hill which in Buckinghamshire might well 
pass for a mountain, and from the summit of which is beheld a most 
i landscape, bounded by the sea, and on one part by the 
Isle of Wight, which may also be seen from the window of the library, 
in which J am writing.” Eight years after these words were penned 
it fell to Hayley's lot to indite the epitaph for the tomb of his 
unfortunate friend, which is still to be read on the wall of East 
Dereham Church in Norfolk, Hayley outlived most of his con- 
fies, and like Sir Condy Rackrent, who survived his own wake, 
overheard the judgment of posterity—not a very flattering one, we 
think—upon his writings. Eartham subsequently became the scene of 
much domestic discomfort, and in the end he was glad to dispose of 
it to the unfortunate statesman William Huskisson, who, it will be re- 
membered, met his fate during the trial trip over the newly-constructed 
railroad between Manchester and Liverpool in 1830. Hayley retired 
towhat he called a“ marine hermitage " in the neighbouring village of 
Felpham, near Bognor, where he spent the remainder of his days 
‘until his death, which occurred in 1820, The good city of Chichester 
‘and its neighbourhood have undergone many a radical change since 
Hayley’s day, and we cannot but think that it would be interesting to 
hear what he, in common with many others, would have to say to 
‘them all could he mingle once again among the busy scenes of the 
Present day. Assuredly the world has moved on apace since in 
the seclusion of Fartham he discussed Homer with Cowper and 
‘Thucydides with Gibbon, or exchanged compliments with Charlotte 
‘Smith and the “ Lichfield Swan,” 
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TABLE TALK. 


Tue Exzevin Parissirr. 


MONG books of a comparatively recent date, if the seven- 
teenth century can be described as such, is, as the Elzevir 
collector well knows, the famous “Patissier Frangois”—a small 
duodecimo, printed by Louys & Daniel Elzevir, at Amsterdam, in 1655. 
‘A faulty and poor re-impression of a work of little value issued in 
Paris two years previously, this book has become the most sought- 
‘after of all the Elzevir works, just because it is wrongly thought to 
be the scarcest. It has fetched prices reaching in France so high as 
4,00 francs. The reason for the supposed rarity is, of course, that, 
instead of being placed on its first appearance on the shelves of the 
curious or the studious, the little volume was thumbed to pieces by 
the greasy hands of cooks and kitchen-maids. Genuine enthusiasts 
in the printer's art have hoped to see the price diminished in 
presence of the revelations lately furnished concerning it. Its market 
value, however, shows no signs of diminution, and the one copy sold 
in England during the last seven or eight years fetched at Sotheby's 
om June 10, 1895, the sale being that of the Earl of Orford, the 
Preposterous price of L100. 


‘Tue Horn-Boor. 


| NE of the most familiar objects of the last century and the 
‘century or two previous, common alike in castle and cottage, 

has now so entirely disappeared that not one reader in a score pro- 
ably knows what is meant when I mention its name. This is the 
thom-book, I have myself, on the day on which these words are 
‘Written, asked a score or two of people with whom I have been 
thrown into contact—mostly, but not wholly, belonging to the younger 
‘generation—what it was, and have received in one instance a vague 
‘suggestion ; in the other cases an ayowal of complete ignorance, 
‘Burns's application of the name Dr. Hornbook to an apothecary, the 


Me 
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leading, From the period when education of the young first became 
general to well on in the eighteenth century, when its use was 
supplemented by that of the primer now in use, the horn-book was 
the instrument by which the youngest children received instruction 
‘on the alphabet, in numerals, and other such clementary matters. 
‘Once as common with children as is the slate to-day, the horn-book 
is now as scarce as, say, an Early English kite or other child’s toy of 
the kind. Tens of thousands, hundreds of thousands, have been 
destroyed, and the few that remain are preserved in our national 
collections, are lectured on in antiquarian societies, and when they 
change hands sell sometimes for more than their weight in gold. 


Present Scarcity or THE Horn-Boox. 


HISTORY of the Horn-Book,”! by Mr. Andrew W. Tuer, 
F-.S.A., in two sumptuous volumes, illustrated with copious 

and handsome designs by the best artists, and supplied with facsimiles 
of these now all but forgotten works, constitutes one of the most 
agreeable of antiquarian treasures. From this noble work, for 
such it may claim to be, I extract some information concerning 
the horn-book, which in the briefest possible summary I put 
before my? readers, The horn-book, so far as can be traced, is 
confined practically to Englishmen and Americans, and is unknown 
in other countries. As defined in the “Century Dictionary,” 
which is quoted by Mr. Tuer, a “horn-book is a leaf, or 
page, usually containing the alphabet, the nine digits, and 
the Lord’s Prayer, covered with transparent horn, and fixed 
in a frame with a handle—commonly used in teaching children 
to read.” The use of horn, the transparency of which commended. 
it for windows, and for preventing paper from being destroyed 
by children’s grubby fingers, is mow forgotten. It is still 
known, however, in connection with lanterns or lanthorns, as, 
with a misguided idea of etymology, they are sometimes called. 
With the information concerning the hom-book, the chriss-cross 
row, and cognate subjects on which Mr, Tuer, in a work full of 
curious erudition, disserts, I cannot now concern myself, Those 
of my readers with antiquarian tastes will be sure to see the 
volumes, which constitute a veritable labour of love, and repay the 
closest attention, Every known and existent horn is described by 
Mr, Tuer, designs of the most remarkable are reproduced, and 
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‘My purpose of illustration is served when I point 
‘out that these things, once quite as common as are now peg:tops, 
far more common than are railway-guides, and issued at from 10d. to 
41% 6d. the dozen, now rank as saritics. The Bateman horn-book, 
which Tuer fully describes, fetched at auction £65. One thing 
more I may copy from Mr. Tuer. Hone, author of “The Year 
Book" and “The Table Book," began a work on the horn-book. 
Hone's literary remains are in the possession of Messrs. Chatto & 
Windus. Here any transcript of his first rough notes, if anywhere, 
is to be found. Such remains of Hone as are worth preservation 






will, Mr. Tuer hopes, be some day published. ‘That hope I share, 


Recent ANtiQUuiTiEs. 


r DEALT recently with the rapidity with which things with the 
‘use of which in my own lifetime most were familiar had passed 

into the state of antiquities, and had even come as curios into the 
purview of the collector. I mentioned particularly the tinder: box 
and the metal snuffers. Specimens of these things have, mostly 
with 2 view to sale, been brought to my attention by readers of 
“Table Talk." Now, Iam not personally a collector of things of 
the sort, and have no use for most of the objects that have been 
offered me. I have no desire to extinguish the flame of my 
0 by means of snuffers, and no need, I hope, to obtain the 
sparks of intellect by means of a flint and a steel. In saying that 
‘these things had now become curios, I did not, moreover, insist 
upon their great value or rarity. Being made ordinarily of steel, 
snuffers are not easily destructible, and their curious shape prevents 
them from being easily turned to account for any purpose other 
than that for which they were originally designed, Snuffers are 
‘accordingly in no special request, though they are still far from 
common. Silver snuffers are in more demand, and their price is, of 
‘course, much higher, depending also, to a certain extent, on date 
and workmanship. In saying this much, however, I must disclaim 
all intention of acting as “honest broker” for those who wish to 
dispose of such things. If these are unwilling to take the sum 
‘offered for them by a dealer, they can include them in an auction 
‘sile, and pat upon them what reserve they please. Though not an 
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THREE IN PARADISE. 


By I. Gucurisr. 


HERE is no simile in life too beautiful for us to describe young 

Jove with, no word-garment fair enough with which to clothe 
his graces, and yet—if we are to belicve that love is only the shadow 
of the immortal ideal—affection shining out of aged eyes, whese bright- 
ness affirms his constancy of growth, must be the greatest earthly 
Sight ofwonder. It is of young lovers anda fast-fading bliss this story 
treats, But it is always daylight somewhere, and our setting sun 
ised On 2 different hemisphere ; the things seen alone are temporal, 
and the unscen faith and hope, cherishing remembrance, declare 
the eternity of love. 

Basly in a summer a little over five-and-sixty years ago Andrew 
(Colquboun was walking on a country road with a very pretty girl, 
two or three years younger than himself, Helen Christie—for that 
was her name—had that irdefinable aspect we associate with good- 
ness, God-beloved, and chosen for early death. 

Andrew was sunburned, but his forehead, under the thick- 
Growing brown hair, wis white as a delicate woman's hand. 

Tf ever we make our silence praise, it is in moments when we are 
too happy for words. A man's passion, even in its earliest stage, secks 
Btterance and longs to hear worded confession of return, 

Tt was evening, and the sky wos sunsct-painted : daffodil con- 
trasted with a lurid crimson afterglow above the horizon, and shaded 
through straw-colour to a cleat sea-green tint overhead. 

‘They faced the west on their homeward way. The sandy path 
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Superstitions have their reasonable meaning; beings walk in 
human fiesh and blood who are scarcely human, Serpent women 
hare on thrones and glided through society, fascinating and 
stinging, the serpent impulse sleeping until the time came for its 
deadliest action, when, the wintcr of torpor disappearing, it was 
capable of mischief. A strange text flashed across her mind: “In. 
hell he lifted up his eyes, being in torment." She dreaded honestly, 
as people of her class in those days did, a hell of physical torture, 
‘but her fear was in the distance, She would try to gain her will 


Nature and years of training lead to quick action in time of trial, 
and, choose we good or evil, we find no place for repentance, seck we 
‘it ever 20 diligently, weeping floods of tears. The devil docs not try 
us as fables tell ; we sign no paper with our heart’s blood ; but our 
evil dream becomes our desire, desire finds fruition, ard sooner or 
later inevitably ends in despair. 

She did not love Andrew Colquhoun, but she determined to 
marry him and fulfil herown wish. Whyshould a sensible woman— 
focthat was the reputation she bore—determine to pledge an unsought 
contract without love as a motive, and without much money? Why 
does even the dullest of us fancy rest is to be found beyond each 
Aill-top? ‘The dissatisfaction, unknowing what it would have, 
uncaring for probabilities so that it gain change, does more mis- 
ehief in effecting wretchedness in marriage than one might fancy 


She made it her business to receive the letters fram the postman 
when there was time, inthose days of slow travel, for one to come 
from England. Secing an envelope addressed in Colquhoun’s 
‘writing to Miss Helen Christie, she reserved it for herself. It con- 
tained an open enclosure for her brother ; the words wete these : 

“ Dear Mr. Christie, 

“Perhaps you have noticed my attachment to Helen. 
Will you promise me that as soon as I can keep a wife you will 
give her to me? I will do my best to make her happy and 
provide well for her, 

“Yours very truly, 
“Axpew CoLQunoun.” 
Qa 
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No one saw the expression on Helen's face. Shortly she folded 
her work, placed it on the chair, and went to her room, locked the 
‘door, and lay down on the floor, knowing that carthward attraction 
of anguish which at last draws all of us to the tender bosom of the 
great mother. Never inquiring the possibility of mistake or 
deception, she accepted the circumstances, It was an instance of 
‘the strength mixed with her weakness that she never spoke of her 
trouble to any human being. They were all busyand self-occupied ; 
bat if she had not had an innate resolution, she must have bemoaned 
herself in deaf cars, as many do. In place of finding such relief of 
‘complaint, her lips were closed and her heart was broken, 

Te is am old saying that death is bitter in remembrance to the 
wan living at rest in his possessions, acceptable to him who has lost 
Patience. There was no hope-inspired patience calming Helen 
when her eyes looked to a worldly future—there might be something 
comforting beyond death ; at least, there would be peace from 
remembrance in the grave, I have not courage to tell the story of 
ber despair, of its sleepless nights and days, longing for darkness. 

‘The desired end came to her on the last day of the old year. 
Scarlet fever was active in the village, and in visiting one of the 
€ettages she caught the infection, wakened in the early morning, 
feeling a hand tightly clutching her throat, sickened and died, 

The winter had been unusually mild and damp, but on the first 
day of her illness heavy snow fell, a severe frost followed, and the 
‘bums, lochs, and linns were icebound. 

Her Aunt Helen was her careful nurse ; it seemed hard that it 
‘isso, yet it was, Destiny must have had a special spite against 
this poor child to leave her last illness to be tended by the woman 
Whose conscience should at least have kept her from intruding on 
the sacredness of her niece's dying chamber. More ironical still : 
Halen Christie, the elder, gained praise for her self-denying devotion 
tothis fevered patient, and was thanked by her brother at the side 
‘Of his child’s coffin for having tried her utmost to keep the dead 
in life. 

Tt was one of those severe cases when, the poison assaulting both 
had and throat with equal virulence, the patient can make but a 
short resistance against the twofold attack. Helen was delirious, but 

the night before she died it was thought well to ask the senior elder 
of the church to come and pray at her bedside. Old Mr, Heron had 
© scrupulous dread of contagion ; ignorance is alike foolhardy as 
Over-timorous. He begged that he might beleft alone, that he might 
Speak with more openness. Aunt Helen, who waited on the landing 
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to show him downstairs, saw that his eyes searched into hers, fell 
sik eixtianes show of confiekeewso 3 2 ea intently 
on bet. 


“That will dae,” he said slowly, ‘I will let mysel’ out.”” 
ee ES ee my brother?” 
jo’ noo.” 


Holding the candle, she watched him down thestairs. He might 
pave been drunken, he staggered so along the lobby ; turning at the 
doorway betore opening the door, and looking upwards again, he 
asked an unspoken question of her face. 


What was there in the tears filling those aged eyes, which still 
knew how to blaze with righteous fire, and frowning brow, to tempt 
Hielen Christie to such defiance of curled lip and frowning forehead 
that the old man shielded his face with his hand and wept as he 
walked slowly to his home? 
Going back into the bedroom, Miss Helen moistened het niece's 
Tips with & feather dipped in brandy ; before sitting down at the fire- 
side she composed herself into her usual self-satisfaction. Theroom 
was desolate, 95 fever rooms are. The boards stripped of carpets, 
the four posts of the old-fashioned bedstead denuded of curtains) 
the uncovered window, were a chilling whole. The ordinary sounds 
‘of a farm kitchen were hushed to-night. At this time the factor 
was at worship with his houschold, and asking with a broken utter- 
ance that, if it were God's will, his child might even yet be spared to 
jim, Uneasiness stirred the aunt's nerves ; rising, she walked to 
the window and looked out. ‘The green sky was bright with cloud- 
Jess moonlight ; the snow glittered in the beams with too dazzling 
whiteness ; the Martyr's Linn opposite was silent through the spell 
of the frost; there was no wind, only a breathless cold air, and the 
shrouded firs in the plantations were motionless as death itself. 
Helen, her head lying low on the pillow, was muttering words 
She stopped speaking ; her aunt did not turn until, in a muffled tone 
the girl said, Aunt Helen ! Aunt Helen 1" She waited nti th 
Tecond time of speaking her name before she went to the bedsid 
with the brandied feather in her hand, 
slowly: 
«What is it, my dear?” 
«Lknow." 
scWhat is it you know, Helen?” 
«il you have soos 
« jsit I have done 
chilean svmains in the conquered | Miss Helen Charis 


Helen moved her bea 


Three in Pavadsse, 223 


was magnetised and motionless, A change grew on the face beneath 
her gaze. A voice sounded whisperingly in her ear, “I forgive you ; 
you can’t hurt me any more.” Her niece’s lips were still, and the 
expression of the face was statuesque with the fixity of death. The 
factor, coming in the room to ask for his daughter, found a corpse on 
the bed, and his sister lying fainting, face downwards, across the bed- 
foot, nearly as lifeless. 

‘He, good man, in his after life instanced his sister’s swoon as a 
token of her tender-hearted affection for her own people—an 
affection always to be cherished by him with gratitude. 

Very shortly the girl was laid to rest at her mother’s side, in the 
family burial place, in the old graveyard on the hill-top above 
Drumhead. 
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andat others with an #, Thus, whatever was the orthography, it 
was sure to be in the right.” Ireland errs very flagrantly in assuming 
tat the features of this benefit ticket afford another illustration of 
Spiller’s audacious habit of flaunting his vices before the public. 
So far from being depicted in their private capacities, the actor and 
Actress were here represented in the parts played by them -in “The 
Cobler of Preston !”” 

On April 21, 1716, we find Spiller, for Shaw's benefit, speaking an 
epilogue “ after the approved manner of Pinkethman,” seated on an 
ass, “A curious commentary, this, on the taste of the time! Later 
oa in the year we learn of him as Bottom in * Pyramus and Thisbe” 
and as Aspin in “Woman's a Riddle.” A noteworthy production at 
Lincoln's Inn. Fields was thar of Taverner’s comedy, “The Artful 
Husband,” which first saw the light on February 12, 1717, and was 
Played fifteen times during the season. In Stockwell, Spiller had a 
part of no very great importance, but the exquisite finish of the 
rendering gained him one of the finest compliments ever paid an 
actor, Victor relates that on the first night the comedian’s “ Patron 
and Admirer, the late Duke of Argyle, went to see the comedy 3 but 
his attention was entirely engrossed by a new actor, as his Grace 
then thouglst him, and to so great a degree that the Duke recom- 
mended him that night behind the scenes to Mr, Rich as a young 
‘etor of merit, and one that deserved his Encouragement.” The 
matter-of-fact Genest bas thrown doubts on the credibility of this 
story, but Dr. Doran, by recalling an analogous experience of his 
wn in connection with Lafont, in his “ Annals of the Stage,” has 
shown that the incident is quite within the regions of possibility. 
Happily, as we shall sce anon, Victor's testimony concerning Spiller’s 
‘tenrivalled powers of personification is amply corroborated. 

Not quite so agreeable, by the way, was Jemmy’s experience 
with another Duke—his Grace of Wharton. Happening to be 
Present ome night when this dissolute nobleman compelled every 
‘onc of his companions, in a drunken freak, to take off a garment 
‘with the toasting of each health, he divested himself of peruke, 
‘waistcoat, and coat with great equanimity, Further than that he 
confessed his inability to go, having, as he rather shamefacedly 
acknowledged, quite forgotten to put on his shirt ! 

Among the attractions advertised for Mr, and Mrs, Spiller's 
Benefit on April 13, 1717, was a “New Comi-Tragi-Mechanical 
Prologue in the gay style,” written and to be spoken by the facetious 

himself, At Pinkethman and Pack’s booth at Southwark 
Fair in the September following, we find him figuring as Trusty in a 





i 






























to meet this 
and from him 
Anti-Theatre, 
2d from Spiller to 
, tO engage you to 
a; and, therefore, I 
rsday will be acted, 
‘action of Farces, after the 
observer of nature, and can 
ss with both, I think I have 
jtude. . . . I have tolerable good 
‘nich makes mankind very civil to me; 
z to a levee of at least a dozen people, 
ts, and ask the same question: ‘When 


me into this imitation of grandeur. I loved my friend 





| Hogarth's: Player-Friend. 226 


and my jest too well to grow rich; in short, wit is my blind side ; 
and so I remain, &e." is not known under what circumstances 
‘Spiller was deprived of an eye—a loss to which he here makes 
aportive allusion. Happily, owing to the dim stage lighting of the 
period, the blemish did not affect his capacity for Protean disguise. 
By the benefit referred to he realised some £107 in cash, but instead 
of satisfying the demands of his creditors, the unconscionable rogue 
made off to Dublin. Mixing himself up in dubious company in the 
Trish capital, he was robbed of almost every farthing he possessed, 
bot managed somehow to scramble back to London, where he was 
feceived with open arms by Rich, and at once re-engaged at a salary 
of £4 per week. His return was made just in time to permit him to 
take part in the memorablerevival of “ The Merry Wives of Windsor” 
(October 22, 1720), in which Quin achieved sudden distinction by 
‘his unexpected exhibition, in Falstaff, of rare comedy powers. Of 
this revival, Davies gives an incorrect cast—a blunder which has 
been rectified by the laborious Gencst, To Spiller the former 
assigns Dr. Caius, the latter Pistol. 

‘On January 19, 1721, Jemmy created the part of Snap, a stock- 
Jobber, in a skit on commercial gambling entitled “The Chimera.” 
On April 24 following we find him playing Crispin the Sham Doctor 
in the farce of “The Anatomist”—a condensed and considerably 
altered version of Ravenscroft’s old comedy so called. It is to this 
personation that the celebrated Italian actor-author, Louis Riccoboni, 
tefers in the following citation from his “ Account of the Theatres in 
Europe :"— 

At the Theatre in Lincoln's Inn Fields! happened to be at the acting of a 
‘eemvelly the principal plot of which I was a stranger to, but with ease could under: 
stand an episode which the author without doubt had placed in the intrigue jit isthat 
soene which we have so often seen in the Créipin Medicine, ‘The sole alteration 
that Se made therein is the introducing an old man in the Place of a Footman, 
eho by his bustle excites the laughter of the audience, while he places himeelf in 
the room of a desd body which the physician is to dissect. The scene was thas 
disposed; the smorous old gentleman entertains himself with a footman belonging to 
‘hia mistress’ house; the footinan either hears, o pretends to hear a noise, and desires 
the eld fellow to hide himeelf; all the doors being locked, he advises hitn to place 
Iimectfon the board on which the body is laid, After some difficulties inade, the 
‘ebd'esan consents to it and does precisely what Crispin does In the French comedy 
bat to give it the gresicr air of truth the footman makes the old man strip to his 
shirt ; the operator comes; chirurgical instruments are brought; he puts himself 
fim onder to begin the Dissection ; the old man cries out and the trick is discovered. 

He who acted the old man exceuted it to the nicest perfection, which one 
‘could expect in no player who had not forty years’ exercise and experience. 1 was 
‘Bot at all astonished in one respect, but t was charmed now to find another At 
‘Guerin, that excellent comedian, Master of the Company at Paris which had the 

















pases tacts because I knew for certain that erty teat 
for the part of the old man, spent an hour in dressing himeelf, and that with the 
assistance of several pencils he disguised his face 30 nicely, and painted so 
‘artificially a part of his eyebrows and eyelids that at the distance of six paces ir 
‘was impossible not to be deceived. f was desirous to be a witness of this myself, 
but pride hindered me ; so knowing that { rust be ashamed, I was ratiefied with 
@ confirmation of it from the other actors. Mademoiselle Salle, among others who 
then shone upon that stage, confessed to me, that the first tme she saw him 
perform she durst not go into a passage where he was, fearing lest she should 
throw hin: down should she happen to touch him in passing by.” 

Both Victor and Ircland, in referring to this remarkable tribute, 
fix the date of Riccoboni’s visit at 1715, misled probably to some 
extent by the Italian actor's statement regarding Spiller’s age, which 
is absurdly wide of the mark. The allusion to Mile. Salle, the 
danseuse, should have prevented this mistake. Riccoboni was in 
London for some months during 1726-27, but at no other period 
that can be definitely traced. 

Had Fate sent him to do his earthly probation at a much later 
epoch Jemmy would have made an excellent Mormon. As it was, 
Mrs. Spiller failed to appreciate his polygamous tendencies, and in 
1722 left him for good, His subsequent career was one of riot and 
disorder. For a period of two years theatrical annals have no record: 
of his name. Improvidence soon compelled him to take refuge in 
the Mint, where, adapting himself to his surroundings, he contrived 
to get up a performance of Addison's “ Drummer,” realising some 
twenty pounds from auditors as needy as himself. Rising to the 
occasion, he wrote and delivered a merry epilogue brimming over 
with quaint conceits and topical allusions. 

Odd may it seem, indeed a very joke, 

‘That player should complain of being broke 
But s0 it is, Lowa it void of shame 

Since all this worthy circle are the same, 

But pardon—I perhaps mistake the matter, 
You mayn't have all cccasion for Mint water j 










at the Mint, Spiller took further degrees in 
j ob apa gallate 
cae perma reich and became mine 
host of “The Bull and Butcher” in Clare Market the better to 
enjoy the droll’s society. ‘The resort of all the bucks of the town, 
Clare Market was then a region of considerable respectability. ‘The 
butchers of the district were hail-fellow- well-met with the players, and, 
‘ata time when rioting was locked upon a3 a pardonable weakness, 
sided with them in all their frolics. There were high jinks, more- 
over, at the weekly clab held at “The Bull and Butcher," one of 
the members with whom Spiller foregathered being no less a 
personage than Hogarth, who was responsible for the engraving on 
‘the silver tankard handed round at these symposia. 

Early in 1725 Spiller’s name crops up again at Lincoln's Inn 
‘Fields, On January 11 he appeared as Brainworm in a revival of 
“Every Man in his Humour.” Towards the close of the year we 
find him creating Trusty in “The Capricious Lovers,” After that he 
dives once more below the surface, not to emerge until January 29, 
4728, when he bears his honours proudly as the original Mat 0” the 
‘Mint in “The Beggar's Opera.” In this characterisation, according 
to Akerby hispanegyrist, “he outdid his usual outdoings to such a 
degree that whenever he sang he executed his part with so truly 
‘sweet and harmonious a tone and in so judicious and ravishing a 
manner that the audience could not avoid putting his modesty to 
the blash by repeated clamours of encore." From all accounts, it 
‘would appear that Spiller contributed very materially to the success 
of Gay's famous production. Macklin, who was present at the first 
performance, has put it on record that the fate of the piece hung in 
the balance until the song and chorus “Let us Take to the Road” 
‘was effectively rendered. 

For Jemmy's benefit this season Hogarth engraved him a care- 
fally executed ticket, in which the droll is depicted in the act of 
selling vouchers of admission for the night, while angry crsditors 
growl in his cars and hungry-eyed bailiffs loom in the background. 
‘How sternly realistic all this was is shown by the fact that in his 















he shared an arartment with the equally thriftless Walker, 
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Dews wed poor =urrow-bones and cleavers all, 
ADE se yoer marrow-boces ye butchers fall ! 
Fx prayers free: you, who never pray'd before, 
Perhaps pce Jeamy may to life restore. 
++ Whur Bae we done?” the wretched bailiffs ery, 
“That th’ oaly man by whom we liv'd should die.”” 
Enrag'd, they gnaw their wax and tear their writs, 
‘While butchers’ wives fall in hysteric fits ; 














traverse, 
‘tk shall go hand but he sbsil be in print. 
re 


‘OR 
‘Ife was an eeffcnsive merzy fellow, 
‘When sober hipp'd, blithe as a bird when mellow. 


‘The appeal proved efficacious. Two modest shilling pamphlets 
were issued, the one containing sundry details of Spiller’s life, by 
Akezby, the painter, and a portrait after Lagucrre; the other his 
“merry jests, diverting songs, and entertaining tales." Never very 
refined, Spiller's wit made up in volume what it lacked in quality. 
‘Of his alertness, whether drunk or sober, there can be no question. 
‘Even pain did not affect the joccee spirit of the man. Worricd one 
day at rehearsal by an exasperating attack of toothache, the barber 
‘of the theatre offered to remove the offending molar. “T cannot 
‘Spare a single tooth now, friend,” replied the sufferer, “ but after the 
‘roth of June [when the season ended) you may have the lot and 
welcome.” Although enjoying a salary much above the average, 
Jemmy was ever in debt, and was once upbraided for his improvi- 
dence by an Italian frima donna who lived in high state on an 
indifferent professional income. “ Madame,” he replied, with a leer 
and a bow, “ unbappily, what renders you rich keeps me perpetually 
in want |” 

Poor Jemmy! What Victor has written might very well stand 
for his epitaph. “ Spiller shared the general fate, for years together, 
of performing all his parts excellently well in an unfashionable 
theatre and to thin audiences ; a fate, I fear, in some respects, he 
too much merited. He was a man of an irregular life, and therefore 
lived neglected ; and after death was soon forgot.” 


W. J. LAWRENCE. 
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ANGLING ASSOCIATIONS. 


SUNNY, pistening valley, a wandering brook joyously 
smainging its music with the breezes of scented June, masses 


‘ws emorress and nohing gone by. It is indeed good to’ live. and 
Sec yourself alone with a few glorious minutes of Nature ; and when 
awakening comes, it is not for you to feel miserable, but to imagine 
geeey thot you are 2 part of the everlasting expressions of Nature— 
‘Save lived, and will live again, as part of some beautiful whole in the 
cation. §=Pothaps 2 cloed obscures the sun, and you forthwith 
Ssecome more and more human, feel 2 little dissatisfied with yourself, 
S00 more so with the horny-handed specimen of humanity that now 
resents himself to your gace, very intent upon very carthly duties, 
You know that be is dirty-mouthed, dirty-skinned, dull-brained. 
Now, the sheep chewing her cud so complacently just by is to your 
tind 2 moch more pleasant break in this picture of Nature than is 
the man ; bat the sheep is probably of a more dirty skin than the 
man; it bas fewer brains; it is no doubt a disty-mouthed ¢rcature 
when its passions are roused—so that, after all, there is not much 
ne 

A running brook, a glimpse of the sca through a shimmering 
vale, 3 scmmes’s day ; communion with Nature makes us “wondrous 
kind” and “the whole world kin.” 

But this is not sport—yes, it is ; contemplation is, orshould be, 
portion of the gentic art of angling. Fish are not always to be caught, 
and in the intervals of rest one’s thoughts are not always of them. 
Where there are trout, there we find everything else to delight the 
3portsman—eddies, ripples, pools, falls ; alders, hawthorns, bridges, 
boulders ; cattle, heather, wild birds, flies; spreading oaks and 

ing willows ; soft-lined birches and needled pines ; dank-leafed 

and feathery ferns ; breezes whispering of the swallows’ talk, 
‘winds shricking the sca-birds’ cry, moorhens clattering to their 
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reedy shelter, kingfishers scudding to their clay-bank home, the 
‘maflard circling in the dizay heights, and the robin flirting at your 
ery fect. 

Either far away in the glens of Argyle, lost midst the hill-lochs of 
‘Creachan Ben, or listening at nightfall at sweet Inveroran for the call 
of the bla-game, the challenging stag ; or the freshest of mornings 
down the vale of Glenorchy, the first casts o'er the pools yourself 
and the sun, a fight with a salmon 'twixt the grey walls of Bramber, 
the dark shadows and depths hiding boat, fish, and man; or the 
shallows, Loch Awe, the May-fly, bright daytime, or trailing the 
Gepths off a crested lee shore, 

A breeze on Lough Key, with the green drake appearing, the 
grand spotted beauties rising fast to the lure, keen boatmen, keen 
fishers, perfection of spoil ; the music of sca-birds, the drum of the 
‘snipe, the ocean and Erin so soft intermingling in the air that is 
fanning and tempering the heat ; around ‘tis perfection, content 
‘ment, and peace, and the angler’s good heart is at rest with all kind, 

‘Nearing sunset, a mild day in February, thereach at Pangbourne, 
under the hill ; the parting radiance of the light of day dazzling the 
‘eyes, illumining the water, making flashing diamonds of the distant 

Josing itself at last as it touches the white rails of the 
‘bridge and softens the outlines of the Oxfordshire hills, 

On the left a row of poplars, and upon the summit of the highest, 
standing out in bold relief, is. a blackbird, singing lustily, sweetly, 

now sofily ; good-bye to winter, welcoming spring, sadly, joyously, 
wildly exulting ; just as he always docs, knowing right well that 
Spring-time is nearing, that summer will come. 

Farther away, as the darkness approaches, a fluster and flutter, 
then the quict announces that the partridge has flown, and hurriedly 
settled, just here, till the morn. A rapid wild clatter, with loud calls 
to his gods, and the old cock has picked out his bare bough of rest, 

'A mille of black shadows 'twixt the moon and the day, and 
clanging and cawing in wild hullaballoo, whirling and circling, and 
setiling anew, fighting and squabbling, until a few quict croaks 
announce that the rooks desire peace for the nonce. 

As the punt is unmoored and the last roach comes in, the pigeons 
in Basildon sing their lullaby song, and the angler is cheery as he 
moves towards home. 

Or a sunny October in the vale of the Severn ; fat, rich English 
pastures, hills and heather of Wales ; broad oaks, sombre fir-trees ; 
pheasant, partridge, and hare ; rocks, boulders, and lichen ; grouse, 
Diackgame, and deer; here typical England, there the beauties of 

wea 
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Wales. Wading the shallows, now a dace, now a trout, as the surface 
gets warmer, the spoil of the month—the silvery grayling at the beight 
of its prime ; red-tag or black-needle, a dun or March brown, the 
lure’s of no moment if the rise is “thick on.” When the after 
‘noon’s falling and the fog on the stream, what a glittering basket to 
gloat o'er at home ! 


Or a dingle of Shropshire, just a maze of delight, a push anda 
scramble to discover the stream, here a pool, there a ripple, now lost 
midst the tangle of furze and of growth. Wading the shallows and 
Soguing the deeps; high above looms the bracken, the broom, and 
the thorn, and beyond the blue heaven soft veiled by the mist. Sheer 
down to the water gnarled trunks and dry roots, all smothered with 
lichen and moss and with fern. "Midst a cushion of leaves the nest 
of the robin ; the roots 2 coney warily peeping; = dry 
plateau of sand, and a half-caten fish tells the tale of the otter and 
the old poacher'’s meal ‘The trout are not large, but the gras 
bopper’s tempting ; a climb, and the basket is laid out for view; 
fish, violets, primroses, blackthorn, and you; soft winds and diy- 
dreams youth and boyhood renew, 

‘The light of the moon across a sandy shore, the brown-lined 
cliffs and some frowning firs, or some rush-capped hills ‘twixt the tide 
and marsh ; and the dancing waves of the incoming sea, lighting the 
battered old wreck on the lee, with phosphorent glitter and sparkling 
spray, A boat, a horse, a cart, and a net, East-coast fishermen 
tolling for gain. As the boatman tgs and the horse plods on, and 
the slmon trout, silvery, leaps for life, nowght they think of the 
iil, of the sea, of the moon, but much of the damage from the 
dog-fish’s teeth, still more of the pence for the bairns and wife. And 
the moon looks oa, the cliffs show grey, and thetideand the pennies 
come tumbling in. 

‘There’s a season for huntert—so, too, for the gun, for cricket and 
football, for boating and golf; the summer for yachting, the winter 
for skates ; each season its pastime ; the angler alone has his winter 
and summer, his autumn and spring—the salmon in spring time, and 
trouting in June, the grayling in autemn, and the pike with the frost. 
“The stream is his ntrsery, the river his school, lochs and bays ateis 
Jeisure, and the sea the wide home that takes his loved waters at 
ust as her own ; all the tides of his pleasures came at first from het 
‘comb, and his days are spent wandering with them back to ber 
arms, 


W hea stiffening limbs and fading sight forbid the wanderings of 


= the binges days, the visions of the palmier hours, of fish, of stream, 
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ofloch, of moor, all the delights that keep so young, with the last 
memories that serve to eke out happily the flitting span—'tis not to 
die, but to pass away from an old life we've loved, toa new, telling, as 
we go, the tales once more, exulting in fights that we fought of yore, 
recalling the scenes, re-living the days, believing fresh treasures 
unknown are in store, for Paradise Nature has shown us before. She 
will never forsake those who loved her well. Living is godlike, 
dying a gleam—from Nature to heaven, the fisherman's dream. 
‘W. T. FREEMAN, 


=aimony. 

‘We can Eanily realise 
tempocsries whoo Martin Luther married the nun, Catherine de 
Bors ; bet it was goed thing for the world in our opinion, and thee 
eam be no doube that it made the Reformer himself a much happier 
man. Catherine was a very pretty woman, but, better stil, she was 
2 Shithfel and affectionate wife. Her temper was not the swocta 
and ber tongue at times could scold, but Luther loved her dearly. 
When she frowned he smiled ; when she scolded he bantered. With 
the gentlest soothing be chided her anxiety, and with the most self 
denying devotion be sought to make her life happy. Nordid be 
allow ber to forget her good fortune in getting such 

In one of his letters he wrote to her: © The greatest favour of God 
is to have a good and pious husband, to ‘whom you can trust our 
all, your person, and even your life, whose children and yous 
are the same. Catherine, you have a pious husband who loves yo 
You are an empress; thank God for it.” This, however, did not 
Prevent him from bantering her a little on occasions,aswhenhe wed 
to say, “ICT were going to make love again, I would carve an ob 
dient woman out of marble, in despair of finding one in any othee 
way.” 
sng neh Luther resolved to marry the fair sister, he had a welling 
ring made after a design of his own. On the surface ae © ‘here, 
the Crucifixion and the implements connected with it. Insid® 
the simple inscription — 
D. Martizo Luthero 

Catharina Boren, 

43 Juns, 1525. 
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hus did Catherine ever carry about with her the emblems of the 
fing of the Lord Jesus, and by them both she and her husband 
tre reminded that their united lives should be consecrated to Him 
ho died to redeem them. 
For a considerable time after marriage was permitted to the 
(ergy it was viewed without favour as 2 lower state than celibacy, 
‘hus Bishop Hall, when describing how he got married, begins by 
‘Sort of apology for “condescending” to matrimony. He says: 
‘The uncouth solitariness of my life, and the extreme 
my single housekeeping, drew my thoughts to the necessity of the 
mattied state, which God no less strangely provided for me ; for 
talking from the church on Monday in the Whitsun Week with a 
Pare and reverend minister, I saw a comely and modest gentle- 
(oman standing at the door of that house where we were invited 
9. wedding dinner, and inquiring of that worthy fricnd whether he 
Few her: *Yes,’ quoth he, ‘I know her well, and have bespoken 
 foryour wife” To have things taken in this way out of his 
‘aturally surprised the Bishop, until it was explained that he 
Wd not do better than marry the girl chosen, He did #0, and 
‘the company of that help-meet for the space of forty-nine 
What condescension! Another divine who had a wife 
for him was Hooker, and he did not fare so well. Mrs. 
who had nursed him through an illness, prescribed 
iy, and was given a commission by him to choose a wife, 
her daughter, and the “judicious Hooker," who in this 
had been so injudicious, was unhappy ever ater, We all 
his old pupils, Sandys and Cranmer, when they visited 
» found him tending sheep and reading Horace, and pitied 
they saw the way the “silly, clownish” one kept house 
'¥ called her gentle husband to rock the cradle. Within a 
‘er Hooker's death the dutiful wife married again, 
dom that a marriage made in haste turns out as well as 
poet-parson, George Herbert. He and his wife married 
day after their first interview ; but then, as Izaak Walton 
tell us, the match was arranged by friends who “ under- 
Herbert's and her temper of mind and also their estates 
the suddenness was justifiable by the strictest rules of 
‘The only contest there ever was between the couple 
‘should most incline with the other's desires. And 
begot, and continued in them, such a mutual love, 
‘content, as was no way defective ; yet this mutual 
Jove, and joy did receive a daily augmentation by such 
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Love and Divintty, 24t 
‘What makes the conduct of Stee especially abominable was the 
handsome way he was treated by Miss Lumley before and after her 
mariage. At one time her ill-health, which her relations feared 
might end in consumption, seemed likely to prevent her marrying. 
Accordingly, one evening when Sterne was sitting with her, she said, 
“My dear Laurey, I can never be yours, for 1 verily believe I have 
| not long to live ; but I have left you every shilling of my fortune.” 
Becoming stronger, she did marry, and no matter how badly Stee 
treated her she never ceased to love him. 

‘The wooing of George Whitefield was scarcely human, He thus 
‘wrote to the parents of the girl he preferred, when he found “upon many 
‘ecounts” that it was his “duty to marry:"—"This letter comes like 
Abraham's servant to the relations of Rebecca to know whether your 
daughter be a fit and proper person for myself, Do not be afraid of 
‘sending me a refusal, for, I bless God, if 1 know anything of my own 
heart, Tam free from that foolish passion which the world calls love.” 

‘The girl herself’ was asked by this tepid lover if she could trust 
$m Him who feeds the ravens, and whether, having a husband, she 
‘could be in all respects as though she had none. The marriage was 
‘nota happy one, and the death of his wife set Whitefield’s mind 
‘much at liberty. Four days after the event he preached a funeral ser- 


‘mon, the text of which was; “For the creature was made subject to 
= 





| Men almost always away from home ought not to marry, for pro, 
| fonged absence may produce indifference on both sides. Whitefield 
was right not to allow matrimony or anything else to interfere with 
the “great business” of his life, but it was hard for Mrs, Whitefield 
0 be left alone before the honeymoon was over. That the great 
however, did appreciate the good qualities of his wife may 

be seen from the following words which he wrote to.a friend :-— 
* About eleven weeks ago I married, in the fear of God, one who 
was a widow, of about thirty-six years of age, and who has been a 
Thousekeeper for many years. Neither rich in fortune, nor beautiful 
‘B85 to ber person, but, I believe, a true child of God ; and one who 
‘would not, I think, attempt to hinder me in His work for the world, 
Tn that respect I am just the same as before marriage, I hope 
‘will never suffer me to say, ‘I have married a wife, and therefore 

cannot come.” 

Tt is only just to say that Mrs. Whitefield never did attempt to 
er husband’s work. As long as she had strength to do so 


him in his preaching journeys, and on more than 
‘seemed to be the better man of the two, so to speak, 


i 
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YOSEMITE MEMORIES. 


ITH its delightful climate, equable temperature, lovely hills 
and valleys, and prodigal natural wealth, California's claim 
to the title of “Garden of the World" must be recognised as no 
empty boast. The largest beets, pumpkins, pears, and grapes, the 
choicest of wines, the rarest of flowers, and the most extensive grain- 
fields in the world are hers. But, apart from the products of man's 
industry, Nature has showered her most lavish gifts upon the far 
Westem State, and from cosmopolitan ‘Frisco to the distant Sierras 
is one vast tract of luxurious variety and almost unbroken fertility. 
Vet, although few places in the world can boast of the exquisite 
sylvan beauty and romantic charms of some of the Foothill scenery, 
‘of the lovely valleys of the Coast Ranges with their peculiar vegeta- 
tion, or of those old landmarks of an earlier civilisation which dot 
the Pacific Coast, all these are forgotten in the grand and varied 
panorama of the world-famous Yosemite Valley, which forms such 
a noble crown to the attractions of the “Golden State.” 

“See Naples and die !" says the Italian ; “See Paris and die!” 
says the Frenchman ; “See Venice and die !” says the Venetian ; 
but the Californian's pride is not in the great Babylon which man 
has built. We haveall known travellers who have been disappointed 
with Naples, and Paris, and Venice—the reality did not attain to the 
‘exaggerated ideal they had conceived —but never was there a pilgrim 
who did not feel amply repaid bya sight of the grand natural wonders 
‘of the Yosemite Valley and the Mariposa Big Trees, 

Running north-east and south-west, the valley itself lies in the 
heart of the Sierra Nevada mountains, almost in the centre of the 
‘State of California, and was first discovered by white men in the 
year 1848. It is some six miles long by a mile toa mile anda half 
wide and, though 4,060 feet above the level of the sea, is just one 
mile perpendicular below the summits of the surrounding mountains. 
The name—signifying “Big Grizzly Bear—is derived from a tribe 
of predatory Indians, now almost extinet, who at one time made this 
natural stronghold their place of final retreat. Continually harassed 
‘by these nomads, the Mariposa settlers finally organised themselves 
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again leisurely parsing our way towards Madera at the distinctly 
non-hazardous rate of some fiftecn miles an hour. 

‘There was not much sleep for any of us that night, and, indeed, 
we felt we had only just turned in when the stentorian tones of the 
car-porter announcing : “Madera! Madera! Breakfast in half an 
hour!" thoroughly awakened us from our restless slumbers, It was 
just half-past five, On looking out, we found ourselves at a stand- 
still in the midst of a fixt and uninteresting sandy waste, unbroken 
by even an attempt at a wee or a shrub, One street of wooden 
buildings, about zco yards distant, alone scrved to break the 
monotony of the landscape, and these, we were duly informed, com- 
posed the city of Madera. The porter’s warning did not long remain 
unheeded. The various bed-curtains went through some curious 
‘evolutions, and a sudden mush to either end of the car soon proved that 
our little world was once again astir. And now an incident occurred 
which formed a fruitful topic of conversation for some time to come, 
but which might have had scrious results for the unwitting offender. 
We had been duly apprised, the night before, which end of the car 
was to be appropriated to the men’s toilette, and in the lamplight it 
all looked clear enough. But one individual—and the shyest 
man of the party withal—had evidently lost his bearings during the 
night, and carelessly sauntered, in undress uniform, to the end 
nearest him when he awoke. Opening the lavatory door, he walked 
heedbessly in. There was a moment’s silence, and then a loud and 
isharmonious murmur of female voices, the banging of a door, and 
the sound of hurrying fcotsteps down the corridor. Redand breath- 
Jess, the unfortunate man rushed into the men’s lavatory, but the 
consolation he there received was not calculated to restore his 
equanimity, and he ever afterwards asserted that he had that morning 
experienced one of the severest shocks of a not uneventful life. 

Atsix o'clock the gong at the hotel opposite sounded for break- 
fast, and at seven we started ina four-horse coach on the seventy-five 
miles drive to the valley. 

For some fifteen miles our course lay across a land of miniature 
sandhillsthe route marked out by an interminable wooden water- 
course perched, for safety, on stilts—the happy playground of 
multitudes of hares, ground-squirrels, and other small game, Then, 
the sand waste gradually gave place to a land peopled as far as the 
eye could reach with grazing sheep and gambolling lambs, and soon 
‘we were rattling on at a good pace through a well-vegetated and 
pleasantly undulating country. Gaily we thus sped on towards the ever- 
changing and always seductive prospect ahead until, at one o'clock, a 
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‘swarmed around our inick, 20 much 90 that a good shot could at 
‘times have wrought considerable staughter with an ordinary catapult ; 
‘but ax we reached the higher lands these almost disappeared and gave 
place to quantities of deer, which came out of the woods on the moun- 
‘tain-sides and gazed wonderingly at us as we rattled by at fairly close 
quarters. At one time a superb fox kept the road for a consider- 
able distance in front of us, but the one animal for which every 
| eye was strained, and every tongue inquiring, was a “grizzly,” 
Despite, however, the keenest possible look-out, our curiosity was 
destined not to be gratified by the sight of even a distant one, 
though we crossed numbers of fresh tracks from time to time, and 
| ‘were assured by more than one red-shirted hunter that several were 
___ in the vicinity. 

| Many times during the day we had stopped to water the horses 
at one or other of the many fruit farms en rew/e, the inhabitants of 
Which, with a rare generosity, invariably met us with pails of luscious 
peaches, grapes, and other fruits of abnormal size, and for which 
they resolutely declined all remunemation other than old newspapers, 
and such additional news of the outside world as we were able to give. 
(Old newspapers we found to bea most Invaluable commodity through- 
Ott, and none were too old to excite the liveliest gratitude on the 
part of the recipients. During the latter part of the journey, however, 
themen habitations became few and far between—here a primitive 
farm and there a log-hut, with its solitary occupant, in a forest clear- 
fag—so that it was with a fecling almost akin to relief that, at seven 
@elock, we drew up at Chincopin Flats, our last halt prior to reaching 
_ Stir final resting-place for the night. 

‘The Flats was not an imposing looking place, even in the friendly 
n i A few wooden shanties, occupied by roving hunters and 
me half-dozen employés of the Concord Company, was alll it could 
"beast of in the way of civilisation—one of those places numbered 
_ atnong the proverbially blessed, for it certainly was ignorant of any 













Darkness was well upon us as,we set off on the last lap of our 
day's journey. The “Colonel,” however, knew every inch of the 
goad ; and it was well for us that he did, for as we passed at times 
through Jong stretches of primeval forest our two “leaders” were 

quite out of sight—lost in the blackness surrounding us. 
Wiis iron hour of this haphazard travelling brought ws at last 
“Within sight of the welcome lights of Clark’s Ranch twinkling below, 
‘Gnd at eight o'clock we reached the clearing—still, however, some 


‘twenty-twoJmilesffrom the valley. All hands, of course, need out 
VOL CCExxx1. 0. 1989, 
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Lo witness the arrival, and sorry-looking objects we were. The white 
dust lay thick over everything, and had penetrated every crack and 
crevice, Nothing was mcred from it, so that what with our white 
clothes and black faces we could scarcely even recognise each other 
as we made our way through the loitering groups of guides, travellers, 
red and grey-shirted hunters, servants, and animals, to the largest of 
the long, low, irregular wooden houses—with windows and doors 
innumerable all opening on to the characteristic verandahs—which 
served the purposes of an hotel. An air of business pervaded the 
place in spite of its position in the heart of a mighty forest, and, 
although there was no pretence at architectuml beauty or luxury 
about it, cleanliness and comfort were everywhere, and our bruised 
and shaken frames rejoiced at the sight of the cheery log fires, which 
added a touch of welcome to the appearance of the spacious and 
homely rooms—for, although the days were hot enough, the nights 
up in the mountains were decidedly cool A refteshing toilette, a 
dinner than which nothing more appetising was eaten that night in 
Paris or New York, some music in the drawing-room, and a cigar 
out in the moonlight, fanned by the soft pine-laden air, and we felt 
even then that the discomforts of travel had not been in vain 

Life was astir betimes at Clark's, and at half-past six, after a 
capital breakfast, we were once more under way. From the ranch 
the road again took a turn upwards, and we continued to ascend 
until, at an altitude of 6,600 feet, Look-out Point—the highest 
clevation of the Yosemite trail—was reached. Here one of the 
grandest views of the trip suddenly burst upon us, and the accom: 
modating “Colonel” willingly stopped sufficiently long to irpress 
our memories with the magnificent panorama of valley and mountain 
spread out before us, From this point the actual descent into the 
valleycommenced, but it was not until we had proceeded some distance 
further that a sudden bend in the road brought us face to face with 
a kingly tree, bearing the legend “ Inspiration Point.” And the spot 
was, indeed, well named, for as we gazed for the first time on the 
narrow, verdant valley we had come so far to see, guarded by its giant 
portals, and flanked by lofty and precipitous mountains with ea 
tellated granite crests towering heavenwards, we found the realm 
of Fact to be no whit behind the realm of Fancy. Over the mighty 
walls great bodies of water recklessly plunged, and in the far distance 
floated, like a bit of purest ether on thegloom of Tenaya Cahon, ome 
of the fairest and most picturesque lakes in the whole of Nature’ 
wide domain. From end to end of the valley, 3,000 feet below, ran 
with many windings, like a tiny silver thread, the Merced River, 
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feet above us, at the entrance to the valley, and dis- 
tinctly visible to the naked eye in the vale of San Joaquin sixty miles 


away; 

‘Beyond El Capitan rise one above another the pinnacles of the 
‘Three Brothers (3,820 feet), for all the world like three frogs sitting 
‘on their haunches and gazing in the same direction. Then come 
‘Eagle Point, and a curious columnar mass of rock known as Wash- 

n Column ; whilst at the extreme end of the valley rises the 
‘Sparkling granite dome of Cloud's Rest, 6,450 fect above the floor of 
and 10,510 above the level of the sea, Returning on the 

ather side, the eye perforce rests first on Half or South Dome, a 
Gene cen of solid granite, 4,737 fect high, dominating the valley, 
and in shape, as its name indicates, like a dome riven in half, That 





‘Dome is unmistakeably the most unapproachable. Professor 
declares that it has but one possible rival in the world— 
the Matterhorn. 
‘entire valley teems with Indian tradition and romance, but 
‘one of the most pleasing legends is that attaching to El 
, and the Half Dome. The former was the abode of the 
. ‘of the valley—Totokonula—who supplied the earthly 
wants of its inhabitants. The South Dome was the dwelling of a 
“supernatural winged maiden, 1 sea-nymph from the south, whose 
gmicefial form was ever partially enveloped in a floating cloud. She 
owas known as ‘Tesaiyac, or “ Goddess of the Valley.” Her beautiful 
—honestly—golden hair hung in long wavelets, and her eyes of 
‘heavenly bine heightened the charm of a lovely face. Sexual attrac- 
tion has always been a weak point with the gods, and so Totokonula 
52 
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In close attendance stand Sentinel Dome and Sentinel Rock—a 
grand mass of granite 3,043 fect high, in the shape of an obclisk— 
the Three Graces, and those aptly-named twin and graceful pinnacles, 
‘Cathedral Spires, shooting into the air like minarets of some Gothic 
cathedral. At a period not very remote the spires were three in 
‘number, but one succumbed to the shock of an 

If however, these eccentric masses of Tock are magnificent in 
their cold and stern sublimity, none the less impressive are the 
mighty, vibrating, falls of water which plunge, seething and foaming, 
‘over the perpendicular walls of the valley at different points, Few 
‘waterfalls in the world combine so many elements of grandeur and 
beauty as the Yosemite Fall. Its highly polished lip is some 
2,600 feet above the base, and for the first 1,500 of these the water 
falls in an unbroken shect ; then for 626 feet it forms a series of 
cascades, concluding with one final plunge of 400 feet, on to the 
tocks at the foot of the precipice, with a ceaseless roar. Of this 
Cataract an American writer recently said: “To stand before that 
mighty fall, with its grand power and its beauty, and the half of the 
rainbow like a bright crown laid at its feet by the Almighty, beauti- 
fying and illuminating it, the tears came quick to my eyes, and I felt 
that I walked with God. When I came away it seemed as though I 
Gould pever go there again lest the effect should be lessened, but 
those with me said it grew upon them with each visit.” 

Bat, though the Yosemite, the Sentinel, the Nevada, and the 
Vernal Falls are all equally awe-inspiring in their reckless magnifi- 
cence, and superior by far in height and volume to the most highly- 
vaunted cataracts of our European pilgrimages, the Bridal Veil Fall, 
close by the entrance to the valley, is undoubtedly far and away the 
most beautiful, asit leaps over the cliif beside Cathedral Rocks in one 
snbroken plunge of 630 feet, and then falls for another 300 feet in a 
Series of cascades, hidden in wreathing, eddying, sparkling mists 

in rainbow tints, As the column of water sways from 
side to side and waves under the varying pressure of the wind, it 
seems to flutter like a white veil, producing an indescribably graceful 
effect. Its Indian name is Pohono, and to it is attached the follow- 
‘ng legend ; “In ancient days, as one of the women of the tribe was 
githering berries on the bank of the creek she slipped into its angry 
Stream, and, being hurried down its rocky course, was carried over 
the brink and Jost for ever. Never after was she seen, or was aught 
Sheard of her. Apt at drawing supernatural conclusions, fear filled 
the Indian heart at this mishap. They dared no longer sleep in the 
Vicinity of the cataract, nor in passing it would they loiter, for ia 








atnieg'6f tie toe’ males! Xo Dekaron 
Spirit of the Evil Wind." 

‘By a pleasant road, across the green meadow land, dotted) with 
plants and shrubs and flowers of every hue, by the gracefully fringed 
banks of the shimmering river—from 7o to 80 fect in width, and 
clear as crystal as it flows over its bed of granite sand—the air 
heavy with the fragrance of subtle odours, we pursued our way 
through the park.like valley to Cook's (not he of Tourist fame) 
beautifully situated hotel, sandwiched between Eagle Peak (3,830 feet) 
and Sentinel Rock (3,070 feet). Two o'clock was sounding as we 
alighted, and all hands were soon busily engaged with brooms and 
switches removing the dust, which seemed like the accumulation of 
ages, with which everything was covered. 

Luncheon over, we strolled through the small village of some 
dozen dwellings, inhabited mostly by hunters, and including one 
other hotel, under the shadow of mighty trees nearly 200 fect in height 
and 8 to 10 fect in diameter, to a quiet nook where a small party of 
nomadic Indians had pitched thelr picturesque camp. Their “wallies” 
or ‘‘wickieups,” made of branches of trees, covered over with skins, 
&c., were of the most primitive description ; and although the deep 
copper hue of the redskins, with their large features, fleshy figures, 
and Jong, lank, black hair did not make up a very prepassessing 
ensemble, we found them most docile as well as\ preternaturally grave 
people. But if the general appearance of either men or women was 
not attractive, Nature had certainly compensated the latter by bestow- 
ing on them such delightfully musical yoices as might well have been 
the envy of many a West End belle, 

At first the women folk, more especially, seemed to entertain a 
wholesome dread of the white man, and, although eyeing us with evident 
curiosity at a distance, fled under cover likefiddler crabs at the merest 
approach to a friendly advance. Stiffened in a mummy-like robe, 
the papoose was slung handily at the back of the squaw, and slipped 
round to the breast whenever hungry. And marvellous babies they 
were—for they never cried, but stared with absurd gravity at the 
strangers through their weird little, black, beady eyes. Even the 
bigger children and the dogs wore a peculiarly wistful look, as though 
they had prescience of the inevitable extinction of their race. ‘Later 
‘on, however, we became wonderfully good friends with the nomads, 
and spent many a pleasant hour listening to the old men’s weird tales 
of mythical romance, recited in rich and solemn tones 
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Round our own comfortable log fire on the first evening of our 
‘stay we laid our plans of future operation, haggled with guides, and 
engaged our Mexican ponies for the term of our visit. We found 
‘as time went on that this foresight saved us a lot of trouble; and we 
adhered, with remarkable consistency throughout, to the programme 
we then drew up. 

All the usual trips, to Register Rock—its old face scarred with 
inscriptions, dates, and names hailing from almost every quarter of 
the civilised world—Glacier Point, Cloud’s Rest, the Merced Gorge, 
and the various other points of interest about the valley and its bul- 
warks, we duly made; but the ascent of the Half Dome is worthy of a 
special word. OF all the marvellous wonders which the mighty 
forces of Nature have wrought in this region, none presents so many 
imposing aspects as docs this unique mass. No two views of it are 
alike, and yet from any standpoint it is incomparnble—always the 
first and the last of the great white peaks to catch the traveller's eye. 
Much time has been spent in conjecturing how the wonderful 
Vosemite cleft was occasioned ; whether it was washed out by the 
streams, or ground out by the ice mills of the glacial period, or 
whether the bottom fell out, and if so whither it fell, but no satis. 
factory conclusion has ever been reached. And so in the Half 
Dome we have a mighty tower, with a round and shapely dome of 
3,000 fect smoothed and polished by the breath of ages, cleft in twain, 
and no trace left of the manner in which the fragments have been 
disposed of. Yet fancy still loves to linger round these mysteries, 
and each new spectator has his own particular theory. 

‘The day was still very young as we galloped down the valley to 
the Half Dome trail, and, save for the tumbling of the waters, the song 
of the breeze among the trees, or the distant echoing crack of a 
hunter's rifle, no sound broke the morning solitude. The very foot- 
falls of our ponies were hushed as they fell on the pine-cones 
carpeting the meadows, and not even the sound of a bird’s song from 
the coo) groves of the snow-water river or the clumps of graceful 
trees came to disturb the solemn and restful spirit of the place. 
First across an open glade green with herbage and bright with the 
blossoms of many flowers, then through close-grown woods, and the 
aacent commenced. ‘The steep trail of glistening and slippery granite 
Blocks, no more than three fect wide, compelled us to ride in single 
file, and zigzagged so sharply from side to side that the ponies on the 
turn above seemed frequently to be almost overhead; but they 
climbed with wonderful pluck and sureness of foot. Three hours 
‘had thus passed away when, through an opening in the trees, at a 
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sudden turn in the road, we canght sight of a magnificent sheet of 
water, falling like a curtain for goo feet, which proved to be the 
Veral Fall. At the head of this cataract and near the foot of 
Nevada Fall stands Snow's Hotel and here we dismounted. 

Of all the falls of this favoured district the Nevadais one of the best 
worth seeing, as, with the full volume of the Merced River, it dashes: 
over the cliff 700 fect abave, sending a dense volume of spray high 
in the sunlight, then rushing on through a narrow chasm out on to 
the smooth inclined rocks and down the Silver Chain into the Emerald 
Pool. Here the turbulent waters are quieted for a while, until they 
make their last calm and peaceful leap over the Vernal Fall into the 
cafion below. Visiting the Yosemite and not going to the Nevada 
Fall,” said one inhabitant of the valley, ‘is like going to the great 
Niagara and stopping at the bridge below.” 

At Snow's we stayed long enough to rest and refresh our homes, 
then continued up the wail to the top of the Nevada Fall, and 
round the base of a stupendous and isolated mass of rock, nearly 
perpendicular on all sides, known as the Cap of Liberty. Here we 
tured out of the Merced Gorge into the Little Yosemite Valley, and 
by the side of a small brook, the last water we were to see till the 
‘same spot was reached on ourreturn, partook a/ fresco of the luncheon 
we had brought with us in our saddle-bags. 

Our Mexican ponies took us to within 1,000 feet of the summit, 
the point at which most of the amateur climbers of the ancient abode 
of Tesaiyac finally stop. Comparatively few, we were assured, ever 
reach the flag-staff. We had been duly warned before starting of 
the dangers attendant on the ascent of the rounded dome itself, and 
we had to confess, as we looked up at thealmost perpendicular (about 
8o degrees) smooth granite surface and the solitary rope to which we 
were to trust our lives, that it did look somewhat fearful. 

The rope, of fifteen strands of a very strong fibre, was securely 
fastened at the top of the peak, and then fixed by iron cleats driven 
into the face of the rock at intervals of 100 feet. The ascent is 
effected by pulling oneself up this rope hand over hand, at the same 
time firmly gripping the granite face of the mountain with one’s feet, 
Despite the asscrtion of guide books that the ascent is “ hazardous 
in the extreme,” it is not a difficult feat provided one has a good 
head and can rely on one's fingers—for a moment's loss of power or 
self-control must mean inevitable destruction. Only two of us, how- 
ever, essayed this final portion of the ascent—a Scotchman, bearing 
the truly Scottish name of Burns, and the writer—but I do not think 
either of us were sorry when we at last stood on the plateau beside the 
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flagstaf’, ‘This plateau was some ten acres in extent, and surrounded 
‘on all sides, except that by which we had come, by apparently 
bottomless abysses, out of which the roaring of distant waters was 
the only sound that issued. No sign of life or vegetation was visible 
anywhere save away down in the Yosemite Valley, 5,000 feet below, 
bur the panorama was nevertheless superb. Over intervening cafons 
‘and gorges the pale majestic Sierra peaks rose grandly desolate against 
the cloudless sky, and the bald granite rocks around us showed 
almost as white as the distant snow-capped heights beyond. On 
sucha spot the words of the American poet Stanley Wood seemed 
strangely appropriate >— 

‘Yonder the mountains sinuously tie, 

As mighty silhouettes against the sky, 

And earnest souls can rev'rently define 

‘The granite writings of a liand Divine. 


For some twenty minutes we stood on this awe-inspiring spot, and 
then commenced the return journey. This had to be performed 
backwards, so that fally an hour and a half had elapsed before we 
again rejoined our friends and ponies. 

‘The sun was getting very low when we once more reached Snow's, 
and by the time we entered the wood again we found it necessary to 
dismount and lead our ponies as best we could through the darkness, 
and many tumbles and bruises were ours before we emerged from 
the forest on to the floor of the valley. 

As we cantered along the level ground a glorious harvest moon 
was shining, and tipped with silver the giant, ghost-like forms 
surrounding us, calling forcibly to mind Bret Harte’s picturesque 
Sam Above the pines, the moon was dowly drifting, 

‘The river sang below 5 
‘The dim Sierras far beyond uplifting 
‘Their minarets of snow. 


‘A smart gallop to finish, and we were again at the door of our 
hotel, having been some twelve hours in the saddle, pleased with 
ourselves and grateful for all the beauty and majestic grandeur we 
had seen. 

As we sat—a largely increased party—for the last time round the 
Jog-fire in the spacious hotel parlour news was brought in that the 
sup” coach had been “held up,” and booty to the extent of £400 
secured by the highwaymen. The horses had then been turned 
adrift, leaving the travellers helpless by the roadside, whilst the 
robbers themselves took to the mountains. A sherifi’s posse, we 
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EXTREMES OF HUMAN EFFORT. 


HE mechanism of the bodily powers of the lower animals is 
sufficient, in their natural surroundings, for all their purposes. 
‘The mechanism of man’s body, if not more perfect all round, is at 
least more versatile, and from the purely animal side, in a primitive 
‘state, perfectly sufficient to fulfil all his natural requirements. But, 
impelled by the superior development of his brain, man has never 
been allowed to rest completely satisfied with his natural powers, 
‘and has constantly spent his energies in the creation of artificial 
‘wants, for the satisfaction of which he has had to invoke ever-new 
artificial means of coercing stubborn Nature. These wants and the 
machinery invented to supply them, taken in their great sum total, 
‘constitute what is known as civilisation, which is accounted the 
higher in proportion to the increase of the complexity of the whole 
and the complete mutual interdependence of its multifarious parts, 
Man, in the most primitive state in which we have anything 
‘approaching to a definite knowledge of his way of life, was a tool- 
user, sharply marked off by this bare dividing line alone from all 
other animals. His first tool was a weapon, a stick or a stone 
picked up while hunting for his breakfast, the offensive use changing 
to defensive when the wounded animal tumed pursuer. The 
inventive faculties of the races endowed with adequate brain-power, 
and not atrophied by the over-bounteous productive powers of 
their place of settlement, have raised, in the course of ages, on a 
small foundation of hand-to-mouth adaptation of natural objects 
for the uses of the moment, the whole existing fabric of society, 
in which it is the exception for anything whatever to be done by the 
natural powers of man unaided by mechanical contrivances of some 
kind. 

‘There is the danger in this highly advanced state of civilisation, 
iin which everything is to a greater or less extent entrusted to 
‘untiring mechanical agencies, that the physical energies of the 
‘working members of the population being less and less called into 
‘action, are thereby put on the high road towards deterioration. Any 
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icant expansion, which may be supposed to be 
fumbered by the diverting of humin energies from the lower range of 
merely mmscular activity to the higher one of mental exercise, could 
nor in the long run bebeneiicial to the race. Ouly nations which pre- 
Sore sound minds im sound bodies advance all along the line. A race 


‘The bsiight in sports and bodily exercises of all kinds is 
eminent: characteristic of the Anglo-Saxon race, which has led 
ihe var an every eid. me sokely by virtue of its mental equipment, 
wre svixiy oa accuunt of its physical stamina, but from the happy 
cembimsten cf bed, mmmectng cn exch other by successive 
sGmsies amd cesgeme. which it so fornmately possesses. The 
gragness stich this bighiy-Givoured race bas made in the mechanical 
area sew sv largely Geveicped thar the most productive industries 
are just tacee in whith the part man plays is reduced to simple 
Asmrndance on unpchines, uns Deen accompanied by an ever-increasing 
dbeeucen e Seid: sgerts amd physical culrure, so that now the feats of 
prowess which are ccommeniy performed, almost asa matter of course, 
by the ummied snuscwar powers of the modern athlete, are certainly 
wet a what tateriee te those performed by the best-trained athletes of 
amcreut aatens whe koew oot machinery. It is, indeed, probable 
‘etrough that they are superiee to them, bat the difficulty arises in the 
Want of any stumdand of comparion. 

While there have beea men en earth there have been running 
Wwaatcdes anak the dirst athletic contest dates away back in the mists 
Sf unchroaicted antiquity, Among the men of every warlike nation 

of streogthy speed, and endurance have excited admiration, and 

¥ etnulation have served to keep the warriors in good condition 
luring times of peace. Yet it is remarkable among how few nations 
Mave athletics Become a regular art and a prominent feature of 
ational life. There is abundant information regarding the im- 
“nee of athletics in ancient Greece, both as a matter of health for 
dividual and as a source of pleasure to the public by the great 
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displays at which the victors in the various contests won for them- 
selves, not cups, medals, or money prizes, but undying fame and 
abundant glory, social honours, and even statues to their memory. 
Strangely enough, the Romans, though fond of exhibitions of 
strength and skill, did not take kindly to the practice of athletics 
themselves. The performers were almost always Greeks, and the 
profession of athletics remained purely an exotic. Even under the 
Empire it was with difficulty transplanted from Greece. The great 
and important matter of professionalisin was not of less moment in 
those days than now. The amateur practised gymnastics purely as a 
matter of hygiene, and very rarely was one allowed to enter asa 
competitor at any one of the great national games. In the later 
periods of Greek history the trained athletes formed a regular pro- 
fessional class, who alone performed in public, devoting their whole 
lives to training and practice, 

England alone of modern nations has taken up the traditions of 
Greek physical culture, and carried them forward to a far higher 
stage of development. As far back as the chronicles reach, athletic 
‘sports and pastimes have been a feature of our national life. The 
old chroniclers naturally take more particular note of the sports of 
the nobles, their patrons, but evidence is not wanting to show that 
the common people had their own athletic games, Fitz-Stephen, 
the monk of Canterbury, writing in the reign of Henry IL, says that 
the young Londoners had open spaces allotted them near the city, 
where they practised “leaping, wrestling, casting of the stone, and 
playing with the ball.” Running is not mentioned, but it can hardly 
be supposed that there were leaping matches and no running ones. 
‘The kings viewed the pastimes of the people now with disfavour and 
again with favour. Edward II. expressly forbade weight-putting by 
statute, but the prohibition does not appear to have been strictly 
enforced. ‘The idea underlying this and other similar interferences 
with popular pastimes was the fear that for these the mare important 
archery practice might be allowed to fall into disuse. Bluff King 
Hal himself, even after he ascended the throne, is said to have daily 
amused himself with weight-putting, dancing, tilting, leaping, and 
running, and his example helped to make such amusements fashion- 
able, After the brief period of Puritan repression, which it is difficult 
to believe was thorough or sincere with respect to the more manly 
bodily exercises, the encouragement afforded by the Stuarts caused 
@ genuine burst of enthusiasm for sports of all kinds, which may 
almost be said to have lasted, the inevitable ups and downs of all 
popular fashions excepted, until this day. 


athlete is nothing apart from the “records,” and in the older days 
times and distances were taken, when they were taken at all, and 
measured, with quite insufficient accuracy for their exact comparison 
with the scientifically timed and measured records of the last quarter 
of a century or so. The stop-wateh, marking fifths of a second, 
and the cinder-path track laid out with mathematical accuracy, all 
controlled by men who are specialists in the timing and measuring 
of athletic feats, are a very different matter from the rough and 
ready methods of former days, when maces were run perhaps on the 
high road, up hill and down dale, and timed by the church clock. 
‘The modern refinements of accurate recording have thus put all 
the older performances out of court; and when the question of 
improvement in comparison with the ancient athletes of Greece is 
mooted, the fact comes to light that we have no notion whatever of 
what these were capable of. There are no “ records” available from 
the Olympic games. ‘The competitors strove with each other merely, 
and the victor in any contest was not liable to be confronted with 
the disheartening news that his “ time" was so much worse than that 
of the victor in the same contest of the previous festival, 

‘Taking all available considerations into account, and.as we have 
no real ground for supposing, with the pessimistic philosophers, that 
the physical capabilities of the human body have in any degree 
deteriorated since the earliest times, the marked improvement that 
has taken place in every department of athletics to which strict 
measurement can be applied, since the introduction of the moder 
system, puts it almost beyond question that the better training and 
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methods of the modem athlete enable him in every point to eclipse 
‘the performances of the ancients, Human effort is certainly directed, 
in this respect, into other channels. The competitions of a modern 
athletic meeting do not agree, so far as can be now ascertained, with 
those in vogue in ancient Greece, nor is similarity traceable between 
the Olympic games and any great modern athletic meeting, except 
in the assembling of great crowds to derive pleasure from seeing the 
best trained men put forth their best efforts, 

With respect to walking and running, it would be impossible, 
within reasonable space, ta enumerate a tithe of the remarkable 
performances which have been chronicled at one time or another. 
‘The annals of the eighteenth century in particular are full of 
accounts of wagers for the performance of athletic feats, both sublime 
and ridiculous, Luttrell's “‘ Diary” tells of a wager by a German, 
sixty-four years of age, to walk 300 miles in “Hide Park” in six 
days, which he did within the time “and a mile over.” In 1780, 
the Gentleman's Magasine tells of a man of seventy-five who ran 
44 miles round Queen Square in fifty-cight minutes. _It is, however, 
very evident that no reliance can be placed on the times, which in 
many cases are simply preposterous. Thus one case is recorded of 
aman who walked from Bishopsgate to Colchester and back—102 
miles—in twelve hours! An older feat described in the Weekiy 
Intelligencer on December 1, 1653, was the performance of a runner 
who covered the distance from St. Albans to London—twenty miles 
—in less than an hour and a half, “and the last four miles so gently 
that he seemed to meditate and not to ensult on, the conquest, but 
did make it rather a recreation than a race.” As the present best 
performance on record for running twenty miles is somewhere about 
nine minutes. only. under two hours, there is evidently something 
‘wrong about this remarkable race, In reality, the public of those 
days had very little idea of the speed possible to any one of even 
ordinary pedestrian capabilities. This is evident from the fact that 
among the performances chronicled is that of a clerk who won a 
wager of fifty guineas by walking four miles in less than fifty minutes. 

In 1789 one Savagar, a labourer, walked 404. miles in six days, 
along the high road between Hereford and Ludlow, going over a 
hill two miles long three times. every day. An eighteenth-century 
athlete of much celebrity, who excelled in the feats of endurance in 
fayour at the time, was Foster Powell, a lawyer's clerk, who may be 
said to have. been the long-distance champion for a quarter of a 
century. Born in 1734, he was thirty years of age before he per- 
formed his first feat of running fifty miles on the Bath Road in seven 
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‘times during the athletic season, may be expected to continue to be 

changed for a few years, until at last a line is reached beyond 

which it appears impossible to improve. Yet there is no finality in 
athletics, as in all other human affairs, and the apparently unassailable 

‘extreme of human effort in any one department may at any time be 

‘surpassed by some exceptionally gifted individual. 

In no department of athletics has a more remarkable improve- 
ment taken place than in jumping. At the first Oxford and 
Cambridge meeting in 1864 the best high jump was only 5 fect 
6 inches, and the best long jump 18 feet. Not many years ago it 
vas supposed to be beyond human power to jump higher than 
6 feet, and to cover by a long jump more than 224 or 23 feet was 
thought little short of impossibility. Yet these have all been 
‘exceeded, to the incredulous amazement of foreigners who take the 
trouble to interest themselves in such matters. The record for high 
jumping stands—and probably will long remain—at the remarkable 
height of 6 feet 5 inches, and a running long leap has been made of 
23 feet 6} inches. In pole-jumping, in which human effort is aided 
by the use of a pole, a height of x1 fect 9 inches has been cleared. 

In other branches of athletics, which do not attract so much 
public attention as the more showy walking, running, or jumping, 

weight putting and hammer-throwing have also had their champion 

irs, who, by training other muscles, have been able to make 
remarkable records. The sixteen-pound weight has been thrown a 
istance of 47 feet ro inches. This performance dates only from last 
<e=2r, and this year the hammer, also weighing sixteen pounds, 
=== thrown 147 feet. An apparently much more astonishing 
==formance is that of throwing a cricket-ball the extraordinary 
Sf2z0ce of 127 yards 1 foot 3 inches before it struck the ground, 
©<B his not been surpassed since 1873, 

Ef iz possible that such races of men as the inhabitants of many 
©e<= Pacific Islands, who appear to be almost semi-aquatic in their 
"ESS, 50 naturally do they take to the water, may be able to perform 
== ‘znore astonishing feats in the unstable element than are within 
= wers of our most celebrated aquatic champions, but the test of 
(=eeative figures has not yet been applied to them, so that they 
"© benaken into account. Swimming has always beena favourite 
"== F< with nations which have delighted in bodily exercise. At 

“> weever, man’s progress in water is very slow, and he by no 

SS S<ompures so favourably in speed with the denizens of the deep 
ta, with the inhabitants of the land, The fastest 100 yardsin 

— been done in x minute 2 seconds—being at the rate of tittle 
Sm cenxxx1. No. 1980. < 
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will suffice here to quote a very few of the records at present in 
existence. No doubt some of these will disappear in the course of 
the current year, to be replaced by some different figures. 

One mile has been cycled in + minute 50 seconds ; 100 miles 
in 3 hours 53 minutes ; in one hour 28 miles 1,034 yards have been 
covered ; and in twenty-four hours 29 miles 578 yards. As fours 
de force of endurance note may be specially taken of the eycling 
of 1,404} miles in six days of cighteen hours a day ; of 1,000 miles 
cycled on the road in 5 days § hours 49 minutes; and of Mill's 
wonderful ride from Land’s End to John 0° Groat's, 900 miles, in 
3 days 5 minutes 49 seconds. There is perhaps more foolhardy over- 
exertion in cycling than in all other forms of athletic sports taken 
together; but it is useless to expect eager young men to cease 
altogether from their mad desire to “ break the record” for long or 
short distances, according to the particular rider’s predilection, 

‘The lover of skating has mot often in this country such a 
favourable chance of practising his delightful art as he had during 
the winter before last. This sport, intermittent in this country, is 
practised under more favourable conditions in such countries as 
Norway and Holland, where the ice never fails to offer a fair ficld 
every winter. In skating the mechanical apparatus is 80 very simple 
that progress on the ice may be said to be unaided by anything save 
skill and address, so that skating performances may come in here for 
brief mention, The skater far outstrips the runner in speed, but 
does not nearly come up to the cyclist, A mile has been skated 
in 2 minutes 12} seconds ; five miles in 17 minutes 45 seconds ; and 
100 miles in 7 hours 11 minutes 38} seconds, 

A form of competition quite unknown in this country—stilt- 
walking—is practised to a considerable extent in some districts of 
France. Recently at Bordeaux a young man beat the record by 
covering 275 miles in 76 hours 35 minutes. ‘The stilts used were 
about six feet long, and weighed 16 pounds. With these rather 
ungainly implements he took steps of four feet in length, thus being 
enabled to cover the ground with comparative ease. 

It would manifestly be impossible, within moderate compass, to 
do full justice to all the varied achievements, in every department of 
human activity, by which man displays his remarkable versatility 
and the adaptability of his muscular forces and powers of endurance. 
Man striving with his brother man in friendly rivalry develops his 
best strength, and even in the achievements of purely unaided 
muscle there is always progress, 

A. MACIVOR. 
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TWO AYRSHIRE BALLADS. 


N some of his correspondencefBurns remarks on the scarcity of 
folk-songs in his native county. For this scarcity, which is a 
fact beyond dispute, it is difficult to account, Doubtless there are 
other counties of Scotland of equal importance which have as little 
fo boast in ballad verse ; but when the memories are considered, 
national as well as local, of the old region of Carrick and Kyle, the 
absence there of popular narrative poetry appears more peculiar, The 
poverty of the shire in antique folk-song has certainly been more 
than made up to the nineteenth century by the wealth of the lyric 
productions of Burns himself; yet it seems strange that the district 
which saw some of the most dramatic deeds of Wallace and Bruce, 
and which knew the constant ridings and strivings of feudal houses 
like the Kennedys and Montgomerics, should retain so small a store 
Of traditional ballads. 

So far as is known, only two of the ancient folk-songs of Scot- 
land, of the highest class, are connected with Ayrshire, though a 
third—*Lord Gregory, or The Lass of Lochryan"—belongs to 
the neighbourhood immediately to the south, In more than one 
respect, however, the two Ayrshire ballads possess an interest 
peculiarly their own. Curiously enough, they are attached by tradi- 
tion to the eame locality, and to the memories of the same ancient 
house ; and while one of them remains the only Scots ballad 
narrating deeds of the gypsy race, the other pretends to a history 
itself more startling and suggestive than any romance. 

Halfway southward along the coast, between the seaport town 
of Girvan and the little fishing village of Ballanirse, there stands, 
On a green knoll in a recess of the hills, an ancient ruin known as 
Carleton Tower. On the sea shore, below the grey keep, nestles 
the little community of Lendalfoot. ‘The folk who live there have 
plied the calling of fishermen for centuries, father and son, and they 
gather their living from the blue waters round Ailsa Craig, whose 
great dome rises out of the ocean exactly opposite. In other days, 
it may be, the folk who dwelt here got their living by less lawful 
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means, Hardly could a more secluded spot be found for ranning 
ashore a cargo of wines, laces, and cigars, And in earlier times 
still, it is possible to imagine wild and desperate scenes when a 
wreck came ashore; or the hurry and fierce preparation when a 
foray inland was to be headed by the lord of the grim tower on the 
hill. ‘The connection between the lords of that tower and the folk of 
the little hamlet below must always have been a close one ; and atthe 
present day, when the castle is a ruin, and the race of its owners 
has passed elsewhere, the memory of their deeds is circumstantially 
preserved in the traditions of the fishing community, One of these 
traditions is of singular nature, and forms the subject of one of the 
two Ayrshire ballads. 

Carleton Castle was.a residence of the Cathcart family, who are 
said to have been setfled in this district as carly as the days of 
Robert the Bruce ; antl the particular tradition referred to is said to 
have concerned one of that house, a Sir John Cathcart of Carleton. 
No exact date is assigned to the story, and the personality of Sir 
John himself remains misty enough in all except one particular. 
‘This declares him to have been a perfect Bluebeard in crime, with a 
more sordid motive than the notorious hero of the nursery tale. 
Sir John, according to the tradition of the villagers, had induced no 
fewer than six maidens of good family in succession to become hig 
wives. Each of these, on arriving at Carleton Tower, he conyeyed 
a couple of miles down the lonely coast to a rock known as 
Gamesloup, from which he cruelly pushed them into the sea. By 
this means he had succeeded in possessing himself of six good 
dowries, without, apparently, drawing upon himself any retaliation at 
the hands of the ladies’ sorrowing friends. His attempt, however, 
to repeat the ingenious device a seventh time met with a different 
reception. 

A few miles up the coast above Girvan stands Culzean Castle, 
the seat at the present day of the Marquis of Ailsa, chief of the 
Clan Kennedy. From time immemorial the lands and castle of 
Culzean, or Colzean (pronounced Cuidane), have been the property 
of one branch or another of the same great house. It was to a 
daughter of that house that Sir John Cathcart, according to the 
tradition of Lendalfoot, made his addresses for the seventh time. 
Possibly some rumour of his evil deeds had preceded him, for it is 
to be gathered that the father of the young lady would hare nothing 
to say to the watch. May of Culzean herself appears at first to have 
been somewhat difficult to deal with, and it was only by the exercise 
of his utmost arts that Sir John at last prevailed on her “to mount 
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and ride away.” He made sure, nevertheless, that she brought with 
ber all the jewels she could lay hands on, 

‘Then came the tragedy. Congratulating himself on the success 
-of his designs, the gallant wooer proceeded to put into pmetice the 
second part of his plan. He does not appear even to have allowed 
a day to elapse, for the runaway bride was still wearing the jewelled 
dress in which she had eloped from home when he took her to 
Gamesloup, presumably to admire the scenery. Here, however, he 
was overreached by his avarice. His eyes fell on the costly: gown 
and the silver-buckled shoes, and he bethought him that it would be 
sheer waste to throw these along with the lady into the sea. He 
requested her accordingly to take them off, adding that she would 
have no more need of them, as he intended to make an end of her 
on the spot. May of Culzean at first tried entreaties. These, how- 
‘ever, proved of no avail. “Your wedding bed you see,” said the 
knight, with a humour of his own. Then she gave herself up for 
lost. She determined, at the same time, that, though she might lose 
her life, she would still retain her modesty, and she appealed to her 
Murderer ss a gentleman to turn about while she removed her gar- 
ment. That was a small request, considering the saving to be 
effected, so Sir John turned about to “look to the leaf of the tree,” 
while the lady unrobed, That one remaining vestige of gentlehood, 
as in the case of many another villain, was his undoing, The stout 
blood of the Kennedys was up, and May, with a vigorous shove, 
‘sent Sir John headlong into that wedding bed he had so pleasantly 
spoken of a minute before. She kept, too, to her resolve, for not- 
withstanding all his prayers and promises she quietly let him 
drown. 

Of the after fate of May of Culzean herself tradition says nothing. 
She was worthy to become the mother of a gallant race, and it is to 
be hoped she fulfilled that destiny. Regarding Sir John, however, 
the tradition of Lendalfoot is unanimous that he was buried in a 
certain green holm below the castle, More than that, all his ill-got 
gains, jewels and gold, were buried with him—somewhat needlessly, 
‘ne is inclined to think; and again and again some adventurous 
‘spirit of the village has tried with pick and spade to dig the treasure 
‘up, without success. If treasure and bones alike have not been 
carried off by a certain Person to a certain Place, as they assuredly 
deserve, it is still possible that they may some day turn up. 

This is possible, indeed, but not very probable, for the most 
curious fact about the story remains to be told. In the north-east 
of Aberdeenshire, on the water of Ugie, an exactly similar story is 








narrated. A pcicenoen sFate Joe's Loup ip 
given with every air of 


appcess that nosy every country in Eatoge has ab Jesit‘ose locally 
in which the same story is told as a matter of traditional history. 


Judith and Holofernes. It is little it 


probably, 
simple folk who tell the tale as a local tradition on the Ayrshire 
coast, that they are perpetuating one of the most indubitable 
of the primeval kinship of all the races of mankind. For it seems 
beyond question that the legend is one of those brought into this 
country by its carliest settlers, and that it is an inheritance, in each 
nation which possesses it, from a common fatherhood in the remotest 


past. 

‘The other Ayrshire folk-song is localised in the countryside at 
no great distance to the northward of its companion. Cassillis 
House, still standing among its woods on the left bank of the Doon, 
was, according to unvarying tradition, the exact scene of the episode 
related in the ballad. The lands of Cassillis, and probably the 
stronghold also, have been the possession of the Kennedys since 
the reign of David II., when they were acquired fram a Montgomerie 
‘xy Sir John Kennedy of Dunure, chief of the name, and direct male 
‘ancestor of the present Marquis of Ailsa, From this possession, 
carly in the sixteenth century, David, third Lord Kennedy, took the 
-title of Earl of Cassillis. Like other barons of the feudal age, the 
Kennedys of Cassillis executed justice on their own domain. In 
front of the house still stands a huge plane, the Dule-tree of Cassillis, 
whose branches have shaken with the death struggles of many a 
tmiscreant. Under the branches of this tree, it is said, the surviving 
Kennedys gathered in September of the year 1513 to mourn the 
loss of their chief, the first earl, and the bravest of his name, who 
had fallen at Flodden with James TV. But the best remembered 
and most dreadful tradition of the dule-tree belongs probably to the 
following century. It is that tradition which forms the subject of 
the ballad of “Johnnie Faa, or the Gypsy Laddie.” 
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According to the popular account, the heroine of the story was 
the wife of John, sixth Earl of Cassillis, and the incident happened 
in the year 1643. The countess, whose maiden name was Lady 
Hamilton, was a danghter of the first Earl of Haddington, and 
the marriage, it is said, was entirely one of arrangement between the 
houses, in which the affections were left entirely out of account, To 
make matters worse, the Earl of Cassillis, who was a somewhat grim 
‘Covenanter, appears to have had little in his nature to attract a 
young and lovely woman, Events, at any rate, proved that, though 
two children were born of the marriage, Earl John had failed to win 
the regard of his countess. In 1643, the carl was away attending 
the Assembly of Divines, at Westminster, when the event happened 
which has thrown its most tragic association over Cassillis House, 
Before her marriage, it appears, Lady Jean had loved and been 
beloved by Sir John Fall, a gallant young knight of Dunbar; and 
during the carl’s absence this young man seems to have formed a 
romantic plan to carry off the lost object of his affections, Ona 
summer evening, at any rate, there appeared before the gateway of 
Cassillis House a band of fifteen gypsies, one of whom was Sir John 
Fall himself, in disguise. ‘The scene is well pictured in the opening 
‘verse of the ballad :— 
The gypsies eam" to our lord's yett, 
And ©, bat they sang sweetly 5 
They sang sae swect and sac complete 
‘That doun cam’ our fair lady, 
When she cam’ tripping down the stair, 
‘Win’ her mids afore her, 
‘As soon as they saw her weel-faured face, 
‘They cuist the glamourie ower her. 


‘The upshot of the interview was only what was to be expected when 
the lady stopped to listen. In such a case the adage invariably holds 
good that she who hesitates is lost. The countess allowed herself 
to be carried away by the gypsy troop. 

So far, the daring but lawless enterprise of Fall had proved 
entirely successful; but the exploit was not all accomplished. 
Whatever might be the weakness or guilt of the parties, it was 
doomed to a fearful and immediate punishment. Hardly had the 
gypsy band departed when the earl came home, A brief inquiry 
sufficed to acquaint him with the whole affair, and before many 
minutes had passed he was galloping at the head of an armed force 
to overtake the fugitives. He came up with them, it is said, within 
a few miles of the castle, at a ford over the Doon, still known as the 












pointed out, high above the street, the projecting window of the 
room in which she was confined, and a series of lugubrious masques 
carved round the comice are said to represent the faces of her lover, 
Sir John Fall, and his gypsy band. Within that chamber, it is said, 
the quondam countess employed the long years of her imprisonment 
in working in tapestry the story of her flight and capture. Mean- 
while Earl John consoled himself with another wife. 

No better instance, probably, could be found of the summary 
nature of the justice exercised by the barons of old times. Certainly 
no better evidence is needed to prove the truth of the ancient local 
rhyme :— 

"Twixt Wigton and the town of Ayr, 
Portpatrick and the eruives of Cree, 
Nae man need think for to won there 
Unless he court wi? Kennedy, 
It is interesting to know that a daughter of the marriage which 
ended thus unhappily, Lady Margaret, became the wife of the famous 
bishop and historian of the Cavalier times, Gilbert Burnet. The line 
of Earl John afterwards became extinct, and the honours of Kennedy 
and Cassillis passed to a younger branch of the house, the Kennedys 
of Culzean, 

Tt has been doubted whether the heroine of the tragedy narrated 
in the ballad was the wife of the sixth carl. The air to which the 
ballad is sung, known as “Lady Cassillis’ Lilt,” appears in a music- 
book written before 1620, and in that year the wife of Earl John was 
only thirteen years of age. ‘Tradition, however, unanimously identi- 
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fies this lady as the heroine of the story, and the probability would 
appear to be that the ballad of “Johnnie Faa” was adapted to an 
air already in existence, known as “Lady Cassillis’ Lilt.” The 
same air has, more recently, been adapted to the words of William 
Glen’s Jacobite song, “Wae’s me for Prince Charlie ;” and in this 
connection it is perhaps most familiarly known at the present day. 


GEORGE EYRE-TODD. 





ROBA NUOVA DITALIA. 


Wye Because, as I have said before, roda is the most 
comprehensive of Italian terms. Aoba means the stock-in- 


trade of every salesman, from pedlar to diamond merchant, It 
means artistic wares, archaeological, theological, political ; worthless 
impedimenta, or the most Precious securities. Poetry can be spoken 
ofas reba ; so can mud, dead bodies, and the gossip in one’s budget. 
In this gentle tongue roda andante mercifully connotes cheap things. 
My wares shall be robe di Presse, £.¢, valuable, if not priceless, 


AN ITALIAN COLONEUS CONTRIBUTION, 


When the colonel was in command of the regiment responsible 

for the tranquillity of a small penal station, he happened one day to 
be at the post office when the mail train arrived. ‘There were, 
amongst other travellers, a couple of convicts under guard—nothing 
remarkable in that neighbourhood. For the colonel, the salient 
feature in his afternoon was the receipt of letters interesting to. him- 
self and to his officers ; and he went to the mess, where all were 
brimful of the Tegimental concerns, In the middle of dinner came 
an agitated Messenger from the civil governor of the prison, “ Did 
you see two convicts arrive, Colonel?” gasped the man from the 
prison. “Did you notice them?” 

“T saw that there were convicts," he answered, Why should I 
‘notice’ them? ‘They are none so rare here !” 

“Why notice them? Well, one of them is already dead 1” 

‘The man blurted out the announcement. He had counted upon 
creating something of a sensation, and was vexed at the colonel’s 
nonchalance, 

The newly arrived prisoner bad been murdered. “What did it 
all mean?” we listeners asked the old soldier, 

“Simply this: the convict had been known to go in danger of 
his life in his tast prison, therefore he had been removed.” 

We asked with one voice, “Who killed him? How was itdone?” 

“One of our convicts there,” said the laconic colonel. “He 
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drove a nail into the new-comer’s temple," he explained, after a 
moment. 

“But why?” 

“ He had told tales.” 

“Not against anybody in his new quarters, surely?” 

“Did you never hear of the Cammorra? A warder in the distant 
prison wrote to a warder in our prison by the post that had brought 
us our letters, No doubt there was a note enclosed from a prisoner 
down there to one of our convicts.” 

Tralians and foreignersalike gasped in astonishment. The colonel 
vouchsafed : 

“ Warders are very poor men. Every man has his price. (Some 
German statesman called Orazio Walpole said so.) The Cammorra 
is rich.” 

“ And did the matter rest there?” I inquired. 

“Oh, the warders were examined—reprimanded —in @ genera? 
way. Nothing could be brought home to anybody. But it’s all so 
simple ! Somebody away there was punished for breach of rules— 
talking, perhaps, He belonged to the Mafia or the Cammorra, A 
member of the same socicty—whatever it was—revenged the injury 
(as by oath bound to do) by sending to say that that man had told 
tales, passing to some fellow at the galleys at our elbow the signal 
that none dare disobey. The two warders through whom the letter 
went had something for their trouble.” He added: “Afterwards all 
the warders were changed—transferred to other prisons.” 

“ Did you get a better set of men?” some one asked, 

“Devil a bit! Warders are badly paid” (with ineffable scorn), 
“and what is a poor man’s price to one of those secret societies?” 

The colonel told the story at fadée d'idte. I heard him tell it 
twice, His laconism was chiefly due to his disgust at his listeners’ 
obtuseness. They required too many explanations ! 

He never hinted that he talked confidentially ; on the contrary, 
he shouted for the benefit of the whole dining-room, the loungers in 
the garden, the people upstairs, and the piassa outside the hotel. 

‘The colonel recalled with indignation how one day the convicts 
were on the verge of mutiny about the quality of the bread served 
outtothem. “It was precisely the same bread that was baked for 
mY soupizrs!” he vociferated. “The civil governor sent for me. 
He said an outbreak was imminent.” 

“What did you do?” cried two or three voices, 

“1 broke up the gangs. 


to each other hand and foot. When the 
being done, some of them made a slight show of 
said the colonel, “I said to the company of the regiment that I had’ 
Pete eeml ete Ready |—Present |’ We manacted all our 
fine gentlemen. That was the discipline I ordered them. And free 
months of it! They Aate it. The one who wants to sit is chained 
to the one who wants to stand. No two are everofone mind. And 
the lazy one can give the other his own half of the chains’ weight to 
carry—a double share where one is enough. fate ae 
why did they threaten to mutiny?” - 
Ta private’ le tho colonel Is very ‘kind hearted ex Who 
would think it to hear his prison stories? 





‘There was a man taking care of the civil governor's horses, and 
through him alone was it possible to get carob beans. Now, the 
colonel thought his charger throve best when he had carude. He 
made friends with the convict who acted as the governor's stableman 
by giving him occasional cigars. The colonel believes in intuitive 
physiognomy ; he thinks himself a first-rate judge of human cha- 
racter. ‘The stableman had a fine countenance. 

“How do you come to be here?” he asked the open-faced, hand- 
some youth, 

“Twas tried for murder and convicted,” said the stableman. 

“ How was that?” 

“Tt happened like this. Iwas ina stable asleep. A man was 
stabbed there, When the police were called they awoke me, and 
as they found no one else they said I must have done the deed. 
A Cammorrist let me know that the man was murdered’ by order of 
the society, and that I should be murdered too unless I held my 
tongue. And so I should have been, to be sure!" 

“ Well, would it not be better to be dead than to be dere?” the 
asked him. 

les, if I were alone,” answered the stableman ; “but there's 
mother, As long as I'm olive, she has bope ; and xfs Enews 
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Yd never murdera man. If the Cismmorrists knifed me, she'd die 
too." 

‘The colonel asked the civil governor if his stableman was as 
“good as he looked.” The governor said, “An excellent fellow ; 
never a complaint against him from any quarter.” 

‘The colonel inquired, “Is he anything of a rornancer? May a 
man believe his word ?” 

“Oh, yes! So far as Ican tell, he’s as open as the day,” the 
governor declared. “I chose him to serve me because he's an 
exceptional character." 

‘That was the only touching story the colonel ever told us. 

He holds the abolition of capital punishment to have been the 
greatest folly perpetrated in Italy in the memory of man. 

“They all think the prison doors will be broken some fine day. 
Only to live, to be in the sunshine, is pleasure, in Ttaly. Death is all 
that malefactors dread much.” 

T ought to add, in justice to the shouting colonel, that his carob- 
beans transactions prejudiced no one. The governor knew all about 
the matter, and sanctioned it. 


AN ENGLISH LADY'S CONTRIBUTION, 

My dinner neighbour to-day had the lightest flaxen hair extant. 
French people call it ‘hair of the faimess of ashes”—wood-ashes, 
ofcourse. The lady is no longer young ; years ago, perhaps, there 
‘was a yellow tinge in her locks ; but they are still abundant, and she 
swears them heaped above her head, like Miss Emery in the part of 
“ Miss Linley," or like a Louis XV. marguise. My neighbour has 
very marked features, and must be nearly six feet high. She is, alas, 
stout—very stout ! Her appearance should be borne in mind, or the 
‘story loses point, 

“ Don’t know Monsumana? Really, now!” she said. “ Most 
remarkable place! If you are rheumatic, you should go there. 
Baths? Ob, yes! But you see no water in them. You hear it 
trickle.” 

“Is that all?” [ asked. 

“Oh, dear me ; I forgot to explain. Youdon’t know how they 
were discovered? Surprising! Some quarrymen lost their stiffness 
while working in the caves. Onea martyr to gout, I think they told 
me; andeighty! Well, now that you say so, perhaps eighty would 
be rather old for a quarryman. But enormously old, don't you know, 
and gwite stiff. Then a lot of the country people tried it, and got 
better ; and they started the bath establishment.” 
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fight of the attendant’s lamp and a rare oil wick flickering ofa 
bracket against the glistening wet walls, At last, at the far end of a 
Jong vista, there was a sort of blurredillumination. “‘ Yes, yes,” said 
the woman, “we're almost at the bath now. You'll have to give me 
your dressing-gown and mantle.” Reluctantly the stout lady parted 
with her wraps, on finding that argument in feeble Ttalian was utterly 
useless, She tottered farther towards the light, and stood at the 
mouth of a cave dense with vapour ; but two torches in the middle 
showed dimly a sort of ottoman and other seats. With horror, and 
only after her eyes bad grown accustomed to the strange light, Aunt 
fos gh is bald heads belonging to the occupants of the central 
! 

“But why should you object?” pleaded the attendant. “They 
are all gentlemen staying at your hotel ; and the ladies’ bath has no 
Tight in it, because it is so late in the season,” 

“Where is the ladies’ bath?” cried the Englishwoman, rushing 
into the dark, in spite of her wooden shoes, 

“T could not leave you alone there, indeed, signora,” said the 
woman, 

‘When she knew she was invisible in a niche of the passage, 
Aunt Sabina gasped ; “ Leave me here, then, while you light up the 
other bath.” And thereshe remained “an eternity,” as she described 
it, while the bathing-woman journeyed back to the hotel to fetch a 
torch. 


“ Knowing that her hair and her height would make them recog- 
nis¢ her," laughed the urchin, “she never dared show in the hotel 
‘after that. Jolly good job, too! Weall cameaway. Beastly place, 
Monsumana—at least, for Englishmen!” 

When she said good-night, my handsome dinner neighbour 
stopped a moment again to recommend me to go to Monsumana ; 
she thought I'd like it, and I'm sure,” she said plaintively, “I 
should be quite well if I could only make a ‘cure’ there, As it 
is——” She exhibited a decidedly gouty-looking hand. 


A CONTADINA'S CONTRIBUTION TO MY BUDGET. 
Vittoria is eighty. She lives alone at Sant’ Antonio, and takes 
care of the little patches of the valley that are her property, and of 
her twocows. All the neighbours have certain rights of commonage. 
Vittoria’s scraps of land would not produce hay for her beasts, even 
if she did not need them for barley and potatoes ; so she climbs the 
mountain with a basket on her back, or descends into the ravine to 
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valleys, where there was one hay-crop instead of two ; small yield of 
potatoes ; chestnuts a failure in the pesenboueng, Kelso; and 
this terrible grass-famnine in the upper regions ! 

Thad seen the last of the herds going to the Alps (pastures) two 
months before. Besides cattle and flocks of sheep and goats, there 
ig the Aasfore, and about half his family—say, a daughter, with a 
churn on her back, and two lads, helping assiduously to keep the 
beasts in the right way. A sheep-dog, of course, is also on duty. A 
donkey carries the whole stores and furniture of the family in panniers 
and saddlebags—briefly, bedding and Indian meal. This load is 
crowned by a huge iron pot for fo/enfa-making. The lads have other 
‘big, sooty-looking pans, like funeral drums, protruding from their 
scapular bones, In these, goats’ milk is scalded, to make a local 
delicacy, mascarpa (a cheese). They leave no goods in the chalet 
they quit in the autumn, Lucky family, to be able to start for a three 
months’ visit with so little luggage! A snail with his shell is hardly 
more independent, . 

Bound for Gressoney, 2/4 Val Dobbio, our first two hours’ ride 
lay by the side of the rushing Vogna. ‘The air was pure and pellucid, 
‘The whole valley was bare to the eye with the cleamess belonging to~ 
high altitudes. ‘The upper ranges, we knew, were still alive with 
cattle, sheep, and goats ; but it is rare to see them from below. Out 
of the upper silence came, now and then, the musical cry of these 
valleys, the descending, long-drawn notes, ao, /a; sol, fa (half beats); 
followed by a long fe and lower do; with its answer, like an echo, 
from a neighbouring alp, 
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We saw a few of the industrious owners of the soil tilling their 
steep patches. Women are the farmers here. The men spend three- 
quatters of the year in France; for the Valle Vogna is not rich enough 
to support all her children at home, On the mountain-side agricul- 
tural implements have no use, It is hand-husbandry here, and 
of the most careful. I am in love with antique methods when I see 
‘the hempstalks drawn out one by one, tied in sheaves, and carried 
off in bundles eight or ten fect long, on top of the indispensable 
gierlo, or shoulder-basket. The other stalks are gathered as, in their 
tum, they ripen. These costumed, dainty-looking little farmers 
‘exercise a wise discretion in all they do, going about their tasks as 
adroitly as gracefully. ‘Tiny corn-patches also ripen unevenly, and 
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girls one day, but it was: “Ob, you may not rakein that swathe ! It 
belongs to Giovanni!” and “Ah, you have given our hay to that 
woman downfield!” If there were any landmarks, it took a trained 
eye tosce them. My blunders sent meffrom one to another of the 
peasant proprietors apologising humbly, 

Tt was curious to watch the final carrying of the hay. A gierlo 
was stuffed with the fragrant crop, and then a whole “ wind-row,” or 
two or three “ wind-rows,” were raked towards'the basket, piled upon 
it, and the whole was drawn together with ropes. At these ropes 
two pretty sisters tugged and dragged, and before the gier/o was tight- 
packed one or both always slipped, and lay fat, gently laughing, on 
the hillside. ‘The gier/o when full was, perhaps, three times the 
weight of the bearer, and at least four times her size. 

‘How courteous these haymakers were !_ They moved about their 
tasks as the fair ladies of old walked through the graceful minuet, 
I could not rival them in light adroitness, so their good manners 
found something to praise in my brute strength, and in the speed 
with which I worked. There were never politer people than the 
peasantry of the Italian Alps. 

Valvognian farming strikes the stranger as being like gardening— 
‘the careful tending of small beds and single plants. The sontadine 
find time also for a little flower culture. Poppies, lupins, larkspurs, 
flox, stocks, geraniums, sunflowers, all kinds of chrysanthemums, 
marigolds, carnations, and many other blossoms, are here brighter in 
colour, handsomer, sweeter scented, than ever they grow north of 
the Alps, 

‘The contadine make great friends with their cows, and the little 
beasts are responsive. Each has her name. I know a Spain," *Ttalia,” 
Sardinia,” and “France” among the cattle, “Bianca,” “ Bella,” 

Bellina," are common names, As they are driven out to pasture, 
and constantly guarded, they become real pets. When addressed 
soehtme, and adjured to “come here” (off the neighbour's land), 

£0 there” (yp steps to a scrap of grazing-ground on a little 
table, or, harder still, down steps into their stable), “not to 


Steal the » ‘not to tread down the winter oats,” they under- 
cay and obey. In the cold weather, part of the storey devoted 
org ead is separated from the rest by a wooden settle, a railing, 
oe °. 


Chairs; and this partitioned portion becomes the 
Vantatine 2F the family. The cooking-stove is there, “for,” said 
aed Weatts « “a fire, in any case, there must be for the cow in the 

‘= 5” and it is evidently felt that the cattle are whole- 
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some, warm, agreeable neighbours—company of which to be fond 
and proud. 


‘An eight-year-old boy, taking his pleasure in the Valle Vogns, 
bad caught the local feeling regarding the kine, for when leaving 
Casa Janzo he went up to each of the cows belonging to the hotel- 


keeper, and said, kissing good-bye to them, one by one : “To-day I 
am going away, Valsesia ! 


To-day I am going away, Rosa !”—and 
so on through the whole file of dairy cattle. 


CLARE SOREL STRONG. 


287 


ENGLISH AND AMERICANS IN 
FRENCH FICTION. 


OVELISTS can expect lasting celebrity only in proportion to 
the importance and permanency of their subjects ; for prin- 
ciples and topics have their vicissitudes in common with all human 
things. It is the province of the novelist to throw light on 
characters, and since the rapid development of means of travelling, 
fiction is becoming more and more international every year. M. 
Jules Verne has taken us “Round the World in Eighty Days,” and 
now the foreigner is frequently introduced into the fiction of the 
three great book-producing countries of the world—France, 
England, and the United States of America, It may be true 
that the Mistress Jones and Sir Williams in French novels are 
rather poor translations of Mrs. Jones and Sir John Williams seen 
in London drawing-rooms, and the Transatlantic Britons as seen 
through Parisian authors’ glasses are not ‘such real flesh-and-blood 
men and women of the States" as those, for instance, whom Mr. 
Henry James so well limns ; but the French people introduced 
into English and American novels are also frequently exaggerated 
Specimens of humanity. The wonderful series of cosmopolitan 
novels written by M. Jules Verne, and the skilfully drawn descrip» 
tion of the adventures of the English and American tourists among 
the Greck brigands in Edmond About’s “Le roi des montagnes” 
may be said to be the forerunners of a marked improvement in 
French works of fiction dealing with Anglo-Saxon characters. Before 
Jules Verne and Edmond About, the British and Yankee creations 
‘of French authors were quite as ridiculous as the caricatures still 
‘Seen on the stage of the minor Parisian music-halls. The study of 
the English language is now regarded as an important subject in all 
French public schools, and translations of the best works of contem- 
porary British and American novelists are an important feature in 
the principal Parisian publishers’ catalogues. 
‘The most cosmopolitan of all contemporary French novelists is 
M, Paul Bourget, who is not only one of the leaders of the psycho- 
logical school, but is also a great traveller. He has often expressed 
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of English and Americans in the novel “Une etrangtre." ‘There is 
an American adventuress, who foists a supposititious child on an 
English peer, and, after a series of experiences, finally takes refuge in 
injections of morphia. The plot is interesting and highly dramatic. 
With boldness characteristic of the author, the American woman and 
the English peer are taken into strange quarters and mect with 
Strange companions. Around the central motive is woven a most 
ingenious fabric of love, adventure, crime, and retribution, con- 
structed in a bold and most picturesque manner, M. Jean Malic’s 
“ Flirtage” is a volume of amusing short stories. The heroine of 
the first is an American young lady called Miss Millie Lobster. ‘The 
freeborn Yankee girl is naturally a flirt, and her first victim is a 
Frenchman, M. Jean de Ville d'Avray. Miss Lobster soon transfers 
her affections to a young Englishman, and the Frenchman departs a 
wiser and sadder man. Lively stories of Anglo-Saxon girls will also 
‘be found in the collection entitled “Flirts,” by M, Lionel Radiguet, 
M. Pierre Monfalcone’s novel “ Monte Carlo intime” seems to have 
been written for the purpose of exposing the gambling saloons. Cos- 
mopolitan characters abound, and the events tread on each other's 
heels with an almost overwhelming rapidity. The author sharply 
admonishes the reigning Prince of Monaco for allowing his beautiful 
territory to be transformed into a “ gambling hell.” 

‘There are also several French novels wherein millionaire Yankees 
and travelling heiresses from New York are conspicuous by their 
absence, and English lords and ladies shine in all their glory, To 
many French readers of fiction an English lord is of higher rank than 
a foreign duke or marquis. 

“Bot, sir, is not the sristocracy of England,” said Coningsby, ‘a real one? 
‘You do not confound our peerage, for example, with the degraded patricians of the 
Continent?” 

“Hum!” said Millbank. “1 do not understand how an aristocracy ean 
exist, unless it be distinguished by some quality which no other class of the 
‘community possesses. Distinction is the basis of aristocracy. If you permit only 





name was Noémie Culiot, and she was married in early life to M, Constant, an 
erepriest, After his death she married M. Rouvier, who was much attached to 
het. Owing to her political, literary, and artistic connections, Madame Rouvier 
had many foes who were jealous of her reputation, and were in the habit of saying 
malicious things about her. Only. few days before her death one of her husband's 
Ditterest opponents taunted her with having been on the Secret Service List of 
Napoleon HL. he sent works of sculpture to the Salon on many occasions, 
and, besides, contributed to the pages of various Fiench and Belgian newspapers. 
She wsote several novels, which, if they revesled no touches of genius, were at 
‘east very readable, from the fact hat their characters, according to some, were 
taken from real life. 





pote tei mse ordinates te ip ey-cat et 
1 say, is it not monstrous that individuals so circumstanced should be: 
the highest of conceivable privileges—the privilege of making laws?" " 
‘This passage from Lord Beaconsfield’s political novel has becn 
paraphrased by more than one contemporary French novelist, and 
some of their characters are not unlike those to be found in 
Coningsby.” Some of the authors have also taken the liberty of 
using the titles of living British noblemen. For instance, one of the 
characters of M. Pierre Coeur’s novel, “ Les derniers de leur race,” 
is a governess “chez le duc d'Argyll." In M. Charles d’Osson's 
“Brelan de docteurs,” a lunatic English heroine has the title of 
Lady Clarendon, The living representatives of the House of Lords, 
however, can scarcely find fault with the late M. Albert Delpit for 
sclecting the title of “ Lord Willie Pérégode” for the English hero in 
‘La vengeresse,” nor with Madame Hortense Roland for having 
chosen that of “Lord Lovely” for the kind-hearted English noble- 
man in her novel “Moines et comédiennes." Lord Lovely does 
much to alleviate the sufferings of the heroine, Diana de Vaux Bois, 
who is persecuted by a terrible set of Jesuits, “Jes peres Gaforites,” 
bent on securing the inheritance which belongs to her. Madame 
Roland's novel is to a great extent a pale imitation of Eugtne Sue's, 
but the adventures of the impossible English nobleman are quite 
as amusing as Max O'Rell’s” works. The Comtesse de Castellana- 
Acquaviva’s novel, “Le mariage de Lady Constance,” is more satis- 
factory from an English point of view. In fact, it could pass very 
well for a French translation of a modern English novel. The 
Comtesse has evidently mixed freely in English society, and studied 
the best authors and authorities. M. Georges Ohnet has also 
invented British titles for his novels. In “Noir et rose," the proud 
representative of the House of Lords is the Marquis of Mellivan 
Grey. He has a daughter named Daisy, and the plot deals with her 
romantic lovestory. M. Georges Duval in “ Master Punch” describes 
the history of Lord Madigan, his son William, and that son’s beloved, 
Margaret Stent. M, Alfred Sirven. introduces into his new novel, La 
Femme du Fou,” an English duke, who leaves the following will -— 
+ T hequeath to the Blue Lady my total income for one year—namely, three 
rillions—on my capital deposited in the Bank of England, which have recsived 
orders ia consequence. “Duke Hartis-Harrison," 
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- ‘Theauthor also informs his readers that— 
‘Colney Hatch is an establishment which greatly resembles our Bicéere, 
Ati situated three miles from London, in the middle of a vast and verdant 
reeadow 5, the nie Is healthy and strengthening. 
| This contelbates not a little to the recovery of the patients, who for the most 
Pees Sr cet oad orl pots rt 


We may now pass from lords and dukes to knights and baronets, 
who are fairly well represented in contemporary French fiction, It 
would be impossible to mention all of them in this paper, but here 
are two. ‘The hero of M. Armand Ocampo’s novel, “Une passion,” 
is Sir W. Albert Stone, and that of M, A. Rassetti’s “ Rosa Romano” 
is Sir Richard Ashley. The hero of the Inst-named novel is a 
sympathetic personage, and he rescues Rosa Romano from a mountain 
grave in the Pyrenees. The French lover, Etienne Pelletier, is a 
thorough scoundrel, and the Englishman manly and noble. Itis 
‘not often we find a French novelist bold enough to show a country- 
‘man to disadvantage and a sonof “perfidious Albion” to advantage. 
In M, A. de Bernard’s novel, “Les épreuves d'une beérititre," the 
wicked suitor is an Englishman, and the good one is an Italian, 
‘The heiress is an English young lady, who has sixty thousand a year, 
‘The young lady is naturally a * prize-packet," and the jealous rivals 
are not afraid of spilling blood to win her. Some interesting English 
characters will also be found in M, Gustave Genevoix’s “ Duel 
féminin,” Madame Jeanne Leroy's “ Roman d’Arlette,” Th. Bentzon’s 
(Madame Blanc) “Miss Jane,” and M. Hector Malot’s “Sans 
famille.” 

‘The experiences of French people in England, especially London, 
as depicted by French novelists, have not been so satisfactory as 
their description of British subjects sojourning in “la belle France.” 
‘This is partly owing to the fact that Parisian authors have frequent 
opportunities of studying British tourists in the gay capital, while 
their own visits to the metropolis have been of short duration, and 
often do not extend beyond a mile of Leicester Square, Even a 
brilliant critic and journalist like the late M. Auguste Vitu, who was 
not inclined to romancing, has written equally absurd descriptions of 
London manners, In one of the volumes of the “ Mille et une 
‘nuits de théatre” he informs his readers : 

Since the year 1850, thirty thousand Frenchmen at least annually visit 
England; the Strand and Regent Street are quite as familiar to us as the 
Boulevard des Italicns and the Rue de Ix Paix; one ean speak and eat French in 
Charing Cross, in Pall Mall, at the Royal Colfec,* at Dicudonné’s, at Morley's 


" M, Vitu means the Café Royal. 








cfScer in fall uniform, who has been presented to the Queen of 
England at a Drawing Room, arrives on the scene, and rescues the 
heroic maiden from the flames. The brother of the author of 
“ Bérangtre,” M. Albert Delpit, has also Isid some of the scenes of 
his novel “ Passionnement * in England. The heroinc isa Mrs. Maud 
Vivian, who is “ connected with the best English families,” and the 
hero is a Frenchman, “weil-bom and loyal.” The greater part of 
the norel consists of satirical sketches of extreme temperance people, 
but the author rather oversteps the mark when he says, “In spite of 
temperance societies ladies get drunk like porters” in England. A 
more creditable production concerning English customs is “La 
Jambe coupée,” by the barrister-novelist, M. Masson-Forestier, It 
is a story with a purpose, for explaining the differences of the British 
and French laws as applied to the crews of the merchant service. 
It seems that French seamen are able to claim damages against 
shipowners in several cases where a British subject cannot. M. 
Masson.Forestier plainly shows that the captains of vessels of 
Uncertain or mixed nationality, starting from Havre or Bordeaux 
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‘with a cargo belonging to a French merchant, gencrally come to one 
‘of the British ports and re-engage the seamen, so as to bring them 
under the British Act of Parliament. There are some clever descrip- 
tions of English life in M. Fortunio’s “Roman d'une Anglaise.” 
‘M. Jules Claretic, the present manager of the Comédie Frangaise, 
also belongs to the race of French novelists who have crossed the 
Channel for their scenes and subjects. His work, “La fugitive,” is 
aromance of the slums of London, It was written some years ago, 
when “slumming” was considered a fashionable occupation. M, 
Claretie, however, has certainly executed his task with great ability ; 
he illustrates his design by numerous examples, and he has rendered 
his characters and incidents in the highest degree amusing. Some 
of the characters—for instance, Lord Harrison and his son Sir Charles 
Harrison, and Miss Eva Perkins—may seem to English readers rather 
remarkable specimens of the aristocracy on this side of the Channel, 
but they are quite as lifelike as many French counts and barons 
introduced into modern English fiction. M, Lafontaine’s novel “La 
Servante” runs on nearly the same lines as M, Claretie’s work. 
Both novels begin with scenes of wild-beast taming, and many of 
the incidents are similar, but there can be no charge of plagiarism, 
‘as both were published within a few weeks of each other, There 
are some remarkable pictures of life in England, as depicted by 
French novelists, in M. G. Boutelleau's ““M¢ha” and M. F. Depar- 
dieu’s “Nina,” and the description of London club life in M. G. 
Joliet’s novel, “Les mains blanches," is really wonderful. The author 
describes the restoration to health of a Bohemian with a shattered 
constitution. His hero is introduced to a club in Hanover Square, 
where turtle soup, grilled salmon, boiled mutton, vegetables, cheese, 
and rhubarb tart are all served at the same time. For this dinner, 
which was washed down with several jugs of beer, a half-sovereign, 
a crown-piece, “des schillings et des pitces de sixpence” were 
returned to the consumer out of a sovereign. The author evidently 
studied “life” ata workmen’s club, and mistook it for one “patronised 
by royalty and nobility.” M. Odysse Barot, the author of a meri. 
torious “Histoire de la littérature contemporaine en Angleterre, 
1830-1874,” has written a novel, “ Les amours de la duchesse,.” He 
fs evidently acquainted with the South London districts, as his 
heroine is called the Duchess of Kennington. The noble lady has 
a son, Mr. John Marcy, who is certainly a smart journalist, but 
rather inconvenient as a.son. The author's descriptions of English 
society are, on the whole, drawn with skill and fidelity. This 
fidelity, however, does not constitute the distinguishing charm of 
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traces of Balzac and Paul Bourget. ‘The hero is a young fellow 
named Frédéric de Périgny, who has been brought up by elderly 
‘matrons in the French provinces. Full of gloomy reflections, the 
hero joins an old Irish tutor—Francis O'Kent—who has been his 
mentor. Mr. O'Kent, like all the characters in the book, is studied 
from life, and M. Prévost evidently has intended to make something 
of this man, as the type of an Hibernian Revolutionist who is at the 
same time a worldly-wise person, With this political enthusiast, but 
practical reasoner where ordinary life is concerned, the hero goes off 
to Ireland in order to join a “ movement Fenianism, A clever 
French novel on Trish lifeand manners is the “Terre d’Emeraude,” 
by Madame Maric Anne de Bovet, who is well known as an able 
translator and writer on Ireland and the Irish question, The scene 
of her novel is laid entirely in England and Ircland, partly in London 
‘society and partly among the Irish Nationalists and the Irish land- 
lords. The hero of the novel is a young Nationalist M.P., and the 
heroine helongs to the Iand-owning class. As in Mrs. Barrett 
Browning's “ Lady Geraldine,” we find “the right divine of love to 
Set its foot on the neck of pride :"— 
‘She has halls and she has castles, and the resonant steam eagles 

Foliow far on the direction of her little dove-like hand — 
‘Trailing on a thundrows vapour undlernesth the starry vigils, 

So to mark upon the blasted heaven the measure of her land. 











Madame Germaine d’Anjou’s “La petite-nitce d'O'Conneli" is a 
novel after Archbishop Walsh’s own heart. We find Ireland depicted 
as an intensely Catholic nation, and suffering martyrdom for her 
political principles. Irish characters are also found in M. Léon de 
‘Tinseau’s “Sur Je seuil,” and in M, E. Grimbolt's “ Mademoiselle 
Henri.” Inthe first there is a capital Irish waiting lady, Mrs. Crowe, 
who almost reminds one of the kind-hearted Mrs. O'Dowd in 
‘Thackeray's “Vanity Fair ;” but in the second the “peer of 
Treland,” who rejoices in the title of “le Duc Moran O'Leary,” is 
rather an extraordinary personage. 

‘The adventures of Frenchmen in the British colonies, and the 
explorations of Anglo-Saxons in more or less hospitable regions, 
abound in contemporary French fiction. It is scarcely worth while 
to mention the numerous novels of M. Jules Verne, which are full of 
perilous adventures and almost miraculous escapes, as these works are 
well known to British readers through the medium of admirable transla- 
tions ; but other French novelists have contributed some interesting 
books of fictitious travels which deserve to become better known on 
this side of the Channel, The “ Histoire d'une famille d'ém‘grants,” 
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by M. Armand Dubarry, has been adopted by several French 
educational authorities for school use, and the author bas been 
awarded medals and testimonials by many learned societies. The 
subject of the novel is by no means a new one, consisting, as it does, 
‘of only a slight variation upon the theme of the “Swiss Family 
Robinson,” which in its tum was simply a fresh version of a story as 


ever, is a very clever one. The leading personages are an Alsatian 
family who have been wrecked and journey across Australia. The 
author has given his readers a tale full of incident, and chequered 
with all the moods of human passion and feeling—from the agony 
and pathos of despair and sorrow to cheerfulness and Joy ; and even, 
ina few instances, to the merriment of broad humour ; but he iz 
never insincere, There are some inaccuracies regarding the British 
colonists—for instance, the Australia of to-day and the Australia of 
“Jes convicts" days are mixed up in a way rather misleading to the 
average French readez, but upon the whole the “ Histoie d'une 
famille d’émigrants” is a work of very considerable talent and 
interest, In M. Léon de Tinscau's novel “Faut-il aimer?” the 
scene is partly laid in Paris and partly in Western Manitoba. The 
scenes near the Canadian Pacific line are cleverly described, and the 
Canadian characters it contains are drawn with much delicacy of 
colouring. “Le secret de Sir William” (?), by M. Marc Anfossi, 
and “Le voyage de William Willoughby,” by M. G. Michaud, are 
also thoroughly representative French novels of exploration. The 
first owes much to M, Jules Verne, and the second reminds one of 
the late Robert Louis Stevenson's “Treasure Island.” The French 
novelist, however, probably never read a line of the English author's 
work, and he is certainly to be credited with the original idea of an 
American doctoress promising to marry somebody if he will discover 
the North Pole. Tales of adventure have also been used by some 
French authors as a mask for political purposes, M. Edmond 
‘Thiaudiére, who belongs to an old Poitevine family allied to that of 
Voltaire, some years ago brought out an imaginary translation from 
the English called “ Voyage en Bubaterbo au pays des jolis beufs, 
traduit de l'anglais de Lord Humour,” which contains some 
passages worthy of the old French philosopher, ‘This playful novel 
caused much merriment among the Parisian wits, and the successful 
“ translator” soon brought out another work still more diverting than 
the first. The second was entitled “Voyage de Lord Humour dans 
Vile Servat-Abus, ou pays de Rétrogrades.”  M. Thiauditre's object 
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‘was to write a thinly veiled satire against French politicians ; and it 
must be confessed that, through the aid of the fictitious English 
nobleman, Lord Humour, he has not spared them. There is no 
political satire in M. Pierre Sales’ novel “Le puits mitoyen,” but 
there is plenty of crime, and the criminals are of British extraction, 
‘The best part of the action passes at Calcutta, and there are two 
English villains who bear the extraordinary names of Climpson and 
Smithwork. ‘The wife of Mr. Climpson is called Lady Climpson, 
‘The author might just as well have made the husband a “real live 
English lord” while he was about it. ‘There are some other equally 
impossible English names in the novel, but the sensational scenes 
‘are not without merit. There are also some terrible Anglo-Indians 
in M. H. Cauvin's novel “La mort d’Eva.” The principal villain 
is Lord Sir Guy Richardson, who fights a duel on horseback with 
carbines, and shoots his enemy with a silver bullet! A more 
accurate observation, however, of life in British India is M. Robert 
de Bonnitre’s in “Le baiser de Maina.” His Indian novel was, he 
tells us, composed in an Indian visit, in which he received much 
kkindness from the English officials. An ardent and sincere admirer 
of India, he seems to have ranged mountains and deserts for images 
and resemblances, and to have pictured upon his mind every tree of 
the forest and flower of the valley. He has observed with equal 
care the crags of the rocks and the pinnacles of the palaces : in 
short, whatever was awfully great, or elegantly little, he appears to 
hhaye viewed with a sympathetic mind, and has clothed it in clever 
Gescriptive scenes ; while the beasts of the jungle, from the noblest 
to the humblest, have helped to fill his novel with inexhaustible 
variety. 

‘Transatlantic personages are even more numerously represented 
in contemporary French fiction than their cousins on this side of the 
British Channel. Perhaps the two most sympathetic American ladies 
in a modern French novel are to be found in the “ Abbé Constantin,” 
which has been treated with all the elegance of M. Ludovic Halévy’s 
pen. The novel is well known in England, and dramatic adapta- 
tions both in English and French have been frequently seen on the 
London stage. Another clever French novel dealing with wealthy 
‘Transatlantic people is “ L'Américaine,” by M. Jules Claretie. Here 
the ladies are scarcely so sympathetic, but there is not a single line 
of impropriety in the whole novel. The “ Américaine” is a Mrs. 
Norton, wife of a millionaire of New York. Mrs. Norton was 
formerly 2 Miss Harley, and bad met and loved a young French 


nobleman, the Marquis de Solis. He reciprocated the affection, but 
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‘Trouville among 
French and American visitors, and Mr. Norton returns and 
“rgmours” about his wife. ‘The lovers are about to: 


Eis 


pensation. P 
pictures of their compatriots in M. René de Pont-Jest’s new novel, 
“Grand mariage.” Here is an extract from the opening = 

‘The day passed sway repiily Sor Joe Maxime Harris, ome of the weakhicst 
manufacturers of Chicagn 


« His face was clean shaves, with the exception of a lange guat-beand 
which covered bis chin, and which at the particular time was still the ungractoa: 
fashion smeng the Americans, Well, in spite of his course sppearance and 
rather common manners, Maxime Harris had not an unpleasent physlogeomy. 
Oa the contrary, it was easy to read om his coantenance the spirit of kindness, 
. . . This Mliterate man, eager fa besiness affsiss, sanguine, very severe in his 
factories and with his employees, became, ss soon 25 be arrived home, a bead of 
the family as commodions as many others. 

‘Master Harsis was balancing himself in his rocking-chair, while thinking of 
the object of his sister's visit, when the door of the smoking-room opened to 
make way for Mistress Palmyre Derson, m/e Harris, 

Mistress Palmyre vigorously grasped his hands, « real Vankee shabe-uunlly 
looked firmly at her brother for a minute, and, suddenly submitting to. tender 
impulse, threw herself into his arms. ; 

4 At last, here I am, my good Joe, and I will not leave you again! The 
family bofore everything 1”. . . 

She was tall, with a flat waist, not very striking elbows, and a corset which 
did not fit her gracefully. She had large fect and large hands, Not wery 
bewitching, in fact, though one could not positively say that she was ugly. 
Besides, she was clad in a brown dress, without elegance—a real Quakerest 
costume, 

Mme, Derson was not one of those deceitful creatures who hide their 
countenance under a mask, and impose on people. . . . 

“Since the sad day when you lost your devoted companion, 1 have only 
thought of replacing her here to the best of my ability, and now # favourable 
oecasion has been offered to me, I have scized the opportunity for abandoning 
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he plict under your roof which I shoakl have 


very dull since the death of my dear wife, and we often 
raed tay ‘But your husband, my excellent trother-in- 
Ha el ‘What reason did yon give him to 


peaseyte. ‘He ia still at Philadelphia?" 
Rae acie is La chatrton to you?” 
has he?” 
right has he? Are you divorced ?” 
cui rca the interpretation of certain verses of chapter v. 
Epistle to the 


Tam Gas from thinking of that. And what do those verses sy?” 

_ 4 The Apostle settles the duties between husband and wife, and says, verse 24 2 
* Therefore, 2% the Church is subject unto Christ, so “et the wives be to theit own, 
in everything.’ 

*V Ab! sh! in everything? ‘That Is quite right !” 

“You think 90? Poor Joe! But it is not literally that these lines must be 
follows), We must judge the spirit, Now, Jonathan and myself are not of the 
same opinion.” 

Did you leare him for that 2” 

“Was that cot a sufficleat reason for a quakeress, who believes in her 
ive 


“W'That fr trae, you are a Quakerows! Thad forgotten it, Ah my tady! 
You must panion me; I was still under the impresion that you were a 
i 


“You are backward, my brother; it was during the time of my third 
husband, William Bright, whom I had the misfortune of being introduced to in 
house.” 


Ah | yes, that is true; I recollect now. I gave you that husband. I even 
Longht him fifty thousand dollars, if my memory is corsect, He was a lawyer 
‘of great (alent, an excellent man, a fervent Methodist !" 

‘The heroine of M. Henri de Chenneviéres’ novel, “Un mari a 
Yessai,” is a Miss Mercédts Aliator. The young American lady, who 
is wealthy beyond the dreams of avarice, is betrothed to a French 
noblemen, the Marquis de Valroze. The young gentleman has 
‘more good spirits than good principles, with very little money, and a 
prodigous quantity of impudence, Nevertheless he has found a 
young lady of fortune and position to marry him, but the price of 
eer hand is a long engagement, in order that she may study bis 
character. This, however, rather diminishes than increases her 
attractions in the eyes of the French nobleman, and the “lovers” 
very soon pari, The young gentleman marries a French lady of 
noble family with fewer “dollars,” and Miss Mereddés Aliator con— 
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monde," which is, of course, Paris. In Octave Feuillet’s “ Histoire 
-@une Parisienne,” one of the personages, a Baron de Maurescamp, 
who quarrels with his wife, allows himself to be taken advantage of 
by ayoung American person rather fond of fale ale. The novel 
"Deux feuilles au went" by MJ. H. Menos, describes the career 
of two charming girls in Franco-American society. Both manage to 
secure husbands, but they are not equally happy. ‘The commence- 
ment of the story is an exquisite piece of homely painting, quiet and 
affecting, and minute ; but one of the heroines after her marriage has 
the misfortune to be cursed with a profligate husband. M. Marie 
Uchard's novel “Ints Parker” describes the life of a beautiful 
American girl, and, to use a sufficing phrase of Goethe's, she “bears 
‘a pledge of love beneath her bosom.” 

‘Travels of Parisians to the United States in search of fortune or 
adventure have been the subject of many modern French novels. It 
‘cannot be said that the results have been always satisfactory, as some 
of the volumes exhibit a variety of characteristic sketches and 
detached anccdotes, which sometimes appear to be without an 
‘object, rather than a connected series of adventures involving the 
fortunes of any particular individuals, and exemplifying in their 
termination some useful and specific moral, M, Léon de Tinseau's 
novel, * Dette oubliée,” however, is entircly free from the exaggera- 
tions common with French novelists in dealing with the subject of 
American adventure. It is divided in two parts, and the scene of 
the first half is laid in France, while the scene of the other half is 
laid in the Western States of the American Union. The second 
part is as carefully handled as the first, and the principal personages 
are distinguished from each other by strong traits of character, The 
namrative is also conducted with spirit and posscsscs considerable 
interest. The hero of M, Marius Bernard's novel, “Au pays des 
dollars,” is not of a romantic turn of mind. He travels from France 
to New York and Philadelphia in search of fortune, and is robbed by 
the Yankees in the most approved fashion—at least from a French 
point of view. The young fellow afterwards returns to France a 
wiser man on learning the death of his wealthy uncle. M. Bernard 
has drawn the most unfriendly picture of the Americans since Mrs. 
Frances Trollope. 

‘The Yankees are scarcely much better treated in Madame Hemi 
Gréville's “ Frankley.” The novel is the result of a visit to the 
United States, and the opening scenes, in which the horrors of the 
American treatment of baggage are so cleverly described, excite a 
‘strongand vivid interest. M. P. Coquelle's “ L'homme au diamant” 














worepe Tie bes & = Frecchemes, aod be & i love with an 
Santo pet The moned shemds & adventures of the most mr 
loss and ccenSry cater, and a “temble? mlway accident 
bees 2m 2 coi «Somme cope toc of Americen adven- 
‘TEE will iso be fend = the wobeme by M. de Variny under the 
ie of “La Semme aor Ei Unix” 9M de Varigny has evidently 
(eeeed some Sime emery the Veber, end some off his tales are 
worthy of Beet Horse and Mark Twain, pectersae cae 
‘“wommrs highespeame” of the Far West, is an interesting study. M. 
Gey de Commmace’s aowri, * Vaio,” inagieed ‘by ecocdleciousiol’ 
the War of Seeman. The author gives a faithfel transcript of the 
vwamoes battles, and there sre some characteristic sketches of Lec, 
(Gere, Sheridan, Jackson, and the other prominent personages of that 
posed & the bieery of Ame 

‘It bas been reserved for French novelists to discover that barontts 
and knight: sre really as common in the United States as in the 
United Kingdom There is 3 remarkable American boxer, named 
“Sir* Robert Sueet, io M. Gustave Guiches' novel “imped; bas 
and the good genius of M. Jacques Normand’s “La Madone” is 
smother American “Sir” Harris Burnett. The kindhearted “Sir™ 
‘Haris rescues a prospeross artist (eho ought to know better) from 
the toils of 2n Italian adventuress. In M. Charles d'Osson's novel, 
“La chasse A Thérititee,” there is a wealthy old citizen of New 
York named “Sir” Wiliam Palmers, who is the grandfather of a 
‘Miss Evelyn Benedett. The young lady is pursued by numerous 
fortone-bunters, bet the would-be husbands think more of the oki 
genticman's “ beass™ than of his “title.” 

‘The Transatlantic Briton bas been on the whole treated with 
greater consideration by French novelists than his cousin on this 
side of the English Channel The reason perhaps may be found in 
the opening lines of Chatesubsiand's charming story “Atala: 






France formerly possessed, in Noeth America, a vast empire, which extended 
from Lalerndor to the Floridar, and from the shores of the Atlantic to the moat 
of Upper Canada. Foor lange rivera, that have their sources in the 
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seme mountains, divided those immense regions : the St. Lawrence on the east, 
‘which loses itself in the gulf of the same name; the West river, which bears its 
‘waters to unknown seas; the Bourbon, which runs from south to north into 
Hodson's Bay ; and the Meschacebé (the original name of Mississippi or Mes- 
chassipi), which flows from north to south into the Gulf of Mexico. This last 
river, in the coarse of more than a thousand leagues, waters a delightful country, 
which the inhabitants of the United States call the Wew Zden, and to which the 
French have left the pleasing name of Louisiana. 
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4 CARTHAGINIAN LOG. 


|HARAOH NECHO, King of Egypt,once conceived the design 
of connecting the Mediterranean with the Red Sea by means 
of 2 canal, leading from the river Nile at 2 point in the west of the 
Deka to the head of the Gulf of Swez, but in the year ac. Gog he 
was warned by an oracle that he was constructing the canal for the 
use of barbarian invaders, so he was obliged to abandon the great 
work after it had cost him the lives of 120,000 workmen, and to seek 
some other means of uniting the two seas. He therefore equi 
a flect and manned it with Phocnician sailors, and ordered them to 
sail down the Red Sea and along the coast of Africa (or Libya as 
the Greek writers call that continent), until they reached the Pillars 
of Hercules, when they were to enter the “Northern Sea.” or 
Mediterrancan, and so return to Egypt. The Phoenicians accord 
ingly set sail, navigated the “Southern Sea,” or Indian Ocean, and, 
when autumn came, went ashore, sowed the land, and waited for 
harvest. And when they had reaped the corn they put to sea 
Again. Two years were spent in this manner, and in the third year 
they passed the Pillars of Hercules, arrived in Egypt, and narrated 
how, as they sailed round Libya, the sun, wonderful to relate, 
appeared “on their right hand,” an expression used by the Greeks to 
designate the northern sky. The ancients had always held the 
opinion that the ocean surrounds the habitable earth, and that con- 
sequently it might be possible to circumnavigate Libya. The result 
of this expedition was to establish the truth of that theory. The 
Canbaginians in the time of Herodotus knew as a geographical fact 
that “Libya is surrounded by water" (book iv. 43), but the Iength 
of the voyage rendered that knowledge of no practical use for com- 
mercial purposes, Carthage was a great depository of maritime 
lore, the accumulated result of centuries of exploration, conducted 
by her dauntless and adventurous scamen to the most distant shores 
for purposes of trade, The Carthaginian traders jealously guarded 
these secrets of the sea (Strabo, iii. 5); but when, after a struggle 
with Rome, which lasted for upwards of a century, the great city of 
Carthage fell, all her records of maritime and commercial progress 
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were carefully destroyed by the conquerors. Chance has preserved 
to us a unique fragment of literature, which is in substance nothing 
less than the log, kept by a Punic admiral named Hanno, which gives 
‘us a graphic description of a long voyage to those mysterious shores 
of the outer ocean from which came ivory and gold dust, and sweet 
smelling cedar-wood. The document itself contains no intrinsic 
evidence of the date at which the voyage was undertaken. Herodotus, 
who wrote about 443 8.c., does not appear to have heard of Hanno's 
‘expedition, but he has preserved an interesting account of a desperate 
attempt which a certain noble Persian made to sail around the 
continent of Africa. It runs as follows: King Xerxes, who 
succeeded to the throne of Persia on the death of his father Darius, 
in 485 8.c,, had condemned a scion of the royal house, named 
‘Sataspes, to be impaled for having committed an act of violence, but 
the criminal's mother, a sister of Darius, begged Xerxes to spare her 
son's life on condition that she inflicted upon him a punishment 
‘greater than death itself by compelling him to sail round Libya until 
he reached the Arabian Gulf, or Red Sea, as we should call it, 
‘The King granted her request on this condition. So Sataspes 
travelled to Egypt, which had becn conquered by Xerxes, and, 
having procured a ship and crew there, sailed through the Pillars of 
Hercules, doubled the Cape of Libya, called Soloeis (Cape Cantin), 
of which we shall hear more presently, and steered to the southward, 
But after traversing a yast extent of sea during many months, he 
found that he had still more to traverse, and, “ dreading the length 
of the voyage and the desolation,” returned to Egypt without haying 
accomplished the task which his mother had imposed upon him, 
‘Then, like an honest man, he went to King Xerxes and told him 
that in the most distant part of Libya which he reached there 
lived a nation of little men, who wore garments made of palm 
Jeayes, and who, whenever he went ashore, left their villages and 
fled to the mountains. His crew entered their country and did 
them no harm, but only took some of their cattle, and, he added, 
the cause of his failure to circumnavigate Libya was, that his ship 
could not make any further progress, but was brought to a standstill, 
Xerxes came to the conclusion that Sataspes was not telling the 
truth, and, as he had not accomplished the task imposed upon him, 
he inflicted the original sentence, 

Sataspes appears to have sailed nearly as far south as the Cape of 
Good Hope, and there experienced the same difficulty in doubling the 
promontory as did the Portuguese seamen of later ages, It is said that 
the prevailing winds and currents are more favourable to coasting 






‘The little men whom Sataspes met with mattered 
—the aboriginal race of South Africa. 

Preaek sot achoats LArivelan ieee eee ee 
Hanno’s expedition sailed at a date subsequent to the time when he 
wrote. Jealousy frequently prompted the writers of Grecee and 
Rome to suppress everything that Tedounded = ie: ne 
of the Carthaginians, 
Pliny tells us, somewhat indefinitely, that it was when pees 
of Carthage was at its height (“ Carthaginis potentia florente, Punicis 
rebus florentissimis ”) that Hanno published an account of his voyage, 
and another Carthaginian admiral, named Himileo, was sent out to” 
explore the remote parts of Europe (Nat. Hist." book ii. 67, and v, 1). 
Some have supposed that Hannoand Himileo were brothers, because 
Justinus happens to mention (19, 2) that Hamilcar, who commanded 
at great expedition against Sicily, and fell at the battle of Himera, 
B.C. 480, left two sons so named. But the names of Hanno and 
Himileo, or, as they are sometimes spelt, Anno and Tmilco, were so 
common amongst the Carthaginians, that it is difficult to distin. 
guish individuals who bore them. If the Hanno and Himileo in 
question were really sons of Hamilear, they were contemporaries of 
the ill-fated Sataspes. Others, again, have fixed upon the year 570 kc. 
as the date when Carthage was in her prime, and identify the ex- 
plorer with Hanno, the contemporary of Solon, to whom the sage 
Anacharsis addressed the letter preserved by Cicero (*Tuse.” ¥. 32). 

We will not concern ourselves further with the vexed question of 
the date of the voyage, which we may roughly place 500 years before 
the commencement of our era, but we will turn to the narrative 
itself. ‘This fragment of ancient literature, written in Greek, and 
apparently copied from the original Carthaginian account, was first 
published by Sigismond Gclenius at Basle in 1533. 1 have followed 
the text and translation printed in Cory’s “Ancient Fragments of 
Pheenician and other Writers :”— 

The voyage of Hanno, King of the Carthaginians, round the parts of Libya 
that lie beyond the Pillars of Hercules, which he deposited in the temple of 
Krones. 

Tt was decreed! by the Carthaginians that Hanno should undertake a voyage 
beyond the Pillars of Hercules, and found Liby-Phoenician cities, He sailed 
accordingly with sixty ships of fifty oars cach, and a body of men and women to 
the number of 30,000, and provisions and other necessaries, ' 
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‘The Greek who copied this inscription describes Hanno as King 
of the Carthaginians. There was no King of Carthage, but two 
smagistzates with equal power presided over the senate or council of 
ancients, and are termed by Roman writers Su/fetes, a title analogous 
to that of the Skophetim or judges, who governed the ancient 
‘Hebrews in the land from which the ancestors of the Carthaginians 
had originally migrated. Hanno was probably one of the Suffetes. 
‘The temple, in which the inscription was placed as a votive offering, 
‘was probably that of the Semitic deity Banl-Moloch, whom the 
Greeks compared to Kronos, and the Romans to Saturn, because he 
devoured his own children. 

The people of Carthage used to sacrifice their favourite children 
to Kronos, whose brazen statue stretched forth its hands with palms 
uptumed and inclined towards the ground, ia such a manner that 
when a child was placed upon them it rolled off and fell into a 
chasm full of fire (Diodorus, book xx.), ‘I'hose who had no children 
of their own bought infants from the poor, and sacrificed them just a5 
though they were lambs or little birds, The mother stood by with- 
out tears, or groans, and if she did but utter a groan or shed atear 
she was fined a large sum, and the infant was nevertheless sacrificed. 
Around the statue the air was filled with the sound of flutes and 
drums in order that the cries and lamentations should not be heard 
(Plutarch, “De Superstition"). When the Carthaginians were defeated 
by the Sicilian tyrant Agathocles, they attributed their misfortunes to 
the fact that they had of late substituted children of slaves and 
beggars for those of noble birth, and as an expiation for the offence 
two hundred children of the best families were offered to Kronos, and 
three hundred citizens voluntarily sacrificed themselves in order to 
pacify the same eruel god (Diodorus Siculus, book xx.). 

Pliny says (book vi, 36) that trophies of the voyage were placed 
in the temple of Juno, by which name he intends to denote the 
Carthaginian goddess Ashtoreth or Astarte ; for Astarte, according to 
St. Augustin, was regarded by the Romans as identical with their 
own goddess Juno. Her worship was closely associated with that 
of Baal-Moloch, and at Hieropolis, at any rate, she shared a temple 
with him. But Pliny did not write until the first century of our cra, 
and had evidently never seen the document which lies before us, for 
he states that “Hanno published an account of a voyage which he 
made from Gades to the extremity of Arabia,” whereas Hanno’s own 
narrative implies that he set out from Carthage and only sailed a 
comparatively short distance along the western coast of Africa. 

‘The pillars were named after the old Phoenician god Melkarth, 


the god originally set up the pillars. ‘There is an 
‘Montfaucon's first de ffm reciente ele 
bearing the pillars on his shoulders, while a view of @ city is 

in the background, It is difficult to say what was the precise 
significance of these pillars in the ancient myth, which appears to 
relate to those very early ages when the Phoenician worshippers of 
Melkarth made their first expeditions by sea to Western Spain, It 
is most probable that they were landmarks set up on shore to 
passing vessels, but, however that may be, the name “Pillars of 
Hercules” was eventually applied par excellence by sailors to the two 
headlands on either side of the Straits of Gibraltar. 

Melkarth (who must not be confused with Moloch) was the 
patron and protector of both Tyre and Carthage, and it had been a 
custom from the very infancy of the latter city, and was become 
part of her religion, to send annually to Tyre, her mother city, a 
tenth of the public revenue as an offering to this so-called Tyrian 
Hercules (Diodorus, book xx.). 

‘The Liby-Pheenicians, whom Hanno took out as colonists, were 
the half-bred population of Carthage, resulting from the mixture of 
the original Phcenician stock with the Berber, or native Libyan 
inhabitants of the surrounding country, The Carthaginians were in 
the habit of ridding themselves of their surplus population by plant- 
ing new colonies on the sea coasts. The number of colonists here 
mentioned is so large that one is inclined to suspect a clerical error, 
On the other hand, it must be remembered that the emigrants were 
for the most part proceeding only a comparatively short distance, 
and were all put ashore before Hanno commenced his real voyage of 
discovery. 

As to their rate of sailing, Rennell has made a calculation, based 
upon a series of examples, that the best constructed ships of the 
Phernicians, Greeks, and Egyptians could cover on an average thisty- 
five geographical miles, or forty English miles, in a day (“Geography 
of Herodotus," p. 678). Hanno, however, seems to have been 
favoured by natural circumstances and to have accomplished some- 
thing nearcr fifty miles per diem, 

The inscription now takes the form of a narrative — 

When we had passed the pillars on our voynge, and had sailed beyond ‘them 
for two days, wefoundeil the first city, which we named ‘Thymiaterium. Below 
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it ly an extensive plain. Proceating thence towards the west, we exme to Solocis, 


‘temple to Poseidon, and again proceeded for the syace of halfa day towards the 
‘east, until we arrived ar a lake lying not far from the sea, and filled with alun- 
dance of large reeds. ere elephants and a great number of other wild beasts 
‘were feeding. 


‘Two days’ sail from the Straits of Gibraltar brought the expedi- 
tion to Marmora, on the coast of Morocco, which is the supposed 
site of Thymiaterium, the first commercial factory established by 
Hanno, From that point it was necessary for the flcet to steer 
westward, in order to double Cape Cantin, in which we recognise 
the promontory Soloeis, where Hanno erected a shrine to the sea- 
god. He then stccred a short course in an easterly direction, in 
order to regain the general line of the African coast. The reedy 
swamp, to which elephants resorted, may have been somewhere in 
the neighbourhood of Saffee. 

‘Having passed the lake about a day's sail, we founded cities near the sea called 
Karlkontikos, Gytte, Akra, Melitta, and Arambys. Thence we came tothe great 
iver Lixus, which flows from Libya. On its banks the Lixite, a shepherd tribe, 
‘were feeding flocks, amongst whom we continued some time on friendly terms. 
Beyond the Lixite dwelt the inhospitable Ethiopians, who pasture a wild country 
intersected by large mountains, from which they say the river Lixus flows, In 
‘the neighbourhood of the mountains lived the Troglodyts, men of various ap- 
pearances, whom the Lizitze described as swifter in running than horses. 


Mogador was reached after another day's sail, and from that 
point southward five more colonies were planted at intervals along 
the coast of Morocco, We know nothing about these settlements 
except the names here mentioned, for all the Carthaginian colonies 
along the western coast of Africa were destroyed by the Romans 
after the fall of Carthage, an expedition having been despatched 
for that purpose under the command of Polybius (Pliny, book v.). 
A considerable time must have been occupied in disembarking 
passengers and stores, after which Hanno again sailed southward to 
the Lixus, which may have been either the Rio del Ouro, or the 
St. Cyprian River, where he found a friendly pastoral people, who 
may possibly have had previous dealings with Carthaginian traders ; 
for the fact of their supplying interpreters to the expedition im- 
plies some slight acquaintance with the Carthaginian language. 
Herodotus tells us (iv. 156) how the Carthaginians of his day 
traded with the natives of the West Mrican coast which lay out- 
side the Pillars of Hercules, When they had unloaded their cargo, 
and set it in order on the shore, they returned on board their 
ships and made a great smoke. The natives, secing the smoke 


appearance diferent to that of any matives be 
here seems to have been the dividing Ene 
who peopled the north of the continent, fom the negro populations 


ofthe west. The Berbers or Kabyles are the aboriginal 
of Northern AGica. 


bed 
the 





Tiering procarel interpecters from them, fe costed along 2 dewrt country 
eels Oe ere re oe, ee eee 

2 
cece of five stadia, whese we settled a colony, and called it We 
jaged from oar voyage that this place ly in = direct Ene with for the 
Teagth oftcar voyage from Carthage to the Fillers was equal to that the 
‘Pillars to Kerne. 

After getting rid of his rabble of balf-caste cmigrants, Hanno 
commenced his voyage of discovery. His course, two days south- 
ward and one day eastward, brought him roand Cape Blanco to the 
Isle of Arguin, which answers the description of an “island in the 
tecess of a bay.” When Hanno infers that Kerne is in a straight 
Tine with Carthage, he means to say that, since be had taken as 
Jong to sail from the Pillars to Kerne as he had taken to sail from 
Carthage to the Pillars, therefore Kerne and Carthage must be equi- 
distant from the Pillars ; and if we take the Pillars to represent the 
vertex of a triangle, and the distance from Carthage to the Pillars one 
of its sides, and if we measure off am equal distance along the African 
coast of the Atlantic to represent another of its sides, then Kerne 
and Carthage will be at the opposite ends of the base of our imaginary 
triangle—a most lame and impotent conclusion, but valuable as show= 

1 that the port from which the expedition sailed was Carthage, and 
jot Gades, as Pliny alleges: 















away by throwing stones, and hindered us from landing,~ Sailing thence, we came 
te anothes river that was large and broad, and full of crocodiles and iver horses. 
‘Whence returning back, we came aguin to Kemne, 

‘The river, or what Hanno took to be the mouth of a river, giving 
access to a “lake,” is the northern channel, which communicates 
with a lagoon, containing four islands, into which the river St. John 
flows. This lagoon is enclosed on one side by the main land, and 
on the other by sandbanks, and extends some thirty miles along the 
African coast. It is bounded at its southern extremity by the 
mountain ridge which forms Cape Miric. ‘The next great river they 
came to, and which was swarming with crocodiles and hippopotami, 
yas evidently the Senegal. Something here necessitated the return 
of the fleet to the depdt at Kerne. 

‘Thence we sailed towards the south twelve days, coasting the shore, the whole 
‘of which is inhabited by Ethiopians, who would not wait for ovr approach, but flo 
from we. Their language was not intelligible even to the Lititw who were with 
te Towards the Inst day we approached some large mountains covered with 
trees, the wood of which was sweet-scented and variegated. Having sailed by 
these mountains for two days, we came to an immense opening of the sea, on 
each side of which, towards the continent, wasa plain, from which we saw by 
night fire, arising at intervals in all directions, either more or less. 

Hanno sailed from the island of Arguin on another yoyage of 
discovery, and after coasting along for twelve days he sighted for 
the first time the imposing promontory of Cape Verde, whose sides 
were clothed with sweet-scented forests. After two days he had 
doubled the Cape, and reached the estuary of the Gambia, which 
he describes as ‘an immense opening of the sea,” 

Having taken in water there, we sailed forward five days near the tand, 
untill we came toa large bay, which our interpreters informed us was called the 
4" Western Horn." In this was a large island, and in the island a salt-water lake, 
‘and in this another Island, where, when we had landed, we could discover nothing 
Ga the daytime except trees; but in the night we saw many fires burning, and 
heard the sound of pipes, eymbals, drams, and confused shouts. We were then 
afinid, and our diviners ordered us to abandon the island. 





Continuing southward, Hanno entered a bay which was known 
to the Lixite as the “Western Horn.” It was apparently the great 
sound, 120 miles in length, which lies between the Bissagoes Islands 
and the continent, In the enclosed lake are many alluvial islands, 
formed by the vast accumulations of mud and sand brought down 
by the Rio Grande and other rivers. It was on one of these swarapy 








They had now reached a district where the nati 
in burning the grass, and great beogdbi 
sweet scent of burning forests was pe pape 


to the minds of the astonished Fi Ate 
« = Carthaginians the idea of a land that 
yas for ever“ berning with fire and perfumes,” and rolling to the 


until they reach the sca, giving rise to an appearance which is hardly 
distinguishable, by a stranger at a distance, and ignorant of the cause, 
from that which would be presented by a river of fire.—(“Travels in 
Africa,” ii. 553-) 

"The hill called the “ Chariot of the Gods" is believed to be Cape 
Sagres, fifty miles north of Sierra Leone, 

On the third day after our departure thence, having sled ly those seam of fires 
re petived at a bay called the “Southern Horn,” at the bottom of which lay: sa 
Mini like the former, having alake, and in this lake ancther idland full of sxvage 

le, the greater part of whom were womens whose todies were hairy, and 
‘our interpreters called *¢ Gorille."" Thought we: pursued the men, we could 
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‘not seite any of them, bat all fd from ue, evcsping over the precipices, and de-, 


fending thernselves with stones. ‘Three women wete, however, taken, but they 
attacked their conductors with their tecth and hands, anil could not be prevailed 
upon to accompany us Having killed them, we flayed them, and brought thetr 
aking with us to Carthage. We did not sail farther on, a our provisions failed us. 


_» From Sagres they coasted three days and entered the “Southern 
Horn,” the sound enclosed between Plantain Island, Sherbro 
Island, and the intervening shoals on the one side, and the African 
coast on the other, Here they discovered an island within an island, 
like one they had already seen in the “Western Horn.” It too was 
inhabited, not by human beings, but by strange creatures shaped 
like men, to whom naturalists still apply the name given to them by 
Hanno’s interpreters. According to Pliny, these gorilla skins were 
to be seen in the temple of Juno, at Carthage, until the destruction 
of that city, u.c. 146. 

Himileo may possibly have dedicated a votive tablet similar to 
that of Hanno. At any rate, an account of his voyage was in 
existence in the fourth century a.p., for Avienus, who flourished under 
"Theodosius the elder, professes to have scen it, and quotes it several 
times in a poern, printed in Wernsdorl's * Poets Latini Minores” 
(vol. ¥., part 3), and entitled “Ora Maritima.” “ Himileo the 
Canthaginian relates how these waters (ie, the ocean outside 
the Pillars of Hercules) could scarcely be crossed in four months, 
how he proved it by sailing there himself, how no breezes drove 
this bark, and the torpid moisture of the sluggish sea benumbed 
him. And a very great quantity of seaweed, he added, was visible in 
the water, and often a thicket as it were checked his vessel, The 
sea does not descend toa great depth, and the ground is only just 
covered with a little water, Hither and thither wild beasts of the 
Sea ever wander, and great monsters swim in and out, lazily floating 
or languidly crawling.” 

Himilco’s voyage appears to have been a failure so far as its 
object, the exploration of the remote parts of Europe, was concerned; 
for he seems to have been driven out of his course, far to the west- 
ward, and to have reached the margin of the Sargasso Sea, which ig 
situate in the triangular space between the Azores, Canaries, and 
Cape de Verde Islands, “At the point where the Gulf Stream is 
deflected to the cast by the Banks of Newfoundland, it sends off an 
arm towards the south, not far fromthe Azores. Thisis the situation 
‘of the Sargasso Sea, or that great sea of weed, or bank of fucus, 
which made so lively an impression on the imagination of Columbus; 
and which Oviedo calls Seaweed Mendows. These evergreen masses 
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veaters of the Galf Sueam If Himico bad continued his ge 
westward be might here reached America. Some suppose that he 


a Ss et ee 

the Carthaginians he purposely concealed from the world the result 
of bis expedition, and pretended to have been becalmed at sea for 
four months ‘The well-known legend preserved in the “Tinweus” 
of Plato regarding the ishind of Atlantis and the continent adjacent 
to it, and the mysterious traditions of “bearded white men” which 
prevailed among the natives of America at the time of its conquest 
by the Spaniards, give colour to the assertion that voyagers from the 
Old World had from time to time succeeded in crossing the Atlantic 
Ocean, but we should not be justified in assuming that Himilco was 
one of the number. We should like to know something more about 
‘Himilco's expedition, bet we must be content with the garbled version 





lost work, the “ Constitution of Athens,” in the linen bandages of 
some jan mummy. 

Even the Romans were acquainted with the Morocco coast, and 
indeed the greater part of the eastern and western shores had been 
surveyed in consequence of the victories of Alexander the Great, 
three centuries before Christ. When Caius Czsar, the son of 
Augustus, had the conduct of affairs in Africa, there were found 
remains of Spanish vessels which had been wrecked there. Besides, 
we learn from Comelius Nepos that Eudoxus, a contemporary of 
his, @ century before Christ, when flying from Ptolemy Lathyrus, 
set out from the Arabian Gulf, and was carried as far as Gades 
(Cadiz), and long before that Cxlius Antipater had seen a man 
who had sailed from Spain to Ethiopia for purposes of trade 
(Pliny, 2, 67), It will thus be seen that the ancients possessed a 
considerable knowledge of the general outline of the African con- 
tinent. All this knowledge was entirely lost during the dark ages 
which succeeded the fall of the Roman Empire, and it was not until 
the fifteenth century—two thousand years later than Hanno’s time— 
that the adventurous Portuguese succeeded with difficulty in exploring 
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‘anew the western coasts of Africa. Bartholomew de Diaz, bolder 
or more fortunate than the rest, sighted Cabo Tormentoso, the 
stormy cape, or Cape of Good Hope, as itZwas renamed by his 
sovereign John II., and at length, in 1497, five years after the 
discovery by Columbus of the New World, Vasco de Gama doubled 
the southern promontory of Africa, and opened a new route for 
European commerce to the East Indies. 
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tell “ex. 


Folks never thought as us was what em calls “ moosical,’ 
usallers had a choir in church, so to speak, for when I wa 
there was a gall'ry over west door, and Long Nat (he were a rale 
‘un at thatchin’) be played the bass viol, and Jacob and 
Tucker (la! them’s dead and gone this many a year), they 
sit one on either side o Nat and played jest about on two 

‘This church ain't a bitas it was then ; new parson he've 
it about jest wonderful, tho’ it seems to I the old place were best. 
but there, I be old too! But in them days there wami't a vestry, 
loike 'ee sees now ; and parson's surplice used to hang over Squire's 
pew, which were jest loike a parler, as one might say, art shut in wi? 
door, wi’ carpet on the floor, ah ! jest ‘bout bootiful! And I . 
as how Master Jarge, as were allers up to gammicks,' he cut off the 
buttons o' the surplice one Sunday (them’s was a-‘anging loose, I 
‘spects), and when Parson came to put on this white gown (he wore 
a black "un sermon toime) there he stood a-fiddlin’ for the top button 
arl in a desp’rate moither, ‘cos the folks was a-waitin' to and 
Abel Wyatt, as was clerk then, was a-standin’ ready with his * Amen,’ 
so to speak; arl the whiles there was Master Jarge a-lookin’ as 
innicent as a wooley lamb, a-watchin’ parson fummidgen at his 
weskit, sarchin’ for a pin to fasten hisself up wi’, 

Ay! the poor laddie! he’s dead and gone too: he were killed 
fighten wit Injuns, so T’ve bin told. 

Well, as I was sayin’, Long Nat and Jacob and Moses them sat 
up in gall'y and played, ay ! and sung too, whiles the skule chillern 
them sat on forms jest under, and when parson give out “'Ere 
endeth the second lesson,” Nathe used to reach over the front of the 
gall'ry and hang a black slate on a nail that were fixed there a 
purpose, wi’ the psalms out o' the Prayer Book (them at the end, 
do 'ee mind) writ in white chalk on it, loike this : 
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_ Twere a young ‘un then, but I moind as how I used to watch 
Nat a.doin' it, hopin’ almost, and yet afeard, that he'd lose um balance 
and fall over on the chillem's heads, but he never did. 

And I'member as there was one psalm as was a terrible fay'rite 
wi’ us youngsters; 'twere Ps. cxlviil.; for fust Nat, Jacob, and Moses 
would sing out uncommon deep down in them throats, and wi’out 
any moosic— 

‘Ye boundless reals of jody 5 
then the skule lads and maidens would squirl out the next line arl to 
theirselves, whiles the bass viol and the two clarrincts was a-gettin’ 
ready to go on wi’ the tune, 

But la me | old parson he were took to glory, and new parson 
he come (‘tis thirty year and more now), and arter a bit the church 
was done up foine, “restored” them called it, Why, if him as is 
gone to glory (old parson I be speakin’ on) could see it now, why, 
Dless ’ee, he wouldn't know it, ‘taint loike the same place ; Long 
Nat and his two mates them was gone too, or I may say as 'twould 
‘a fairly broken their hearts to a seen the changes, for fust them took 
down the gall'ry, cos a chap from Lunnon said it spiled the 
“semitiiry” o° the builden, whatever that be, and new parson he'd 
arl the old square pews tock away, so a3 ’ee couldn't put up “cc 
fect and ’ave a nap o’ sleep in sermon time when ‘ee felt a bit fagged 
Ioike ; no, he jest ‘ad them seats fixed up as 'ee sees them now, 
straight in the backs and uncommon hard. 

And then—he got this organ ! 

Tonce yeard Moses Tucker say as how he'd yeard a organ up 
to Plymouth, and that the sounds on it were “queer sort 0° moosic, 
couldn't some longsides o’ clarrinets no ways.” Us never thought 
as how us would ‘ave one in our church—not then—but new parson 
he was real set on organ moosic, and was wonderful fond o! singin’, 
so he had the lads and maidens to sit up in the church, and there 
them sat, the lasses in the front seats and the Inds behind (if 
‘ee'll bilieve 1), in white surplices too! Us couldn't make it out 
fust along ; some o’ the old folks thought as the lads had a took to 
wearin’ their shirts outside o' their coats, for the loikes o’ sich had 
never been scen afore in these parts, and I moinds as Betsy Kerth 
her said to her boy Ben— 

“Why don’t 'ee sing decent loike in thee coat, and not stand up 
afore the folks in thee night shirt? ’Taint secmly !” 

But somehow arter a bit us got used to it, and took to the 
choir singin’ quite nattral. I were in It too, and sang bass ; some 
folks did say as us sang awful flat, as if us wanted a taste of lemons 












his Wigh—mesto them litle uns do—and he's 8 
‘wo'd practised a goodish bitZnew parson he says to Pane 


do ‘ee say to that?" seas he, for he’s a merry gen’elman 
‘he ain’t preachin’, 
notion took wi’ us jest "bout, and so us set to work to 
four “gles,” as them’s called, and there was one, “Land, 
a right down prutty tune; but Farmer Danells and Sam 
‘them would sing it loike this ‘ere = 
‘Lind who-o! lind who-o! hurroar! 


stead of singin’ it proper, loike we did: 
“+ ‘Liind-hiw ! Iiind-héw 1 hurrare} 
‘moithered Miss and parson was wi’ them two chaps sure-lyt i 
‘Then there was a G flat as the “trubbles"’ad a rare job wi’; 
but why moosic folks want ter chop and change about so fairly 
puzzles I, for Miss sezs as G flat be the same note on the pianny as 
| ¥F sharp, and her said summat ‘bout “raizin' a semi-tone, and a- 
lowerin’ him.” La! none on us took in the sense of it, tho’ us arl 
“Tooked wise-like, as if us did, and studied our moosic books witout 
~ understandin’ what us saw there! and, most of arl, Farmer Danells, 
he stood there wi’ his head co-cked o' one side, forarl the world loike 
my son Tom's magpie. 

- Well, as I was a-sayin’, us practised on and on till I ‘clare to "ee 

that sometimes at these practisings the sweat a run down off us 
terrible ; as to the maidens, bless 'ce ! them shone loike as ’cc might 
"have waxed their faces, as I may say, wi’ the exertion of it. Sam 
"Opkins, he were allers a rough sort o’ chap ; I've seen him wipe his 
bald head wi’ his coat sleeve; but, la | that ain’t quality ways, and so 
‘Ais darter Saray Ann told him when her sees him do it. 
I must say as we got a bit skeered when the concert was to be; 
yet ’twere foine, I tell 'ee; ne'er a one had been afore. Abram 
Jaffrey (he be nigh upon 96) he sezs he ne'er saw “sich gammicks 
in arl his days,” and new parson he'd set his moind upon 'avin’ it 
jest about grand. He had a platform, as they calls it, put up in the 
skule-room wi' red cloth put down for us to stand on, wi’ ferns and 
flowers in pots, and lamps, too! And there was quality prices for 
the seats, loike up to Lunnon, they tells 1: one shillin’ for the 
gentry (them had chairs to sit on); and sixpence and thruppence, 
them sat on forms wi’ backs to 'em, and arl to hear us sing 
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‘So there us singers sat on this platiorm, remed i cor Sanday 
clothes ; the young chaps put flowers in their coats and the maidens: 
had posies in the bosoms; ‘twere 2 aight to sec, E tell ce! anda 
mort of folks came toot 

Then Miss her played the pianny ; my! ber made the monic 
rattle out fust-rate ; arter that a young gen'elman, as bides along o” 
Doctor, be played the fiddle jest bout pretty; "tis very wondrous bow 
them does it; and a young ‘ooman from Warneombe ber said a 
Piece o! poetry wi'oat ne’er a book, said it ar! out of ber heat, as the 
sayin’ is, 

‘Then new parson he made a sort 0’ sign towe—my ! how my 
heart did thamp agin my ribs, to be sure—and ws got op; they glees 
was jest "bout bootiful I tell ‘ee plain, us bass took the parts, ch, 
foine 1 why our notes sceracd to come from our boots, they was that 
deep down. I give Sam ’Opkins a nudge o” the arm when us come 
to “ Litnd whd,” ‘cos I see as Miss her face was gettin’ 2s red asa 
turkey-cock’s, as the saying is, for ber knew what be comin’, and I'm 
Gerned if the gaffer didn’t sing out “ Hoor-toar” like a chap d’mented- 
1 was nigh 'pon punchin' his ‘ead, and should a done, only "hrould 
a been spilin’ my manners afore the gentry ; ‘sides 1 was allers well- 
behaved cver since I were a youngster. 

But the folks they clapped their hands and cried * Encore,” which 
means “ Do it again,” and us did ; and then us sang “God Save the 
Queen." 

And if ’ce would loike to hear more "bout “Our Glee Club” 
maybe I'll tell "ee something else some day, 

FENLEY REVD. 
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TABLE TALK. 


Ovrpa anv Mr. Ruski. 


VERYTHING that Ouida says concerning the cruelt 
practised on animals by those who call themselves ci 
has my assent, and I have more than once quoted for the benefit 
of my readers her indignant utterances and complaints. Sheis once 
more “on the war-path,” if I may use such a phrase to denote what 
is essentially a mission of peace. In her latest paper on her pet 
subject, contributed to the Vinefeenth Century, and called after the 
famous speech of Portia “The Quality of Mercy,” she once more 
urges on a world all but deaf to her pleading the claims upon our 
consideration of the wild animals we indiscreetly and brutally destroy. 
‘This time she fortifies herself with an utterance of Mr, Ruskin, deep, 
subtle, and pregnant with meaning and feeling, but little likely to 
win general acceptance, “Whosoever,” says the author of “ Fors 
Clavigera” ““is not actively kind is cruel.” A nobly sympathetic 
motto, and one which Ouida says is “an absolute truth, though un- 
fortunately a truth which is very little heeded.” Not much more 
likely is it to be heeded in consequence of the approval and publicity 
which Ouida, and after her myself, have tried to affordit. It isabove 
the reach of all except the few who accept the teaching of Coleridge, 
that— 





He prayeth best who loveth best 
All things both great and small ; 

and of Wordsworth— 

Never to blend our pleasure of our pride 

‘With sorrow of the meanest thing that feéls 5 
and for them it is scarcely needed. Little likely is it to win its way 
to the hearts of those higher classes whose supremacy was obtained 
as captains, and who, now that wars are no longer lasting or nume- 
rous, find their nearest approach to it or best simulation of it in the 
chase. Many changes and transformations will have to be made 
before the general sentiment prevails that sport is cruelty. A far 
better chance of hearing have those who urge the return to the sports 


carried. While a firm ally of the brilliant lady in question, 
‘She aims at an object not too 
over to a less exacting religion. It is to people of the 


is too uncompromising. 


makes appeal, and not to visionaries or enthusiasts. “The latter: 
already won over. ‘Those by whom religions are established do | 
often make the portals too stem and forbidding, ‘The very nun who 
is to be cloistered and shut for life from the warmth and beasty 
life is kissed and caressed until the final step is taken. Ouida is 
indeed at the same time too optimistic and too pessimistic in her 
views. She believes in a fature progress for human nature such a5 
is attainable only by long continuous effort or by some great outburst 
of public sympathy such as that to which we owe the Crusades. On 
the other hand, she seems to disbelieve in the progress that has un- 
doubtedly been made. Telling the story of the Roman who “ wrung 
the neck of the dove which took refuge in his bosom from the pur- 
suing bird of prey, and was stoned by his fellow-citizens,” she denies 
that such an act would in these days produce any movement of 
indignation. Here she goes beyond her brief. Wounded birds have, 
as she points out, their necks wrung at Hurlingham “without the 
slightest emotion of sorrow or effort at censure." ‘This is true, and our 
fairest and best-bred women behold it done without, more’s the pity, 
“turning a hair.” This isa part of the inherent cruelty of sport 
which I never deny. The birds are wounded, however, and, it is 
supposed, incapable of maintaining their existence, ‘Some notion of 
mercy accordingly may, and perhaps does, animate the action of ter- 
minating their existence. Ido not believe that the women, hardened 


though they be, would not be revolted by an act such as that indicated 
in the story, 








“Table Talk. 424 
~ Ts Caverty ax Excuse Arrrinute? 


‘OT long since, a young and beautiful Englishwoman “of the 
L great world” said to Ouida, “ Yes, it is useless to attempt to 
move them [gy. people of fashion] to any feeling for animals. You 
can get them to do something for people, because they think it does 
them good with the masses, keeps off revolution, and helps in can- 
But for cruelty they do not care in the least.” Let us 
. This charge is true, and itis untrue. For cruelty 
arenas ths paul of sport, sportsmen care little or nothing, any 
‘more than gentlewomen care for the extermination of beautiful 
birds in South America in order to provide them with carcases for 
their hats or feathers for their hair. My own girls, who while under 
‘my control abstained from such atrocities, relapsed when free from 
parental control. “The hat was such a duck, was so becoming ; be- 
sides, the bird was not killed for her. It was dead already.” Such 
dismal fallacies are familiar enough to those who seck to lead people 
to higher aims. Woman, I fear, is almost incurable in these respects, 
A great advance in the method of treating animals as distinguished 
from beasts of chase has, however, arisen during my time. A man 
who behaved with brutality to a horse even in the hunting-field 
would be the object of unfriendly or contemptuous demonstrations. 
Jam not sure that the use of the spur, as it is used on the race- 
course or in the hunting-field, is not brutality. Something must be 
allowed, however, for feeling long transmitted. Until we are sure, 
‘moreover, that we have extirpated war, or learnt how to use bicycles 
‘on broken ground for cavalry charges, I do not think it would be 
wise to deprive our Nimrods of spurs. Among peaceable folk, 
meanwhile, the change of sentiment is remarkable. I have fre- 
quently had in the course of a life principally spent in London to 
interfere with men ill-using horses. In early days the occasions 
‘were numerous, and involved some peril, since I had to be prepared, 
if necessary, to back up my remonstrances by personal exertions, 
‘Very much fewer are the cases at present in which interference is 
necessary. Public sentiment is now so dead against the human 
brute, that a sulky or contemptuous look or a muttered imprecation 
is all on which, when rebuked, he ventures. 


g Waar 1s Crueity? 
M I finally to regard as cruel all who indulge in sport? I know 
the practice of it would be cruel for me. Is every votary of 
the gentle art to be branded? Am I to condemn that best of men 
and greatest of painters who, at the moment I write, is happily at 
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HE Monastery of St, Adclhard is still to be seen by anyone 
who cares to stray for a few miles from the beaten track 
of the tourist. It lies on a southern slope of the Auvergne moun- 
tains, and commands a wide view of a fertile land teeming with corn 
and wine. The country is, doubtless, much as it was three centuries 
ago, when the abbot was lord of its wealth for miles around; but 
to-day his slender possessions are barely sufficient to maintain in 
decent poverty the diminished congregation of monks that here 
chants matins and vespers, In its glory the monastery owned vine- 
yards and orchards, meadows and cornfields, horses and cattle, 
and dispensed hospitality with a royal hand. But now, in its 
decadence, the solitary visitor is dreaded, lest there should not be 
sufficient in the pantry to furnish forth a worthy meal for him, 

In the days when Henry of Navarre reigned over France, it was 
one morning intimated to the then abbot that he might shortly 
expect the arrival of a youth destined for the monasticJife. As this 
intimation was made by the powerful Duc de Layau, and a fitting 
gift in money and land was bestowed on the monastery as a 
recompense, the abbot neither considered it his duty to refuse the 
charge, nor to inquire too carefully into the antecedents of the 
candidate. He was well accustomed to such transactions, where 
men of noble blood and illustrious name took, without obvious 
reason, a decp interest in the concerns of those having no legal claim 
to either. 

Tn due course the youth appeared, and was at once put in training, 
His novitiate over, he became the fully fledged monk Dom Simon, 
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He was not even beautiful to look at; and his garments were far 
from gorgeous, although he toiled not, neither did he spin, But 
a day of awakening from his long sleep was at hand, and he, the 
imbecile, the weak-minded dreamer, was to make his monastery 
celebrated over the length and breadth of France. 

His opportunity came when a chest of viols, fashioned by Amati, 
was presented to the monastery, “Here is a chance for Simon” 
said the abbot to himself, and sending for the simpleton, he in- 
formed him that he proposed placing the bass viol in his charge. 
At the same time, he urged the monk to pay great heed to the 
teacher who had come to give instruction on the new instruments. 

‘Simon received the news with trembling delight, and, for the first 
time in his existence, applied himself with energy to study. And not 
in vain. The services in the chapel were henceforth not a weariness 
to singers or listeners, but a source of highest pleasure. Where the 
monotonous tones of the organ, fingered: by the deaf old player, had 
Sent everyone to sleep, layman and monk now feared to let their 
attention wander for an instant lest they should lose a single one of 
the rich and varied notes that throbbed from Simon’s viol, It 
mattered not what chant—however dismal or hard—was being sung, 
the accompaniment was always beautiful and heart-moving—now 
wildly sad, now entrancingly sweet. Simon's name was suon known 
far and wide. Nobies thronged to Mass, where it seemed to their 
unaccustomed ears as if an angelic chorus blended with the deep 
voices of the monks. Surely, they considered, this is the very gate 
of Paradise! 

Dom Simon himself had no thought of anything save his instru- 
ment, and how he could best use it. When not playing in chapel, he 
was practising in his cell. He scarcely found time for food and 
repose, Morning, noon, and night, his notes were to be heard, s0 
‘that it came to be that one could not think of the monastery without 
his music also stealing on the mind's ear, even as it is impossible to 
sever the scent of the incense from the memory of a chapel, Till he 
died, after many long years, his skill and fame went on increasing, 
Outside his art he was to the end as a child of five. Tt was a saying 
that his mind and soul were in his instrument. He lived in his 
music, and in his musie only. 

‘When he passed away, there was great lamentation, both inside 
and outside the monastery, It was felt by all that something was 
Tost that could not be regained. ‘The country-folk had regarded him 
for years as a being not altogether of this world, and when they heard 
that on the night of bis decease the strings of his bass viol had 
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imagine. Good-night, old man ; you played spendidly. By- 

‘the adagio was immense.” 
__ They shook hands, and were about to part at Piccadilly Circus, 
as if acting from a sudden impulse, Raoul drew a card from 

- his pocket and gave it to his friend. * Come and see me to-morrow 

afternoon, Paul; I've a strange story to tell you. Good-night. 

_ Regrets to M¢lusine.” 

__ “Pentonville |” exclaimed Dubois, peering at the card in the dim 
: é light. “Why, he has taken a'bus! dfon Diewf Raoul in 2 Penton- 
ville "bus! He's going to be married and is saving money !—that 
‘must be the explanation.” 

‘Next afternoon found Paul Dubois at his friend's residence, The 
house was set in a dingy back-lying square, and, if it had no other 
‘merit, had certainly that of being quiet. “A change this,” reflected 
the visitor, “from the bustling and wicked little French hotel off 
‘Regent Street !"” 

Raoul was seated at his violoncello when Paul entered, and so 
engrossed was he in his playing that he did not observe the opening 
and shutting of the door. Without noise, Paul took a seat and waited 
till the piece was finished. He recognised the melody—it was the 
adagio Raoul had performed at the concert. The strain was of a 
sombre and somewhat rugged character, but withal very beautiful. Its 
harmonies were unusual, although simple—to some modern musicians 
they might have sounded childish; and yet the effect of the whole was 
so impressive that Paul, who was accustomed to the best music, and 
not easily moved by what was unworthy, felt that he was listening to 
the work of a master. As the piece progressed, he mentally analysed 
it, questioning himself as to what so deeply touched him. It could 
scarcely be the melody, for though that was lovely, he understood it 
thoroughly, and could have written it down without effort. Nor, he 
considered, was it the progression of chords. Could it be the tones 
of the instrument? He listened intently, closing his eyes the while. 
Surely he heard more than the mere notes of a violoncello! He 
could fancy there came to his ear the singing of a choir—a choir 





ip bs band, the viol atbiskmee Rising, Panl touched the player 
ee the showlder, and md “Raccl!” a 
Wikh 2 fee in which terror was phinly visible, the ‘cellist turned 
vowards Dhshoxt 
“Ab, sony you, Paol ! "he gasped, and then sank into-a chair, 
“Ofcoume ts L One would think I wasa ghost from the 
greeting you give me. What a player you are becoming, old fellow! 
Do yor know, I fancied I was listening toa full chorus just now in 


addition to your Gddle. I did not think catgut and horsehair could 
have done it.™ 





“Ab! you heard it. It is no dream, then!" exclaimed Raoul. 

“What are you talking about? You are simply rather clever at 
double-stopping, 1 suppose. By-the-by, what piece were you playing? 
A quaint, old.world affair it is.” 

“Tdon't know. It has no name, and no composer, unless I can 
chim it as my own, which I greatly doubt.” 

“Really, my dear Raoul, you are very mysterious to-day. If you 
are the composer, acknowledge it ; there’s nothing'to be ashamed of, 
I'm sure.” 


“tell you the simple truth, Paul I don’t know whether it 
jsmine or not. Certainty 1 never heard it anywhere, nor did I 
ever see it in print; but Lhaye reasons for doubting—— However, 
Lasked you here to tell you the story, and the story you shall have 5 
only I beg of you to treat it seriously. I was on the Continent in 
the autumn, a3 you know, and a jolly time I had of it im Paris, 
Vienna, and Milan. 1 returned to London by a rather roundabout 
route, and was forced one night by stress of weather to take up my 
jers inan old monastery in the Auvergnes—St. Adelhard’s, I 
they call it. ‘The monks there have fallen on hard times, and 

the money they can get. So, hearing that Iwas a musician, 
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they offered to sell me some fine Amatis, for which they had little 
‘use—the organ sufficing for their musical necessities. I fell in with 
their views, and this 'cello is the prize I brought away with me.” 

“And a real prize it is, In good condition, too,” 

“It is an instrument of ten thousand! I had been struck by its 
quality when I first tried it at St. Adelhard's, but not till I was in 
London did I fully understand—or rather, was I fully aware of—its 
extraordinary powers. As you have noticed, it seems not merely to 
give forth its own proper tone, but at the same time it produces the 
illusion—for it must be an illusion, don’t you think so?—of being ac- 
companied by distant voices.” 

“ An effect of echo, no doubt,” struck in Paul authoritatively. 
“ Harmonics, and all the rest of it. Neither you nor I were ever 
strong on the scientific side of music, you know.” 

Raoul shook his head seriously. “So 1 thought at first,” he 
continued, “but I have changed my mind. Listen! You remember 
that gavotte of Popper's I used to play?” 

“ Excellent well. Atuncof infinite caprice, I wassurprised you 
gave us nothing but solemnity last night.” 

“The ‘cello absolutely refuses to phrase anything trivial." 

Paul laughed, and asked, “Then why not use another?” 

“ My dear Paul, I shall finger no ‘cello but this while I live.” 

A troubled look came to Paul's face. Could Raoul’s brain be 
softening? Really his conduct was very peculiar in hiding him- 
self for weeks in this outlandish quarter for the sake of an old 
fiddle. 

“Do not doubt me,” continued Raoul ; “I am wedded body 
and souk to this fiddle. What melodies it will utter, these only will 
I play hereafter.” 

“Then it seems to me," observed Dubois, with an ironical smile, 
“that you had better accept a perpetual engagement at some chapel. 
You cannot expect concert-goers to submit cheerfully to a continual 
feast of plain-song.” 

“You are right,” answered Raoul quietly, “For three weeks I 
have been playing at the Bohemian Chapel.” 

Paul was astounded, “And do you mean to tell me,” he said, 
“that you propose giving up your valuable concert connection for 
such a trumpery engagement? Why, you won't make three guineas 
a week at it.” 

“Ican't justify myself, I know it must seem as if I were mad ; 
but these voices !—the melancholy, noble sounds—ah! I cannot 
resist them.” 








confess Iam no longer master of myself Sometimes I fancy my 
whole nature is changed. Iam a stave to these mysterious sounds. 
‘Where they are to be beard in their perfection—in the church—there: 
henceforth is my place.” 

Paul's efforts to dissuade his friend from what he considered a 
mere burying of his talent were useless. Raoul's mind was definitely 
fixed, and neither his instrement nor himself was ever seen on the 
concert platform again. 





iit. 


‘Many years later, anold monk was playing his bass viol in his cell 
at St. Adeihard's. His face was bare, and the thin fringe of hair 
that encircled his head was grey. “Sul.” he murmured, “the 
yoices ! always the voices: but my old friend with the kind face 
and the brown cowl, who esed to visit me at twilight and silently 
listen—where is he? Inever sce him now. Is be gone forever? 
I will play his hymn again—for it must be his—and perhaps he will 
come to-night, Tt used never to fail to bring him.” 


Jie 
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bursting into his cell. “Ob, ho! Brother Raoul,” cried one jest- 
ingly, “you never told us you had had your portrait painted. Are 
you setting up for a beauty?” 

‘* My portmit !” said the old monk, What do you mean?” 

“You won't deny that this is your face, surely? No one else 
will own to jt—of that I’m sure. Oh! there's no doubt about it !” 

Brother Raoul cxamined the oil-painting handed to him. It 
was evidently very old, and represented a monk playing a bass viol. 
“You say this is like me?" he questioned. “I have not looked in 
a mirror for years." 

“ Tt is your very face—not a wrinkle wanting,” 

“Where did you find it?” 

“In the lumber-room in a pile of rubbish.” 

Long and ardently Raoul eyed the painting, while cxultantly 
he told himself that here was the image of him—the shade—whom 
he loved, and whose absence he had been deploring. “Yet,” 
thought he, “they say ft is me!" Addressing his visitors, he said : 
“There is some writing on the canvas, Can your younger cycs 
make out the words ?” 

One of the monks rubbed off the dust that obscured the letters, 
and declared the inscription to be “Dom Simon and his Bass 
Viol.” 

Brother Raoul pondered silently. Then he said: “If indeed this 
be my portrait, as you say—and I am not concerned to deny ir— 
my name should evidently be, not Raoul, but Simon, I will to-day 
request the abbot’s permission to be so addressed in time to come— 
should he deem me worthy of such honour.” 


334 The Gentleman's Magazine. 


AN OLD VILLAGE: 
IN IMITATION. 


“There's rosemary, that’s for remembrance j pray, love, remember. « .” 


Y old village is very far from the Richard Jefferies country, 
and very unlike the one which he has immortalised. But I 
feel about it as he did about his village. It ig many years since I 
saw it, and, like him, I do not want to see it again. If 1 did see it, 
it would be another Yarrow. I do not want to see it, but I want to 
remember it as it was, full of curious links with the past—links 
which one must make haste to chronicle, or they too will fade. And 
perhaps, indeed, most of those links exist only in memory now: the 
half-timbered houses, the ruined castle on the hill, the ruined abbey 
low among the cornfields—they are both more ruinous now; the 
village shop, where boots, and bread, and tallow candles, and faffenr 
(posterity believe me), were displayed together ; such a village shop 
as Miss Mitford has made her own—“ the village shop, like other 
village shops, multifarious asa bazaar ; a repository for bread, shoes, 
tea, cheese, tape, ribands, and bacon ; for everything, in short, except 
the one particular thing which you happen to want at the moment, 
and will be sure not to find.” Perhaps it has plate-glass windows, 
and hats of last year’s fashion behind them—but I do not want to 
see these changes. I know nothing is as it used to be. Indeed, 
it seems to me as if even the swifis, those ethereal creatures who 
despise this earth where cares abound, and who used to dart and 
scream around the church tower, never resting, never weary, all 
through the long, long summer days, could no longer be there; as if 
the wild roses could no longer bloom and smell sweet, and drop 
their petals, uncared for, along the hedges of the narrow rocky lanes, 
as they used to do in the June evenings when we were looking 
forward instead of looking back ; as if there could be no thrush 
singing any more in the black poplar tree, whose Ieaves rustled with 
cool sound as of rain, all the long summer through, and never 
asked to rest. 
For it was always summer when I knew the village. ‘There may 
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have been Decembers then, but T do not remember them. Looking 
back at it through the years, it is surrounded by the glow of 
summer, by green trees, by blue skies. Hoymakers are in the 
meadows ; you hear the long swish of their scythes ; there were no 
mowing machines in that far-away land twenty yearsago. Or reapers 
are reaping the tall wheat (it was taller than any wheat that I sce 
now) in that cornfield through which runs a path, an uncertain, 
meandering path, the result of generations of toil-worn feet passing 
over it, wearily too often, for cight hundred years ; not a path made 
yesterday by line and spade, trimmed along the edges into dulness 
and ugliness, but a path on whose uneven grassy margin grew purple 
scabious and yellow hawkweed. I think there are no wild flowers 
in the valley now, only thoms and thistles, 

When thinking of our old village (and we have each one of us, 
T suppose, some old and toved village stored in our remembrances) 
we long for a Miss Mitford or a Gilbert White to make others know 
and love what we knew so well and loved so much—its lanes, its 
hedgerows, the water ousels by the river—that river, fabu/osus to us 
as ever Hydaspes could have been—the woods where the ferns and 
honeysuckle grew higher and smelt sweeter than they do anywhere 
now, and in whose dark depths the dew lay upon the spiders’ webs 
and the bramble leaves all through the hottest summer noons ; to 
make even its echoes live again for us, and perhaps resound as 
musically to our Lhew fugeces as did the Selborne echo to the more 
cheerful Zityre, tu patule recubans, And then, faute de mieux, we 
take up our pens ourselves and remember... 

My village can “go one better” than Miss Mitford's or Selborne, 
in that it possesses a ruined castle. Selborne has no ruins: Miss 
Mitford has only a deserted manor-house. But as we read of the 
yisit to Aberleigh, we wish she had had an old castle to be delighted 
with, and to delight us with the raptures it would haye inspired in 
her and in the altogether charming, and therefore, I fear, mythical, 
Emily I, 

The castle stands about half a mile from the village on a hill, 
and protected on the south and west by a still higher hill, On the 
east there is a double moat, and on the north the ground sinks 
abruptly down to the valley beneath, The slope is rough with 
nettles and fallen masonry, ‘These failen blocks are very remarkable, 
Stone and mortar fall altogether if they fall at all, in one great rock+ 
like mass, the mortar as hard as the stone and inseparable from it. 
And there used to be many blind-worms and grass-snakes on these 
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dry slopes. 1 bardly think they can be as numerous now, for your 
country lad will, of course, kill all belpless things indiscriminatingly, 
and persists, with an inherent antipathy to serpent forms which must 
have come straight down from the days of Adam, that every variety 
is equally dangerous and that none should be suffered to live. 
For five hundred years this now deserted but still imposing castle 

was the home of the Mortimers— 

Whe from sea to ea 

Had bone, in whatever place, 

A shield Barry with a ehfef paly, 

Aw the comers gyronny, 

Of gold and blue illuminated, 

The ecuichcon voided with ermine, 
So said the poet of the siege of Cacrlaverock, in the 13th century; 
anda later poet knew the importance of the family when he bracketed 
one of them with the red earl of Gloucester in his “Bard "— 


Stout Glo'ster stood aghast fn speechless trance» 
“To arms 1" eried Mortimer, and eouch'd his quiv'ring lance. 


And I suppose we can never hear the name of Mortimer without 
remembering that much of the plot of Henry JV. turns on the claims 
of one of the family to the English crown, We need not, indeed, 
stay to consider that Shakespeare has confused the young Edmond 
Mortimer, Earl of March, and only ten years old and in prison, with 
his uncle, another Edmond Mortimer, Our Shakespeare may do as 
he likes with history. ‘Let History give us her dates to the very 
day and hour, but let Poetry be allowed to break the bands by which 
she would be earth-bound.” Shakespeare's “ Hotspur,” that “ being 
of lofty passions” and of “strange petulances,” with his angry 
eloquence about revolted Mortimer, and the starling who shall be 
taught to speak nothing but Mortimer, had married the sister of this 
Edmond, the uncle of the claimant, but in Shakespeare's play the 
claimant himself. She is one of the most charming of Shakespeare's 
women, “one of those women that Shakespeare only has painted— 
timid, restless, affectionate, playful, submissive—a lovely woodbine 
Glinging to a mighty oak.” And although we know all the time that, 
as so pictured to us, she existed only in Shakespeare's imagination, 
yet we like to remember here that she was a Mortimer, and that this 
castle was her first home. Tt was a characteristic of a great writer 
and teacher of our day, that his interest in scenery extended even 
beyond the scenes of historic events to those which great fiction had 
made classic ground too; that he would travel as far to see any spot 
over which Scott had thrown his spell as to sce a Flodden or a 
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Glencoc. Most of us perhaps have something of the same feeling 
with regard to Shakespeare's characters, and for any place which he 
has bor mentioned. The yoke of bullocks at Stamford fair, the red- 
nosed innkeeper of Daventry, the field at Tewkesbury—do any of us 
approach these places without recollecting that he has lifted them up 
‘out of the ordinary, once and for ever, by a passing word? 

‘This Lady Percy sets forth the plot of /enzy IV. in her own 

charming way, and in few words, Can I resist quoting them? 
Taby Peeey. Tn oth 
Til know your business, Marry, that I will. 
I fear my beother Mortimer doth stle 
About his title, and hath sent for you 
To line his enterprise : Bot if you go— 
Horsrox. So far afoot, T shall be wesry, Tove, 
Lapy P, Come, come, you pamquito, answer me 
Directly to the question I ahall ask. 
In faith, IN, break thy little finger, Harry, 
An if thon wile not tell me all things true. 
But if I begin to quote this charming lady, where can I end? 

The younger Edmond Mortimer died in 1425, but Ann 
Mortimer, his sister, and sole heiress, married Richard Earl of 
Cambridge, son of Edward Duke of York ; and her grandson did 
become Edward IV., the whirligig of time bringing in its revenges 
thus slowly. This is explained in Hewry WZ in that scene where 
Warwick says to the duke : 

Sweet Vork, begin, and if thy claim be good 
The Nevilles arc thy servants to command. 

With the succession of Edward IV. the castle became a royal 
demesne, and remained so for more than a century. In the reign of 
Elizabeth it was described as almost a ruin, “the houses, buildings, 
walls, and other edifices in the said castle being much decayed." In 
1643 it was dismantled, but wasstill, when Tknew it, a very imposing 
and stately ruin, covering a large extent of ground, and with a very 
lofty keep on the highest point of the hill on which the castle stood. 

‘That castle had seen stirring things in the long years since the 
Mortimer of William the Conqueror’s time had first planted his 
banner here, but on the site of an carlier building of Edward the 
Confessor's time. It was a memorable day in the May of r265 
when Prince Edward was escorted to its gates after his romantic 
escape from imprisonment at Hereford. A memorable day, too, 
was that sad August one, after the battle of Evesham, when the 
onee strong right hand of the great carl, Simon de Montfort, was 
ung down before Indy Mortimer as she was hearing mass in the 





harmless face, 
‘The show-worss ceeeps, aad the this weasel there 
Follows the mouse, 


and where no louder sounds are beard than the a cooing, 
cooling, in the ivy, and the jackdaws chattering on the sunny stones 
amid the wallfowers, Roger Mortimer entertained the Queen and 
Prince of Wales with tournaments and feasts. There is a record 
stil extant of the effects of the castle in his days, which, though dis- 
appointing in its incompleteness, i yet interesting. Great ii 

for casting stones or metal quarrels, eross-bows of horn and wood, 
helmets for tournaments and real war, lances and spears, suits of 
armour and coats of mail, Irish axes, bows and arrows—all these 
things we should expect in a castle which had been more than once 
betieged, and which was the dép6t for the troops of a great border- 
Jord. Bat we like betterto read of the chess- and draught-boards and 
the gilt chessmen, and of the five peacocks in the courtyard, and to 
know that these great mcn which were of old, mea of renown, could 
sometimes leave war and intrigues to play chess and throw bread to 
the five peacocks. Yet it is, as I said, adisappointing record, because 
fragmentary : and we sccm to learn more from some wills, one of the 
year 1378, the other of 1380, but both concerning the goods in this 
castle. In the first a Lady Mortimer bequeaths to the abbey “her 
best vestment, with three copes which belonged to her chapel ; and to 
herson Edmonda bed anda gold ring," and likewise “a cupof silver, 
with an escutcheon of the arms of Mortimer." Is the other, this 
same Edmond bequeaths to “ Roger, our son and heir, the cup of 
gold, with a cover called bénesonne, and our sword garnished with 
gold, which belonged to the good King Edward, with God’s blessing 
and ours... . Also, our large bed of black satin embroidered with 
white lions and gold roses, with escutcheons of the arms of Mortimer 
and Ulster ; also, a silver salt-cellar, in the shape of a dog, and our 
best gold horn with the belt. . . . To our daughter Elizabeth a salt: 
cellar in the shape of a dog, 2 gold cup, and two hundred pearls. 
To our daughter Philippa a coronet of gold, with stones and two 
hundred pearls, . . .” 


But to return to the Roger Mortimer of Edward ID's days. Tn 





f the family seems to have reached its zenith 5 
t fo JTeariyeenper eninge py Semis me 


pots and platters, linen and woollen clothes, and 
eaipcans ater Atanother place they rob to the 
amount of a hundred pounds, and take “beef, pork, bread, beer, 
‘and brazen pots.” But the end of this poor “ King of foly,” with his 
ambition, was more romantic than were these things. 
came when Edward 111. whom he had entertained so 
y here, reached his majority. Mortimer was taken 
bis, although he had “‘ninc score knightes to his retinew,” and 
was a ‘before the peers in Parliament. Among the charges 
t against him were that he had by his intrigues been instru- 
"mental to the fall of Edward IL 5 that he had caused him to be 
from Kenilworth to Berkeley ; that he had been at Icast 
‘privy to his murder ; that he had usurped the royal power and 
a ‘expended the royal treasure for his own private use. He was con- 
yicted of high treason, and ended his days at Tyburn in 1331; and 
‘may we not think that some of his last thoughts were towards this 
his old home, and that he too, dying, remembered Argos ? 

But a history of the princely house of Mortimer would fill a 
volume, Let me take leave of its castle with some peaceful evening 
lines which were written in the eighteenth century on a castle of Lord 
‘Oxford's, and which may possibly have been intended for this one, as 
it was then in Lord Oxford's possession. The lines have a ting of 
Collins about them, but their author was a Dr, Sneyd Davies, and 
they were written in 1744 ¢ 

‘This gentle evening let the sun descend 
‘Untroubled ; while it paints your ambient hills 
‘With faded lustre and w sweet farewell ¢ 
‘Here is our seat, That castle opposite, 
Proud of its woody crest, adorns the ecene, 


‘The church, half a mile below the castle, was at first a collegiate 
church of some Augustinian canons, who afterwards removed to the 
abbey in the valley. It stands remarkably well : on a rocky plateau, the 
village and its apple trees and little gardens creeping up towards it on 
three sides, and on the fourth side is a rocky declivity sinking down to 
the road far below. The fine sturdy tower was covered with ivy, 
which must have been the growth of centuries ; and in it sparrows and 








fastidiousness, they new 
there were swifts in plenty, and, I th 
‘were more common here than the brown ones, 


is the case in most parts of the country. 
rocky ; ands, like most mediaval towers, 


a little sanctus bell, rung as the last bell before service now, 
Shrove Tuesday at noon, when it was known as “ Pancake b 
on all other days as the Ting-tang. 

The church, though plain toa degree, was yet a singularly beau- 

tiful one. ‘The masonry externally was of the rudest. Tt very much — 
resembled that of the castle, and the mther soft stone was much 
more weather-worn than was the large amount of mortar, which was 
used very unsparingly and with a faith in its wearing power which 
has indeed been realised. Inside, the oak roofs were especially 
and there were some windows, which, though severely simple, 
extremely beautiful. One great charm of the building was the 
absence of stained glass. No glaring moder horrors kept out the 
honest daylight; but there was much old green glass in very small 
diamond panes. ‘The sinking sun, shining through the west window, 
made flickering patterns on the stone pavement ; some children’ 
used to watch the soft evening shadows travelling slowly along the 
wall as the summer evensong went on. Birds were singing outside; 
bees were humming ; the church doors were wide open, Only one 
sound from outside ever seemed discordant, incongruous with the 
service, with the singing of the little country choir (which was very 
sweet in my recollection of it), and that was the cry of the cuckoo. 
Solemn-faced choir boys, inan atmosphere in which the scent of hair 
oil contended with the sweeter smell of the flowers in their button- 
holes (and the hair-oil had it), would almost smile when that gro- 
tesque or truculent noté came anear, as it sometimes did, I used to 
notice (though this is straying) that when heard at a distance the 
song was very sweet, and at the beginning of the season the bird 
sang well in tune, quite in the middle of its notes, But when heard 
near at hand the sound is a strangely mechanical one, and as if it 
were produced by some instrument of man’s making and not by any 
wild bird's throat; and the quality of the yoice is very hollow and 
metallic, and, to my mind, unpleasing, And, towards the end of 
June, it has yet another fault—it is decidedly flat, 
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© When T first knew the church there were high pews and a higher 
pulpit with a sounding-board above it. And there was also wood 
work of an eatlier date. In the chancel were some fine oak stalls, 
traditionally said to have been the gift of Edward 1V- to this church of 
his mother’s ancestors, and which he himself must have known well. 
By the door was a chained book, a relic of another age again, on a 
sliding desk, which could be raised to suit the height of the reader, 
who must, however, stand to read—sitting was not provided for, And 
there was some oak panelling and carving, part of a Jacobean 
singers’ gallery. 

‘The village clerk of the unrestored church was a wonderful 
chanicter—a tall thin man with a wasp-like figure, dressed on 
Sundays in tight trousers strapped over square-toed shoes, a tail-coat 
with a roll collar, and one of a number of very gorgeous waistcoats, 
generally white I think, but all embroidered in coloured silks. Where 
he got such finery in that little village, and finery of such « bygone 
date, who shall say? Ido not know if the sequence of decoration 
which he followed in the church was his own Use or the custom of 
the district, but it never varied, and in recollection is very picturesque. 
‘The church was, as I said, full of high pews in his day, and along 
these, up the nave and aisle, he used to stick boughs—large boughs 
which were easily got in that wooded district—of holly at Christmas, 
yew at Easter, and at Whitsuntide fresh feathery green birch, which 
withered, alas! too soon, It was a sort of picture of Birnam wood 
when to Dunsinane it came, and was certainly many degrees more 
effective than any modern decoration I see now. 

There were other strange characters in the little village, now, 
alas ! gone where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heap around 
the church ; and, again, one can but long for a Miss Mitford to 
make them live for us once more. Their very names seemed to me to 
be echoes of Norman-French names—names, perhaps, of retainers 
brought over by that Mortimer who followed the fortunes of William 
the Conqueror and was rewarded by lands in these pleasant marches. 
Passy, Galliers, Burgoyne, Gwilliam—I am no etymologist and 
deprecate criticism—but to me they seemed to be corruptions of 
Gailliard, Bourgogne, Guillaume, while Passy is French as it stands 
and has undergone no alteration. 

Looking down from the churchyard, you saw many pleasant half- 
timbered houses set in gardens, which were mostly given up to potatoes, 
for cottagers care very little for any other vegetable. But some of 
these gardens were very bright with flowers too—sweetbriar, pinks, 
Gilly flowers, old man, roses, especially that now I belicve almost 
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is a bond-fide letter from the then vicar prvrcars 

London, and contains an account of a miraculous €: 
raven on the church “steeple,” from whence it uttered a | k- 
ing meanwhile and shaking its wings towards a house in the village 
where were “sad divisions, inasmuch as they threw each other out 
of doors,” and to which the poor vicar complains a 
“called upon to do the part of an Ambassador of Peace, | 

little purpose.” The supernatural part of the tract need not 

us long. It is neither thrilling nor picturesque, as the supernatural 
ought to be. But there is a very peaceful little afternoon : scene ina 
country vicarage of the seventeenth century ; and anything which 
can bring back the past is to be valued. “On Tuesday, the 3rd day 
of February,” writes the vicar, “about three o'clock in the Afternoon, 
Iwas sitting in the Hall your mother, your sister Mary, and 
‘Thomas and Brilliana Kynnersley with Two others, and the Two 
Maids in the Room, so that in all we were nine Persons; on a 
sudden Thomas Kynnersley (my eldest grandson, being ten years 
old) started up from the Fire-side and went out from us at the Hall- 
door (he says he sate down upon the Block at the side of the Wood- 
pile before the door with a knife in his hand, whittling a stick)” 
‘This is the youngster who sees the vision of the raven; but the inte- 
rest of the thing lies, as I think, not in the vision, but in the homely 
and pleasant picture of two hundred years ago: the vicar sitting among 
his children and grandchildren and seryants in truly patriarchal fashion; 
the two neighbours (was one neighbour Flamborough?) dropped in 
for an afternoon gossip: the wood-block close to the hall-door; the 
little boy “whittling ” his stick. . . . These are its interests, 

But another and an older record of the life in this little village 
has been found in a manuscript of the thirteenth century. Tam no 
antiquary, and have only seen a copy of it in good print and with a 
translation of the Norman French to make all easy to us, but even 
that is quite delightful. As you read it you feel you are by the side 
of the monk who wrote it in that now fast-disappearing abbey by the 
marshes, 














AmMiiRage inline 


It is delightful, bat it is full of quarrellings, Everything that 
‘happens seems to happen in consequence of a quarrel. First, there 
is a dispute between the Bishop of Hereford and the Earl of Here- 
ford, and this results in the Bishop excommunicating the earl and all 
the city of Hereford and closing up the doors of the cathedral church 
with thorns and briars. Then there is a quarrel, “very great and 
terrible,” between Monsicur Hugh Mortimer and his steward, which 
results in many things also. Next comes a very great war between 
‘this same Sir Hugh and the Lord of Ludlow, which ended in Sir 
‘Hugh being taken prisoner and kept in prison until he pays a 
ransom of 3,000 marks in silver, besides all his plate, his horses, and 
hawks, 


Out of all this, however, comes at Inst peace, and the abbey 
below our village. ‘The friends of Sir Hugh, seeing how much he 
‘had suffered at the hand of this neighbour at Ludlow, admonish him 
‘not to let some monks complete a house they were building for them- 
selves in a near village because, being at the entrance of his land, it 
‘might be turned into a lodging-place for his enemies, for he had then 
on all sides many enemies and there was great hostility towards him, 
He took their advice and made the canons remove to the village of 
which we are thinking, and to begin dwellings there “as though they 
owere to remain there for ever.” It is to this settlement that we owe 
the still existing church. 

But the abbot and his canons did not like the place, It was, 
says the chronicler in vigorous Norman French, trop estreit et hidous 
—too straight and rough for them, and there was too great deficiency 
‘especially of water, and the ascent to the church (the same rocky 
road as is now in use) was very grievous to them, and there were 
villainous words and dishonest heard from the villagers, and the 
monks often said among themselves that they neither would nor 
could there dwell—se foyeat ne ne voloyent ileokes demorrer, 

And Sir Hugh gave them leave to seek out another dwelling- 
place; and they being incommoded and exnuyes by their residence 
there, went through the country round to see where they could 
make a house Aoneste ef darge for themselves for ever, And it 
happened one day in August that one of the canons, brother Walter 
Agaymeth, sat in the field of Beodune among the reapers and 
regarded all the country round, and saw the place where the abbey 
now is, and noted the spot, and returned to the house and told the 
abbot and brethren what he had seen. And they were joyful 
and glad beyond measure, and went to Sir Hugh who granted them 
that piece of ground ; and they made small delay in moving their 

AAR 
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ial Jong after came Sir Hugh to visit the canons and their place, 
‘and sent for a monk of Worcester who, when he had marked out the 
place of thechurch, made to be dug and laid the foundation—to 
which foundation Sir Hugh de Mortimer laid the firststone and then 
promised ten marks in aid, but afterwards he completed it at his own 
cost. Brian de Brampton laid the second stone, and promised a 
hundred sols ; but he nothing gave in money, but granted them all 
“casements” in bis grounds and woods and fields everywhere, . . . 
John, the son of the said Brian, laid the third stone, and neither gaye 
‘or promised aught, but what he did not do in promise he performed 
well after in work. . . , When it was entirely finished, Sir Hugh had 
it dedicated by the hand of Sir Robert Folyoth, the Bishop of Here- 
ford (1174-1186), in honour of St, James the Apostle. And after 
that he gave to the church a chalice of fine gold and a cup of gold 
and two chandeliers of silver gilt; and the bishop and the abbot 
pronounced sentence of excommunication against all who should 
alienate any of these jewels from the house except only for famine 
and fire; and he then gave the bishop a goblet of silver full of 
orpiment, which he received as a great gift. And the bishop gave to 
the same church a cope for the choir, purple and very becoming and 
richly adorned with orphreys. So there was great giving and receiv- 
ing of gifts on that day. 

This is a transcript, almost word for word, from the document as 
reprinted ; and, as with the castle records, one hasto stop for lack 
of space to give all the interesting facts which one might pick out 
from this not brief chronicle of the times, Of the abbey but little, 
I believe, now remains. The fine barn, whose timbers were worthy 
of this oak country, was burnt down a few years ago.” I seem to 
remember a half-timbered gateway, a great pigeon house, some 
pillars which marked the site of the church. We should like to have 
known if there were any echoes of Worcester Cathedral in the build- 
ing which the monk of Worcester designed for this little abbey. 

‘The Norman French chronicle from which I have been quoting 
speaks of the great want of water in the village. That was a want 
from the days of the chronicle until our own days. But there was 
compensation in the beautiful village well, quite a quarter of a mile 
from the greater part of the village. It was a picturesque stone basin 
with a wide, worn stone rim, on which villagers could sit and rest their 
buckets. Hart's-tongue fern and greener moss grew in the cfevices 
of the stone ; and, looking down, you could see no end to its cool, 
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brown, and yet transparent, depths, To this place of drawing water 
ledalanc, The lane led nowhere else—the well was important 
enough to have a lane all its own. A very unique lane it was, for 
along its stony bed ran a shallow brook, the escape water from the 
well, and never dry in the hottest summers, On each side there was 
a footpath, and at intervals there were half-timbered houses set cach 
in its little garden. From this lane, or brook, more than one nar- 
rower rocky lane led up to the church and the more thickly-populated 
part of the village ; and on the opposite side was a footpath between 
hedges—an old footpath made in the days when all around was un- 
enclosed waste, but which had been respected and hedged in when 
gardens and fields grew up on each side. It led to what was known 
as the Chase, a very sylvan tract of country, with great oak and 
holly trees here and there among the fern—an 4s you dike J? forest 
where Jacques could moralise by the brook that brawls along its 
depths. 

Not the least delightful part of the village were the roads around 
it, The lanes, I used to think, might have been British hollow ways, 
so deeply were they sunk into the rocky ground. And eventhe high 
roads partook of the nature of lanes, for they, too, were narrow, and. 
bad often high banks with the laminated strata of the limestone 
rock showing all across them ; and, of course, there were ferns and 2 
wealth of wild flowers delightful even to memory’s shadowy moon+ 
shine, Birds used to abound along these roads and lanes. Yellow- 
hammers were quite the most prominent of the roadside songsters, 
‘Their pretty “‘A little bit of bread and no-0-0 cheese !" was never 
monotonous, though it seemed to be heard all day long. Strangely 
enough, I think there were no corn-buntings there, whereas on an 
east country-toad which I know very well now—a portion of the 
grand North Road—there is a bunting singing its “plain passage of 
few notes” at cvery quarter of a mile, Both songs are monotonous, 
but the song of the yellow bunting is quite varied compared to that 
of its brown brother. 

no T 


THIEVES SLANG. " 


and again the story of some striking and sensational crime 
NSseeae householder a nether world, which 
‘at other times be willingly ignores. We hear bandicd about such 
terms as “ professional thief,” “ old offender,” “ticket-of-leare man," 
and we obtain glimpses of a strange race at war with society, veritable 
Ishmacelites lurking in our midst. These men possess a language, 
living, copious, expressive, with as great capacity for expansion as the 
Queen's English itself. Fluid and unfixed, sympathetic to changing 
environment, it varies from town to town, from county to county, 
and alters with every decade. A meansof defence and concealment, 
it is improved to meet improved attack and to baffle the outsider 
and detective. Vigorous and brutally descriptive, the slang of the 
criminal lays open his mental habits, his very instincts, his sordid 
hopes, his miserable fears. 

‘This Thieves’ Slang or Cant is not a growth peculiar to England. 
‘The Parisian thief has his Argot, the Spanish sporting-man and 
brigand his Germania, the Neapolitan lazzaroni chatter in Gergo, 
and the German scoundrel in the half-Hebrew Rothwalsch. And 
1m this last connection it may be interesting to recall that no les a 
person than Martin Luther contributed a preface in 1§28 to one of 
the later editions of the “ Liber Vagatorum, or Betler Orden.” ‘This 


is a curious little treatise on the German tramp, and contains one of 
the earliest Rothwiilsch vocabularies. 





Cant has a history as interesting if not as dignified as that of any 
literary tongue, and, with all its protean characteristics, possesses 3 
nucleus more or less stable. Thanks to one or two writers of the 
Elizabethan age, We can trace its origin with some exactness. A 


Breat impetus was given to Vagabondism by the Dissolution of the 
Monasteries, and also, we ma 


w 'y add, by the arrival of the Gypsies 
carly jn the sixteenth century. ‘The Gypsies, however, must not be 
n 


Confounded With the Tramping fraternity ; they are separate races, 
With qistisrct ONES 


A worthy ™sistrate of the reign of Elizabeth, Thomas Harman, 
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‘Esq, of Crayford, in Kent, who made great efforts to deal with the 
nomadic rogue, declared in 1567 that, “as far as I can learne or 
understande, by the examination of a number of them, their language 
whieh they term peddelars Frenche or canting began but within these 
XXX years.” This specific and authoritative testimony is extremely 
valuable, and is confirmed by the fact that Harman, with all his marare 
experience and special opportunities, was able to collect only some 
160 canting phrases, These include “ bowse" (drink), “ken” (house), 
mot" (woman), and a few others still in use on the road. 7 

‘We obtain further information as to the formation of the canting 
jargon fromthe “ Runnagate’s Race” of Samuel Rowlande (1610), who 
informs us that one Cock Lorrell was the acknowledged chief of the 
‘Vagabonds or “upstart Lossels" in the earlier part of the 16th century. 
This leader of tramps organised his followers into a regular guild, 
and took measures towards the improvement of their dialect. No 
doubt the tribal consolidation and perfect language of the = 
arrived Romany had something to do with his urgent prosecution of 
these measures. In fact, Rowlande goes so far as to declare that 
Cock Lorrell met Giles Hathor, the Gypsy king, in conference, with 
a view to bringing about a fusion of the two races of wanderers. 
‘This fusion did not take place; but the tramping cant adopted 
several Romany words, and from this time grew rapidly and received 
aecessions from all quarters, Not the least important were from the 
‘Tinkers’ language, or Shelta, a mysterious closely-kept tongue of 
apparently Celtic origin. 

To deal particularly with the later history of cant would demand 
too much space. It is enough to state that, enriched during the last 
and present centuries from the Levantine Lingua Franca and 
‘Yiddish, it forms the basis of modern thieves’ slang. ‘The jargon bas, 
however, been rendered still more effective as a secret instrument by 
‘the adoption of a number of words from the rhyming slang, and by 
the ingenious perversion of many of its own peculiar terms by the 
methods of the back slang. 

Rhyming slang, though not uncommonly used in one or two 
Printing offices in time past, and even now a proud accomplishment 
of the gamin of the Dials, was certainly the creation of the Street 
Chaunter. With rude rhymes ever on his tongue, what more natural 
than to utilise them for the creation of a secret means of communi- 
cation with his professional fellows? The process is simple enough, 
and affords scope for infinite originality, Facility in finding rhymes 
for the wards you wish to disguise and quickness in reading your 
‘interlocutor’s thymes are the principal requisites. Ihave heard a 


Meck dog in hey ef eae fou sim r 
tzanapose the letters or syllables of the ward weed. And 
See eee 
of the key-words were already cant before their inversion. Many 
vocables, however, do not take kindly to the process; at times 


additional letters must needs be added; and, as in the rhyming 
variety, common back-slang words are farther abbreviated, to the con- 
fusion worse confounded of the unskilled hearer. 

‘The proud authors of back-slang were undoubtedly the costers, 
and though older than the rhyming slang, it does not seem to have 
been generally Prevalent much before the year 1840, though the 
sporadic mutilation or inversion of words has certainly occurred at 
ail periods of the history of cant ; and a similar back-slang formation 
is not uncommon in other countries. One of the commonest back- 
slang words is “slop,” 2 mutilation of esclop (police). “Cool the 
delo gum" would, if used by one coster to another, convey a friendly 
warming to keep an eye on a person who is “no good” from a busi- 
ness point of view, Literally translated it is‘ Look at the old mug,” 
A“ nettock of mur "would denote that favourite liquid refreshment 
a “quartetn of rum,” and a “gen” (shortened for “ generalise”) 
would stand fora ing. In the still more claborate back-slang of 
the cracksman or burglar ““Islema ogde the opperca” would translate 
into the cant, “ Misle, dog the copper”; that is “Run, sce the 
policeman.” 

Asa rule, in communion with trusted associates the professional 
thief uses ordinary vulgar English with a considerable admixture of 
cant terms, If strangers arc close by, the cant is increased in quantity, 
and the resources of back-slang or the rhyming variety brought into 
play. 

Before tracing the history of some typical words in criminal slang, 
it may be useful to give a few examples of the ordinary simple 
unelaborated dialect. 

‘The first three examples selected are from Mr. Michael Davitt's 
most instructive book on his convict life, and the two following from 
a little work by Mr. Horsley, at one time chaplain of Newgate. 

‘This is the story of a pickpocket: “I was jogging (going) down 
§ blooming slum in the Chapel (Whitechapel), when I butted (ran 
Against) a recler (plain-clothes man), who was sporting a red (gold) 
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slang (chain). I broke off his jerry and boned the clock, which was 
a red one, but 1 was spotted by a copper, who claimed (took) me, I 
was lugged afore the beak (magistrate), who gaye me six doss (months) 
jin the Steel (Coldbath Fields). The week after I was chucked up 
(released) I did a snatch (stole a watch) near St, Paul's, was collared, 
lagged (sentenced), and got this bit of seven stretch (years).” 

_ Two prison inscriptions in the cells: "A burst (burglary) in the 
City. Copped when boning the swag (booty). Seven stretch, 1869, 
Roll on, 1876. Cheer up, pals.” “Bob White from the Dials 5 
stretch for slugging (assaulting) a copper.” 

The following is from a prisoner's narrative given to Mr, 

: “It was while I was with him that I got into company 
with some of the widest (cleverest) people in London. They used 
to use at (frequent) a pub in Shoreditch, The following people 
used to go there, toy-getters (watch-stealers), magsmen (confidence- 
trick men), men at the mace (sham loan offices), broadsmen (card- 
sharpers), peterclaimers (box-stealers), busters and  screwsmen 
(burglars), snide-pitchers (utterers of false coin), men at the duff 
(passing false jewellery), welshers (turf-swindlers), and skittle-sharps, 
Being with this nice mob you may be sure what I learned. I went 
out at the game three or four times a week, and used to touch almost 
every time, I went on like this for very near a stretch without being 
smugged (taken). One night I was with the mob I got cannon 
(drunk), this being the first time.” 

Here is another interesting inscription given by Mr. Horsley 
“Tommy Roundhead seven dials fulid expects 2 stretch for a prop,” 
i. is committed for trial, and expects two years’ penal servitude for 
‘stealing a breast-pin. 

We have already dealt with rhyming slang and back-slang, and it 
may now be interesting to say a few words about the other constituent 
elements of Thieves’ Cant. Nota few of its terms are old English 
words which have fallen out of use in the literary dialect, For 
‘example, to “slug” (strike or assault), the schoolboy’s “slog,” is a 
good Anglo-Saxon word. “James” (a sovereign) perhaps dates from 
‘Stuart times ; in the earlier Victorian era “dragon” was a not un 
‘common term for the same coin, Many other words which fall 
strangely on the ear are the outcome of metaphor and a vivid 
imagination. “ Moniker,” a common coster word for “ name,” was 
originally monarch, that is king or No, 1, and thus with frank egotism 
“1, myself.” ‘The slang use of “ monarco" for “I” in Italian Gergo 
supports this apparently far-fetched derivation. We may notice, too, 
* spark-prop” (diamond-pin) ; and “ cannon” (drunk), that is “one 
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can" too many. I must ssy, however, that to me the last derivation 
‘seems 2 triffe suspicious, asthe French Argot s 

(to get drunk), but iti posite that the Argotier has annexed the 
‘English term, 


‘There is a popular belief that Gypsy words enter largely into 
slang, but this is toa ‘extent eroncons, even though orte 
by so competent an d praes ‘Mr. Horsicy, who fos ote 
castiously in his “ Jottings from Jail” that Thieves’ Slang “is mainly 
derived from Romany or gipsy talk.” I think it may be stated 
without fear of contradiction that not more than fifteen or twenty 
words in thieves’ cant are certainly Romany. Amongst them are 
“pal” (friend), “chive” (knife), “couter™ {a guinea or sovereign), 
“choreing” (stealing), “ sturaban™ (prison), “parny” (rain), and 
possibly the very common “ lagged.” 

Shelta, the langesge of the tinkers, recently expounded by the 
author of “ Hans Breitmann,” to whose linguistic enthusiasm we are 
so greatly indebted, has undoubtedly furnished several words. For 
example, “ mizzle” (to go) represents the Shelta (miesli); “ken the 
Shelta (kiéna, a house), and “gammy,” ¢g. “gammy moniker" (a 
forged name) comes from the Shelta “gyami"= bad, It i not at 
all unlikely too that the familiar “moke” (donkey) is derived from 
the same source. 

An increasing number of words come from the Hebrew through 
the East End Jewish dialect, Yiddish. In the German Rothwalsch 
the Hebrew element is much greaterstill. As an illustration we may 
take the word “shoful,"a term for bad money or flash jewellery, from 
the Hebrew “shiphal," the very word used by David in 2 Sam. vi. 22, 
when he danced before the Ark of the Lord. It is also slang for 
a hansom cab, and probably expresses the secret curse of the dis- 
placed four-whecler. A “tof” (Heb. tov) is one who in money: 
matters and social position is reputed “good.” Another interesting 
term is “ Abaddon” (destroyer), generally confounded with a bad 
un,” a nickname for an informer. A character who played a part in 
the Great Gold Dust Robbery was a “fence” or receiver of stolen 
goods, known as Moses the Abaddon. 

Dutch supplies a fair number of terms, and testifies to the cos- 
mopolitan character of the higher branches of the profession. 
“Nark” (police spy) is probably from the Dutch “naruken™ (to 
follow about, spy), and “snide” (counterfeit coin) may claim kin- 
ship with Dutch “snyden"=to swindle (lit. to cut). German 
principally shows its influence in Yiddish, but we may mention 
"foont" (sovereigns, Pfund). 
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‘There are not so many French words as one might imagine 
‘when one considers the easy means of communication, and the 
elaboration of Parisian Argot ; but in fact French slang is, as a rule, 
indebted to English rather than the reverse. “Chat,” a house, is 
apparently from chdteau, but “bull” (a prison ration) is an allusion 
to the toughness of the English bull, and has nothing to do with 
“bouilli,” from which it has been derived. One phrase from the 
French, however, has a very interesting history, as it is almost 
certainly derived from the language of the card-table in use in the 
classic regions round the “Old Steel” (Bastile, fe, Coldbath Fields 
Prison). The word in question, “tray” (three months’ imprison- 
ment), seems to have a close relationship with the term for 3}d. 
Points at whist in the semi-foreign society of Saffron Hill or Leather 
Lane, “ Tray soddy mits" (trois et demi). 

Italian, on the other hand, is a generous contributor ; some of 
‘the commonest words in coster slang and the thieves! dialect have 
been supplied by the Lingua Franca of Levantine sailors, or the 
‘Neapolitan jargon of Saffron Hill and its vicinity, eked out by astray 
word or two from the Opera. ‘The coster’s “donah” represents the 
Ttalian “donna,” and may have escaped from Covent Garden or 
Drury'Lane, ‘“Omee” (man) is obviously a corrupted ‘“uomo,” 
and even “filly” (daughter) may owe as much to “figlia” as toa 
more obvious derivation. In Soho, as well as Clerkenwell, “nanty 
parnarly” (niente parlarc) is used as a warming toa friend not to 
‘mention anything compromising in the presence of a doubtful third 
party. Caser” (casa), too, is a common word for house, and the 
list might be very largely extended. But this paper has already 
reached sufficient dimensions, and an exhaustive treatment of the 
various and often picturesque elements of thieves’ slang would require 
a volume for its exposition. We may close by quoting the poetical 
effusion of a convict not guilty of “outing dues” (a hanging job), but 
Tagged for a considerable term, who inscribed it with a nail on the 
bottom of a dinner can. In truth, under the most discouraging 
circumstances the Muse will not be denied. 

‘Millbank for thick shins and graft at the pump, 
Broadmoor for all lags as go off their chump, 
Brixton for good toke and cocon with fat, 

‘Dartmoor for bad grub but plenty of chat, 
Portsmouth a blooming bad place for hard work, 
‘Chatham on Sunday gives four ounce of pork, 
Portland the worst of the lot for # joke in, 

For fetching a tagging there's no place like Weking. 


© i. VELLACOTT, 
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THE HOME OF THE INDIAN 
WEED. 


‘The white man landed—noed the reat be told? 
The new world stretch'd its dask hand to the old. 
Each was to cach a marvel, and the tie 
Of wonder warmed to better sympathy. 
BvRon : Tie Toland. 


OOKING back to the original source whence the old world 
derived the Indian weed and the habit of smoking it, the 
career of Columbus presents itself, crowded with marvellous exploits 
and brave deeds that have left their imprint indelibly fixed on men’s 
minds for all succeeding generations. Though an old and oft- 
repeated story, it has an abiding interest fora race of adventurous 
explorers whose glory it is to link themselves with the free and 
fearless Vikings. Following in the track of the great pioneer who 
prepared the way for Europeans to a land of inexhaustible treasure, 
we shall soon arrive at the home of the nicotian plant and its use 
among anew people. In pursuit of the great dream of his life Colum- 
bus at every step met with difficulties which only patience bome of 
genius could oyercome, At last he gained the ear of Queen Isabel, 
and to her he poured out his heart's grief, and made her acquainted 
with the grand enterprise he had marked out for himself across the 
western seas, The sincere, impassioned eloquence with which he 
pleaded the reasonableness, nay, the certain success, of the enterprise 
enlisted the sympathy of the Queen. Pointing to his charts, he 
sketched in graphic outline a new world where lay a grand field for 
‘noble ambition ; where wealth, power, and glory were to be won, 
and which should be hers were he but equipped with royal authority 
and means of transport. The noble-hearted Queen was deeply 
moved by his carnest enthusiasm ; she entered with spirit into the 
grand scheme that was to bring renown and riches to her im~- 
poverished country. ‘I will assume the undertaking for my own 
kingdom of Castile,” she exclaimed. “TI will pawn my jewels if the 
money you raise is not sufficient,” 
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= errr, Aegis 9 es Cleans set sail from the bar of 
Saltos, near the little maritime town of Palos (Andalusia), as admiral 
of the three small ships his indomitable cnergy had brought 

Of ‘His own vessel, the Santa Maria, had been prepared ex- 
Pressly for the voyage, and was manned by a crew of fifty ruthless, 
unskilfal adventurers. ‘The two others were caravels named the 
Pinta and the Nita ; they were owned by the Pinzon family, and 
‘were commanded, respectively, by Martin Alonza Pinzon and his 
‘brother Vincente Yanez. In all one hundred and twenty men em- 
barked under the inspiriting influence of Columbus on their perilous 
adventure into unknown seas. Three months have well-nigh passed 
and yet no sign is visible of the promised land. After enduring 
hardships the severest, worn out by storm and tempest in regions 
leading they know not whither, their murmurs deepen into open 
mutiny, the crew gathers round the great captain with threats to 
throw him overboard unless he will turn the rudder and sail home. 
The vision of Columbus rises before us: tall, fair, blue-eyed, 
‘beaming with the confidence of a life's devotion to a great purpose, he 
‘confronts his boisterous crew, and, with chart in hand, once more 
subdues them with an enthusiasm fired by profound conviction. 
On the morning of October 12 a sailor on board the Mia (Rodirego 
de Triano), scanning the horizon, calls to his mates to look out for 
Jand, pointing to a dark mass looming in the distance. Then there 
breaks forth from the mast-head the wild ery, Zierra! Tierra! and 
the helmsmen steer their course into the calm waters of San 
Salvador, 

Here, among the fair Bahamas, where on Nassau’s most con+ 
spicuous site is reared a statue to Columbus, let us linger a moment 
while the great navigator and his adventurers prepare for landing in 
order to take possession of the new territory in the names of their 
Majesties Ferdinand and Isabel. Richly attired in scarlet and 
plumes, and accompanied by the two Pinzons, with a chosen éscort 
bearing the standard of Spain, they enter their boats and are rowed 
tothe shore. With tears of joy Columbus kneels and kisses the 
ground, while thanking Heaven for the great mercy vouchsafed to 
him and his companions, Very soon they become aware that the 
island is populated ; they see natives running hither and thither, 
peering from among the trees that stretch down to the shore, and 
making gestures to one another in evident amazement. By-and-by 
they approach nearer and nearer to the white men ; now they throw 
themselves on the ground in attitudes of wonder and supplication. 
Columbus is struck with their child-like simplicity ; he reassures 


wt of segeling tired mmre with ber own anodyne. 


“The habit hus since become miversal, and hence tt 
se omcit persed andi ce tir colebeoted bevames” 







brought to the ship a little basket made of 
rushes and filled with 2 herb which they called tabah. . . «They 
came now 2 second time bringing with them as before had been done 
feathers and bags of tabah for presents, or rather, indeed, for sacrifire, 
upon this persuasion that we were gods.” 
while, Columbus had been busily occupied in collecting the 
his easily acquired possessions in the West India Islands, 
‘to return home and renderan account to his magnanimous 
Protectress, Queen Isabel; to recount the perils of his 
the ultimate realisation of his dreams, His own vessel, 
faria, having run aground had to be abandoned, but the 
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ANifia was soon prepared for him, and without undue delay the litte 
camvel weighed anchor on January 26, 1493. On his arrival in 
Spain the Court was at Barcelona, and thither Columbus proceeded, 
attended by his train bearing the trophies of his adventure, He was 
received by the king and queen with every mark of royal favour. 
Seated in their presence, he displayed to their eager gaze the specimens 
he had brought for their acceptance of various products of the new 
found land: virgin gold, cotton, mysterious plants (assuredly the 
tobacco plant would be here), birds of rare plumage, and animals of 
unknown species. But rising in importance above all these things 
‘were nine native Indians for conversion and baptism to attest to the 
reality of his triumph. Though the Grand Khan had not been 
captured, yet in presence of these Indians even the learned Bishop 
of Talavera could no longer look askance at the great navigator asa 
vain dreamer not altogether free from suspicion of magic. In grate- 
ful remembrance of her Majesty's bounty and enthusiastic protection, 
Columbus presented to her the casket which had contained the jewels 
she so generously gave up for his use, now filled with pure gold, as 
an earnest of what was in store for Spain in their Majesty’s new 
dominions. The casket is preserved to this day in the sacristy of 
the cathedral at Grenada. 
Columbus was of too active a disposition to indulge his well- 
camed repose ; the old craving for adventure and exploration left 
him no peace. Under royal command a fleet worthy of his grand 
scheme of conquest and colonisation was prepared for him, consisting 
of three large galleons and fourteen caravels, carrying 1,500 men, 
and all things necessary for the establishment of a new colony. 
He was invested with supreme authority as admiral, viceroy, and 
captain-general of all islands and continents in the Western Ocean, 
Second in authority was Gonzalo Hernandez de Oviedo, who accom- 
panied the expedition, bearing the royal commission of Inspector- 
‘General of the West India Islands. By the end of September 1493 
the fleet was speeding its way towards the Far West, and with favouring 
gales was wafted straight amongst the Windward Islands. Had some 
good genius guided their course across the deep in order to disclose 
‘€o them the beauties of the new world, no fairer island could have 
Deen found than the one which, on that bright morning in January 
1494 lay before the adventurers as the great master mariner steered 
his vessel into the safe harbour of Hayti—land of mountains. The 
‘<limate was perfect; a perpetual summer was tempered by cool 
smountain breezes and periodical showers, which swept in from the 
Atlantic. By the banks of this beautiful harbour, on the north shore, 
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the first written allusion to the use of 
from Fra Ramono Pane, a Franciscan, 
at Hayti, Ina ee ee his friend Petey 
secretary, he tells him of @ curious practice 

among the natives of rubbing the dried leaves we © * con 
powder, ard then wih a hollow forked tube, ws pent? iat 
they put up their nostrils while holding the lower one 7. . 
“they drew the powder into their noses, which 
much of humours, . . . The eaneor tube is about 
This description would secm to indicate sty; 
smoking. It is pretty clear that we have here 
of the practice of titillating the olfactories which, 
the sixteenth century, had become, says Molitre, 
honnétes gens," Catherine de’ Medici became on, 
devotees to the new indalgence; fashion led the x 
through the Courts of Europe, where elegant dilettant) it 

other in the display of jewelled snuff-boxes filled with Porm 
or other right puissant sternutatorics, not always of a kind, 
Prelates and abbés were enamoured of the delightfully scented 
refresher, and in Spain they did not scruple to place their brilliant 
boxes on the altar for their use, in spite of Pontifical ordinances and 
anathemas from Urban VIII. and Innocent XII. Physicians, eared 
away with the grand idea that out of the heart of the new world had 
come a panacea for suffering humanity, proclaimed its advent toa 
grateful people, and prescribed its use liberally ; for, said 

must needs do good,” this new sternutatory, “where the is 
replete with many vapours (such as afflict hill-top barbarians), the 
Senselessness or benumming of the brainc, and for a hicket that 
Proceedcth of repletion.” (Dr. Gardiner, 1610.) Yet there were 
divisions in the ranks of medical men ; there were different sides of 
the question, different interests or tastes to be considered. “Had not 
® Duc d'Harcourt (Plantagenet?) suffered martyrdom in the new 
tause in order to please Louis le Grand? The Court physician, 
Monsieur Fagon, could do no less than devote his brilliant talents 
fot once in a way to a public denunciation of the new vice which, 
from heathen soil, was fast spreading over Christendom | 
for the success his cloquence merited, in the warmth of 



































dite gase'at Directly in front of them were a number of 

swart beings crouching on the ground over burning embers, 

if the upper air were too cool for them, drawing into their heads 

fire and smoke, ‘Here’ was a scene more startling than that 

i 's valet experienced when, on entering his master's 
“chamber with a goblet of ale, and finding him smothered in smoke 
‘and flame, he emptied the goblet on Sir Walter's head, thinking thus 
put out the fire that was consuming his brains. Thoughts of the 


jost in the white men’s minds. But if the priests 
“spoke truly, the sign of the cross and the swing of the battle-axe 
‘were infallible dispellers of illusion, however weird. On closer 
“acquaintance, however, they found them to be inoffensive creatures, 
who were merely indulging in their accustomed pastime—having a 
quiet smoke in their own peculiar way. They had spread crushed 
eaves of the tobacco plant on the ground, and having put a light to 
bag applied the forked instrument already mentioned, and drew 
the smoke into their nostrils. It is noteworthy that the Carib 
of this simple contrivance for inhaling the fumes of the plant 
was /aéaco, the name which, with slight variations in the spelling, has 
‘Become universal, “transferred,” says Humboldt, “ by the Spaniards 
to the plant itself” The origin of the name and its application 
wns a fruitful source of conjecture for almost all early writers on 
the subject. The opinion most generally entertained was that the 
plant and the practice of smoking it had surely first of all come 
under the cbservation of Europeans in the island of Tobago. But 
‘the question is conclusively answered (or would have been so had 
the author cared to authenticate his solution) in a work bearing the 
rather ambitious title “Tobago: or a Geographical description, 
‘Natural and Civil history, together with a full representation of the * 
produce and other advantages arising from the fertility, excellent 
harbours, and happy situation of that famous island.” He says: “I 
do not recollect any author who has given a clear account of this 
name ; and as many have expressed a doubt whether the island was 
$0 called from the herb, or the herb from the island, I hope the 
pea 
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willow, which, when dried over a low fire, they mix with their tobacco. 
Their tobacco pouches well filled they may start on the chase or the 
) ‘war path, assured that they are well provided with comfort for many 


days. 
-- Enrrope, however, is indebted to Oviedo for the most intelligent 
i account of the tobacco plant, and the method commonly adopted by 
the Caribs of preparing and using it. During his tenure of office. 

in the West Indies he collected an immense amount of information 
_ relating to the inhabitants, their country, and its products, the results 
of which be published in 1526, under the title of “Historia de las 
‘Indias Occidentales.” In the Salamanca edition of 1547 is an 
engraving of the smoking instrument used by the Caribs. It is of 
‘the form already described. Oviedo says of it, that “it is about a 
‘span long ; when used the forked ends are inserted in the nostrils, 
‘the other end being applied to the burning leaves of the herb. In 
this manner they inhale the smoke until they become stupefied. 
And when forked canes cannot be procured, they make use of a 
straight reed or hollow cane, and this implement is called ¢abace 
by the Indians.” Thus it will be seen that the earliest writers on 
the subject agree as to the Haytian name of the smoking instru- 
ment the natives used, Oviedo speaks disparagingly of the smoking 
habit, and classes it amongst their evil customs as a thing very per- 
nicious, and done in order to produce insensibility, Remarking 
on the prevalence of the habit, he says that the consumption of 
tobacco by the various tribes of the Indians is of universal and 
immemorial usage, in many cases bound up with the most signifi- 
cant and solemn tribal ceremonies, No matters of importance to 
the tribe or the family can be conducted, no compact can be held 
binding, that has not been ratified by the passage of the great 
pipe, be it the pipe of peace or the pipe of war—the calumet or 
the tomahawk—from the lips of one chiefto those of the others of 
the conference. The pipe, then, is their great seal, the solemn 
pledge of friendship, good faith, and such qualities as the chivalry 
Of the forest can suggest to the untutored mind. Although Oviedo 
in his great work regards unfavourably the practice of smoking, 
he evidently prized the plant, as we read that on his return home 
he cultivated it in his private gardens. This is but one step 
removed from its enjoyment in the pipe, and who can say that in 
his retirement he did not take that step? Las Casas speaks so 
slightingly of his work as to say that it contains almost as many 
lies as pages. Las Casas, the renowned friend and protector of 
the poor oppressed Indians, could certainly speak with confidence 


ever extensive it may be in other. ce 
it is there) the habit has become so general in 1 
the discredit of parents, it is even followed by 


into contact with new races well advanced in the arts of civilisation 
as compared with the condition of the inhabitants of the islands, and 
opened the way for intercourse and the development of mutual 
interests of no common order. ‘What use they made of this brilliant: 
opening, leading to the dominion of the Incas of Peru, or to the Courts. 
of the Aztccs, is told in the fascinating pages of Prescott. Well 
might the cyes of the Spaniards be dazzled by the splendours they 
beheld in the palace of the great Montezume, where, on the occasion: 
of their reception by the Emperor, cigars were handed to the guests. 
inserted in tubes of richly-carved gold, tortoise-shell, or silver; or 
they imbibed the soothing pleasures of the “intoxicating weed called 

tobacco mingled with liquid amber” (Prescot). And while thus: 
engaged a troop of almost phantom-like tumblers and jugglers gaily. 
disported themselves before their wondering eyes. The afterdinner 
smoke, $0 dear to middle age, is a vestige of that civilisation whieh, 

before the onward march of the Spaniards, vanished like the mist of 

the morning. Our excellent guide through these realms ofa shadowy 
past relates how the Aztecs would smoke after dinner to prepare for 
the siesta with as much regularity as an old Castilian does now. 
When dinner was over they rinsed the mouth with scented water 
and an officer of the Court would then with much ceremony hand 
to the King his pipe. ‘They smoked “out of pipes made of polished 
and richly gilt wood, inhaling the fragrant fames of tobacco ananal” 
with other aromatic herbs." Can this be the famous “Arcadia« 
mixture,” whose secret Mr. J. M, Barrie has yet to reveal to an 
expectant world? True, Mexico is not the Peloponnesus, but 
when the imagination takes wing, terrestrial difficulties disappear, 
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_ Giralamo Benzoni of Milan took a different view of the Indian. 
weed, and saw in it only a noxious plant whose fumes poisoned the 
“pure breath of heaven. Like every European who visited the newly 
discovered countries of the West, he had his attention drawn to the 
4 the Indians loved, and in his “History of the New World," 
"through some portion of which he travelled in 1341-45, he describes: 
the tobacco plant as growing in “ bushes, not very large, like reeds, 
that produce a leaf in shape like that of a walnut, though rather 
- larger.” He says it is greatly esteemed by the natives and the slaves 
whom the Spaniards have brought from Ethiopia. He then pro- 
— ceeds to describe the method of preparing it for smoking, which 
_ corresponds pretty nearly with the process in operation at the present 
_ day on the American tobacco plantations, “When these leaves are 
in season they pick them, tie them up in bundles, and suspend them 
near their fireplaces till they are very dry ; and when they wish to 
use them, they take a leaf of their grain (maize) and putting one of 
the others into it they roll them round tightly together ; then they set 
fire to one end, and putting the other end into the mouth they draw 
their breath up through it, wherefore the smoke goes into the mouth, 
the throat, the head, and they retain it as long as they can, for they 
find a pleasure in it; and so much do they fill themselves with this 
cruel smoke that they lose their reason, And there are some who 
take so much of it that they fall down as if they were dead, and 
remain the greater part of the day or night stupefied. Some men 
are found who are content with imbibing only enough of this smoke 
to make them giddy, and no more. Sce what a wicked and 
pestiferous poison from the devil this must be! It has happened 
to me several times, that going through the provinces of Guatemala 
and Nicaragua, I have entered the house of an Indian who had taken 
this herb, which, in the Mexican language, is called tobacco, and 
immediately perceiving the sharp fetid smell of this truly diabolical 
and stinking smoke, I was obliged to go away in haste and seek 
some other place.” These strong words call forth the remark from 
his translator, Admiral Smyth, that “surely the royal author of the 
famous ‘Counterblast’ must have seen this graphic and early de- 
scription of a cigar!" Though in the same key, Benzoni’s is but a 
feeble breath compared with the fulmination of our British Solomon 
against the “lively image and pattern of heil,” or the “Stygian 
fumes from the pit that is bottomless!” The fame of the Indian 
weed as a healer of the sick had not reached Europe when Benzoni 
published his travels through the Spanish possessions of the West, 
but this bad not escaped his acute observation. He gives a drawing 








told a thousand stories of his having been at the council. 
and other high visions.” ~<t> 
eee ee eee mci aa aaa 
Susquehanna tribe himself relate the story, It will 
necessary to introduce him to the reader seated with his 
a few braves gathered around him, listening tothe words of a Swedish | 
missionary, who expounds to them the creed of the Christian and 
the seriptural narrative of our first parents. The sermon oves, the 
old chief, with easy grace and measured words, replies > “What you 
have told us is very good, we thank you for coming so far to tell us 
those things you have heard from your mothers, in return we will tell 
you what we have heard from ours. 
“In the beginning we had only flesh of animals to eat, and if 
they failed we starved. “T'wo of our hunters having killed a deer and 
broiled part of it, saw a young woman descend from the clouds, and 
seat herself on 2 hill hard by. Said one to the other, “It és a spirit, 
pethaps, that has smelt our venison; let us offer some of it to her! 
They accordingly gave her the tongue. She was pleased with its 
flavour, and said, ‘Your kindness shall be rewarded, come here 
thirteen moons hence and you shall find it.’ ‘They did so, and found 
where her right hand had touched the ground maize growing, where 
her left hand had been, kidney-beans, and where she had sat they 
found tobacco !” 
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THE ROMANCE OF DRURY LANE. 


INCE old Drury, phcenix-like, arose from the ashes of that 

elder Drury made famous by the genius of Garrick, Sheridan, 

and their illustrious colleagues, there is not a stone of the building, 

not a plank of the stage, but, could they speak, would tell their own 
romance. 

In my boyhood I remember a period of unexampled decadence, 
when there were absolutely five seasons in seven weeks, each week 
worse than the former, 

‘This was followed by the reign of Mr. E. T. Smith. This re- 
nowned impresario was a man of gentle birth, the son of Admiral 
‘Tyrrel Smith, who had nothing to leave the boy but his blessing. 
But E. T. was a boy of brains and indomitable energy. He tried 
his hand at all sorts of things for a living. To-day he was a police- 
man, to-morrow an auctioneer, the day after a sheriff's officer. 
While in pursuit of this last uncongenial calling, he had occasion to 
distrain on the effects of a certain noble lord who happened to be 
chairman of the committee of Drury Lane. The distraint was made 
At a most inopportune moment ; a great function, including a dance 
and a supper, was about to take place; the poor peer was greatly 
distressed. Smith rose to the occasion, withdrew his men, and left 
his lordship and his friends to enjoy themselves in peace. 

Upon calling a few days afterwards for a settlement, Lord G— 
accosted the gentle bailiff thus : 

“Ahem! Mister——” 

“Smith, my lord.” 

“Precisely. Ahem! Well—Mister—ah—Smith, I’m greatly 
obleeged by your courtesy, and—ah—if ever it lies in my power to 
requite the obligaticn—ah—tI'll co so.” 

Smith's consideration on that occasion ultimately proved the 
“Open Sesame" to“ Old Drury,” for shortly afterwards the theatre 
was “to let.” Through Lord G—’s influence he became the 
lessee. Being in a desperate state of impecuniosity, he was only 
enabled to pay the preliminary deposit (a small one) through the 
loyalty of a comrade, who effected a negotiation with Attenborough 








366 The Gentleman's Magazine. 


on a gold repeater, a few rings, and other trinkets. Once there, 
however, the astute adventurer remained, with such substantial 
results that he was enabled to acquire Her Majesty's, and to control 
the Italian Opera. Besides this, he became proprictor of Cremorne 


Edmund Falconer and F. B. Chatterton, who after a time, unfor- 
tunately, agreed to differ, and Chatterton (who had first entered the 
theatre under the Smith regime as assistant box-keeper) remained 
for fourteen years sole monarch of all he surveyed. Although the 
first to introduce the class of drama (fe. Great City,” “ 
Robsart,” “ Rebecca,” “ Formosa,” “Shaughraun,” &c.) which his 
successor did so much to popularise, Chatterton, with the aid of 
Phelps, Helen Faucit, and nearly all the distinguished actors of his 
time, did his level best to uphold the Shakespearian traditions. 
Prosperity made him lose his head. He was not satisfied to rule 
the Lane, and must needs annex the Adelphi and the Princess's, 
The money he made in one theatre he lost in another. At last his 
“ Waterloo " came, and he abdicated. 

‘Then came the even more romantic reign of Augustus Harris. 
It seems but yesterday that 1 saw him make his first appearance on 
the stage of the Theatre Royal, Manchester, as Malcolm, and a most 
unpromising début it was. He, however, was nothing daunted. 
“Time and me,” he was wont to quote from the great emperor, 
“ Time and me against any other two.” 

‘The Manchester people did not appreciate him, so he moved on 
to Liverpool, where Mr. Copeland engaged him at five-and-twenty 
shillings a week. From thence he returned to London, where he 
swelled the ranks of the unemployed until he prevailed on Mapleson 
to engage him to assist in an operatic tour, in which he rendered 
himself so useful that the colonel speedily promoted him to the post 
of stage-manager, 

Charles Wyndham now engaged him in the same capacity at the 
Crystal Palace, where he produced many plays and one or two. part= 
tomimes, notably “Sinbad the Sailor,” which he invited me to see. 
We dined together after the pantomime, and he confided to me his 
ambition to be manager of Drury Lane, I laughed, and told him he 
might as well expect to be manager of a theatre in the moon. 
“Wait, and you'll see,” he replied. Shortly after this he joined 
Wyndham for the part of Harry Greenlanes in “Pink Dominos" 
and at the end of the run he became acting and stage-manager, and 
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of Venus" at the 


"A few months later, after visiting him at his rooms in Victoria 
Street, we walked over to the Aquarium, where we lunched with Mr. 
Rendle, destined afterwards to be his father-in-law, After lunch 
i aeceationtcrragisics cased “Some time ago when I told 

T meant to be manager of Drury Lane you laughed, It’s my 
turn to laugh now, for I've got the lease in my pocket, and I'm only 
looking out for the sinews of war to enable mc to commence my 
‘campaign.”, 

lees ere when he was safe in the saddle and his position 
he informed me that at that very moment his whole 
wealth consisted of something under four pounds. nee 
think of that! Going into Drury Lane Theatre with a 
four pounds ! Rewind supine pera pon eh, 
audacity of youth. Fortunately, his future father-in-law believed in 
him, and gave hima start. But it was not “all beer and skittles” at 
first, and he had more than one hard fight with Fortune. His 
initial difficulty he got over by letting the theatre—for the bad month 
before Christmas—to George Rignold and a man from Australia 
who was backing the gallant George. His first pantomime was a 
failure, His next production, “Madame Angot,” was equally unsuc. 
cessful. A propos, 1 ventured to say to him: “You are not so 
sagacious as you think ; ‘Madame Angot,’ delightful as she is, isa 
square peg in a round hole at Drury Lane,” 

“True, O King,” he replied with a laugh, “but if you had to pay 
a thousand pounds for rent and hadn't got it, and if a friend turned 
up and offered to find the shekels if you'd produce * Madame 

? what would you do?” 

“The World,” his first melodramatic production, took the town 
by storm. It was obviously suggested ty Charles Reade’s “Foul 
Play.” The new manager took the part of a fashionable scoundrel, 
but for the next three or four years he was the youthful hero of a 
series of nailed-up pieces—constructed by him and written up by his 
colleagues—around battles, shipwrecks, horses, steam engines, rail- 
way trains, explosions, and the rest. ‘These pieces were splendidly 
mounted, superbly costumed, capitally acted, and admirably stage- 
managed. His pantomimes have never been equalled in our time 
for magnificence, and it is probable will never be excelled in the 
future. Asan actor he hada hard time of it with the critics, and 
the iron entered his soul so decply that he could never speak of that 
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time without bitterness, I have seen many an Icilius much worse 
than Augustus, and he played a scene which he had dux out from 
“ Azael" and incorporated with “Freedom” with a strength and 
‘A fem years ago, “over the walnuts and the wine,” he confided to 
me that some day or other he meant to make a tour of the world— 
America and Australia—and that it was the dearest wish of his heart 
to play a round of Shakespearian parts. His ambition was, however, 
subservient to his common sense. At the moment when the critics 
were most hostile to his histrionic efforts he exclaimed : “Let ‘em 
slate away ; all their slating won't deter me from making myself 
eligible for Drury Lane Dramatic Fund. Chatterton was a clever 
man, but where is he now? Had be acted for three years, had be 
only said, ‘My lord, the carriage waits,’ he would be on the fund 
now. When my Sedan comes—if it ever does come—I shall 
have a little more than half a crown to play with ; that you bet.” 

‘Venturing, on the strength of our old acquaintance, to remonstrate 
about certain advertisements which I thought unbecoming to his 
position, he replied : “Bosh, my dear boy! Bosh !—with a big By 
I mean the name of Augustus Harris to be known all over the 
world. Mr, Gye was like the Grand Llama of Thibet, unknown, 
unseen, impenetrable, and unapproachable. But now his name is 
actually forgotter, Ninety-nine people out of a hundred who pass 
by the statue in Covent Garden don’t know that it is the statue of 
Frederick Gye." 

This brings me to Harris’s connection with the opera, and the 
motive which influenced him in taking the reins at Covent Garden. 

He himself assured me that, fond as he was of music, and more 
particularly of the opera, the idea never occurred to him until after 
a memorable dinner of dramatists and managers, at which certain 
disparaging assertions were levelled at him and his author colleagues 
from the East End, A hot discussion occurred, which narrowly 
escaped the argumentum ad hominem, 

A few days afterwards Covent Garden was to let. By this time 
he had a few thousands at the bank. 

“Confound them!” he exclaimed. “They talk about art with 2 
big A. I'll show the fellows what art is.” And he did, 

During his first season at the opera he assured me that he lost 
£16,000. During his second he cleared £10,000, whereupon he 
promptly organised a provincial tour, on which he dropped 
414,000, Since then, however, the opera has been more or less a 
success. 
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‘Three or four years ago I induced him to put £1,000 into a 
silver mine in which I was interested in Tasmania. I put the matter 
before him in a rather long-winded way. He cut me short, thrashed 
it out on half a sheet of note-paper in two minutes, and gave me a 
cheque for the money. 

“How the deuce are you so aw fai at this business?” [ 
inquired, 

“Simply because it is the business I was brought up to. I served 
my time with Erlangers.” 

“Erlangers?” 

“Yes, Erlangers, the great brokers. In those days they lived in 
this very house. I made up my mind that if the chance ever came I 
would live in it. The chance came, and here T am,” 

No man bore his blushing honours more meekly than this 
Napoleon of the theatre. His accomplishments were many and 
varied. He had a facile pen; spoke and wrote three or four 
languages with fluency. He was a capital comedian, an admirable 
‘stage-manager, and one of the most enterprising impresarios of 
this or any other period, Better than all these, “he had a heart 
open as day to melting charity.” 

Let me recall an instance or two, 

A distinguished actor had fallen on bad times. The bailifis were 
in, and it was necessary to get them out. I went to “ Gus.” 

“How much?” he inquired, 

“A hundred pounds.” 

“Here you are, old man,” and he handed over a cheque. 

‘A manager, at one time director of three or four of the principal 
theatres, had come to grief. I interested Augustus in him, and he 
appointed him to a post at the P——, Amidst his labours poor 
B— was stricken down with paralysis. 

I went to Covent Garden, and found Druryolanus rehearsing 
“Lohengrin.” “Wait a bit,” he said. Half an hour later he was 
standing by the sick man’s bedside, giving him hope and new life. 
For nearly six months his salary was paid, and after that came to an 
end Harris helped me to form a fund of £300 to give the poor old 
fellow another chance. 

‘The last letter I ever received from my dear friend lies before me 
now. Itruns thus : 





Theatre Royal, Drury Lane, 
May 18, 1896. 
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made tracks for town. My resources were limited, and I bad to 
“travel third class, ‘The carriages then were open tubs exposed to rain, 
"hail, snow, sleet, and the four winds of heaven ; and by the time we 
- got to Rugby I felt as if the very marrow of my bones was frozen. 
Thad just lost my mother, and some kind, motherly women who 
were fellow-travellers took compassion on me. One of them spread 
out a ug upon the bottom of the carriage for me to lie upon, the 
-_others—for they were nearly all women in my compartment-—spread 
out their petticoats over me, and sheltered me from the snow and 
“the wind until my frozen limbs were thawed ; and, growing quite 
warm and comfortable, I fell fast asleep, and never woke till we got 
to London. 

At Euston Square an old schoolfellow met me and took me home 
with him. 

‘Mr. Macready’s letter was dated “Clarence Terrace, Regent’s 
Park,” and thither I went the next morning at ten o'clock, only to 
find that he had already gone to Drury Lane for rehearsal. So to 
the theatre I followed him. 

Sending up my card (my father's), I was conducted to a room 
which was filled with books, MSS. and play-bills. 

Here I waited for half an hour or more, until Mr. Serle, 
Macready’s manager, came and interviewed me. He was very com- 
plaisant, and presently led me towards the grand saloon, where the 
great tragedian was waiting to hear me recite, 

Only think of the graciousness of this distinguished man, every 
hour of whose life must have been engrossed by matters of imperial 
moment, devoting half an hour of his valuable time to an unsophis- 
ticated and impudent boy from the country, who ought to have had 
his ears boxed previous to being sent home by the next train. 

‘The day was bitterly cold, Mr. Macready was wrapped up in a 
long, close-fitting coat with a fur collar, His person did not impress 
me, but his demeanour did. His features appeared irregular and 
corrugated. He had a spacious brow and delicately pencilled eye- 
brows, but the nose beneath was of a most composite order—a 
mixture of Grecian, Milesian, and snub, with no power of dilation in 
the nostrils, His eyes were dull and lustreless by day, but at night, 
as I afterwards discovered, they were orbs of fire. His mouth, 
though small, was well cut and decided ; the lower jaw, which was 
firm and massive, was very much overhung. His closely shor and 
blue-black beard imparted a grim and saturnine cast to his features. 
He wore his hair, which was beginning to show the marks of time, 
clubbed in huge masses over his ears, 


“Reena pu ohh by ey tg ad ea ey 
T have never yet acted). 

He selecicd Young Noreil, and 1 spouted “My mame js 
Norval” ; then, gathering confidence as I proceeded, I lct hie fave 
Hamlet's first soldoquy, and a scene from “Zango” 

I suppose I must have amused him, for he came and patted my 
head and told me I was too young I mentioned Master Betty. 
He laughed and said Betty was a phenomenon. (It was evident be 
did not think me one.) I ventured to suggest that 2s he was about 
to produce “King John” I might do for Prince Arthur, and when he 
told me that unfortunately the part had already been allotted to Miss 
Priscilla Horton 1 thought nsyself rather ill-used. 

Advising me to be a good boy, to go homeand go back toschool, 
be brought our interview to an end, and I left the theatre crestfallen 
and heartbroken. 

When 1 cams to the stage door I found that my friend, tired of 
waiting, had left me, and I was literally alone in London. There 
was nothing for it but to follow Mr. Macready’s advice and get home, 
the sooner the better. 

In my grief and despair I took the wrong train, and on my arrival 
at Rugby I found I could get no further that night. AsT had not the 
means to pay for a bed, in the last extremity I was gied to take sheluer 
under the Ice of a haystack to the windward of a snowstorm, 

I made a nest for myself in the hay, where, by the way, Inarrowly 
escaped suffocation, for during the night the wind changed and I was 
nearly snowed-up. 

When I got home the stern parent gaveme asound beating ; but 
what's bred in the bone will out in the flesh, and no amount of beat- 
ing could beat the love of the theatre out of my heart, and hhenee it 
comes that the truant school-boy of so long ago happens at this 
moment to be manager of the National Theatre. 

JOHN COLEMAN, 














INDIAN AGRICULTURE AND 
INDIAN CANALS. 


© fewer than one million of men, women, and children die 
yearly in India from starvation at the present day. 

“Tt seemed to be thought that because costly lines of railway 
were suitable for this country (before a line was constructed we had 
a complete system of canals, adequate to our heavy traffic), they were 
‘equally suitable for India, He believed, and so did more competent 
judges, that that system of proceeding was a complefe mistake. What 
was wanted in India was not costly lines for rapid travelling, laid 
down in a few parts, but a comparatively inexpensive, though slow, 
means of communication extending over all India." * 

“Now I believe, and I think no man can doubt, that however 
advantageous the railways have been, if we had spent one-third of the 
money spent on them in canals of navigation and irrigation, none of 
these famines, which during the last few years have swept away, or 
are sweeping away, two or three millions of the population, would 
Ihave occurred. The condition of the people would have been 
immensely bettered ; the means of preventing the evil enormously 
and incalculably increased ; the traffic between England and India 
in its supply of articles we want would have been greatly increased ; 
and its power, from its greater wealth, of consuming the productions 
‘of our industry would also have been far beyond anything we have 
hitherto seen.”* 

‘The natural question to ask the writer of an essay on Indian 
agriculture and Indian canals is, Who are you? Well, I am an 
indigo-planter of thirty-six years’ practical experience, and in these 
pages I will give corroborative evidence in support of my thesis. 
In the year 1878, when the heavens were as brass and the famine 
‘spectre was stalking through the land from Cape Comorin to the 

* Extract from speech by Lond Derby (then Lerd Stanley) before the Cotton 
Asseciation in Manchester, 1857. 
2 Extract from speech by the Right Hon. John Bright at Manchester, Septem 
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“Casto ee eppemtnty 0 inn sh bra Res sheen 
which will be anesebandly are eet resend Commission, 
others who adopted this plan, Mr. D. N, Reid, an 
o planter of ae istrict, has availed himself of the opening 
afforded of ventilating his views on the agricultural condition of 
nis country ; views similar to those (if we mistake not) which he 
published in a former pamphlet on the husbandry of Behar, Mr. 
Reid presents us with some valuable statistics as to rainfall, crops, 
-out-tums, and crop-areas, as well as analyses of various waters used 
for irrigation. But when he comes to treat of proposed improve- 
ments in Indian agriculture he becomes thoroughly in carnest, and 
denounces the vicious and ruinous system now in vogue, and rapidly 
‘ing even more vicious and ruinous, and the impracticable or, at 
least, half-hearted suggestions for improvements which are made by 
those dealing with the important subject empirically. He brings 
& long list of charges against the ryot, who is accused of totally 
all measures to restore or even retain the natural fertility 
of the soil, ‘The ryot burns the straw of his cereal and other crops, 
‘as well as the manure of his cattle ; he exports grain and oilseeds, 
cotton and sugar, saltpetre and tobacco, getting in exchange absolutely 
nothing which will refresh the soil with those elements of which it 
has been robbed to produce these valuable staples. The leaves of 
the trees are swept up and consumed by the grain-parcher, whilst 
‘the potter and saltpetre manufacturer join in plundering the earth 
of its resources. The only crop of which the principal constituents 
are restored to the land on which it is grown is indigo, which, how- 
ever, covers but a comparatively insignificant area in Behar, and the 
cultivation of which is, Mr. Reid represents, discouraged by the local 
Government. 

“Itis impossible to deny the truth of the charge against the ryot, 
and this once admitted, it rests with the Famine Commission to frame 
ules or Jaws which shall promote an improved routine. At present 
a dense population has narrowed the area left uncultivated, there is 
Jess and less attraction for moisture; an export trade, wonderful in 
its growth and in its economical results, carries off from the baked 
‘soil all that would make it porous, retentive of moisture, and fertile. 
Asstrong proof of the steady deterioration of the soil is that the 
planters of North Behar, foreseeing seasons of drought and partial 
rainfall inevitably resulting from the waste of manure and vegetable 
matter, are agitating for canals in a country where eighteen years ago 
the idea would have been scouted, As Mr, Reid says, irrigation is 
their last resource.” 
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h article from which the above extract is taken was penned by _ 
m the year 1872; and now I earnestly beg the readers of this 
to refer to the Jouruat of the Royal Agricultural Society of | 
for June of this year, in which they will find two most 
"valuable and interesting papers, one being on “Soil Inoculation,” 
f Dr. N. H. J. Miller, and the other on “Nitragin,” by Dr. J. A. 
oelcker. These articles describe the latest developments in utilis- 
eas of the air in agriculture; and there is not the 
doubt in my mind that the scientific farming of leguminous 
crops will revolutionise agriculture in India, 0 that my long-cherished 
m of reform is within measurable distance of being realised. 
yet, when insisting upon the development of green-manuring by 
means of leguminous crops, I was looked upon by people as a 
combination of a fool and a knave. 

Agricultural banks are another great want in India, as the ryot is 
prey to the usurer and grain-dealer under present circumstances, 
the railway system having greatly aggravated the evil under which 
jhe suffers, as the mahajans make advances for grain and oilseeds 
long before the crops are harvested. My article on “Native 
wersws European Thikadars,” from which I have already quoted, 
was evoked by an order passed by his Honour the Lieutenant- 
Governor of Bengal in 1872, in which he instructed the managers 
of Court of Wards estates to the effect that on the expiration 
of thikadars' leases the rents were to be collected for a year by 
the Court, and then, if practicable, the villages were to be given 
again in farm, preference to be given to respectable and well-to-do 
natives on the estates before indigo-planters and others. This 
‘made me rush into print in defence of the European, as the ryots 
would have been sent from the frying-pan into the fire if the villages 
had been given in farm to their mabajans, It is, of course, a well- 
known fact that nearly every well-to-do villager is a usurer and 
grain dealer. This is what I said on the subject in my paper, and it 
is just as true to-day as it was in the year 1872 : “Who are these 
respectable natives whom Mr, Campbell wants to exalt to the dignity 
of thikadars, and how have they reached the height of their respect- 
ability? The well-to-do, and consequently most respectable, ryots on 
the estates, are gencrally of the Brahman, Rajput, or writer caste, 
men whose ancestors ingratiated themselves into the good graces of 
former proprietors, and by this means obtained small dirts or per- 
petual holdings free of rent. ‘These men, as soon as they gathered 
together a few hundred rupees, set up a profitable business as 
‘usurers, and became mahajans to the poorer ryots on the estates. 
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From the above it is evident that the Mutiny did not bring famine in 
its train. The statement is taken from the Report to the Famine 
Commission, and I want to draw particular attention to the fact that 
urid, jowar, and maize are food-grains which are generally consumed 
by the poorer ryots and by the labouring classes. So haw is it pos- 
sible that these people can thrive under existing circumstances, 
when the railways stimulate trade in the wrong direction by encourag- 
ing an exhausting export of raw material from the shores of India? 
‘The trade in oil-sceds sprang up about the time of the Crimean war, 
in consequence of the closing of the Russian ports, and in the year 
1857 the value of the export trade in grain and sceds was £ 3,850,000 5 
in season 1893-94 the trade in grain and seeds had advanced to 
Rx33,088,528. And in the latter-mentioned season food-grains. 
were selling as follows at Mozufferpur in Behar; Common rice, 
27 Ibs. per rupee ; wheat, 27 Ibs, per rupee ; barley, 4o Ibs. per rupee. 

Let the reader try to think what these latter-mentioned prices 
mean to men who have only a loin-cloth to cover their nakedness,. 
and who earn about 2¢, a day when they are in work, Helplessness 
is not the proper word to use in describing the condition of these 
poor people, 25 a state of hopeless despair is their normal frame of 
mind, During the famine of 1877-78 Mr. Edwards, the Commis- 
sioner of Rohilkhand, writes : “Every effort is being made to alle- 
viate suffering and save life. The people themselves are the.chief 
difficulty. They stick in their villages and refuse aid if any return 
in the way of work is demanded.” And Mr. Duthoit, the collector 
of Shahjahanpur, writes: ‘The people who starve are those who 
won't go to relict works or relief camps—will not leave their villages, 
in fact." Sir George Couper also adds his testimony to these state- 
ments of his district officers in the following words: “There is 
nothing more remarkable in the present distress than the absence of 
large bodies of people invading the Sudder stations and other places 
of European resort, clamouring for aid. In 1837 the people beset 
the houses of the European residents in thousands, begging for the 
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food which they had not to give, and for the want of which the poor 
sufferers lay down in their numbers and died in the 
Nothing of the sort has been seen this year, and I submit that this 
fact goes a long way towards corroborating the statement that the 
people preferred to stay at their homes, and I will confess that I was 
unprepared for the sad apathy with regard to their fate evinced by 
the people.” The unhappy natives of Rohilkhand and Oudh had 
asked themselves the question, Is life worth living? Sir George 
Couper (the Licutenant-Goyernor of the Provinces in 1878) prac- 
tically tells us that their answer was “No.” 

‘The following statement will show the number of deaths regise 
tered in the North-Western Provinces and Oudh during two ordinary 
‘seasons and two seasons of scarcity following each other : 


Cause of dears A es inary: Fae 
Chole se a aon 31,770 
Smallpox. . . . 40;795 36,032 
Fevers . . + 658,204 574,722 
Bowel complaints | 1, ghryr 84615 
All other causes . . . 94,002 113,409 


Total deuhs . 937,459 840,538 








Ratio per thousand =. . 883 200 362 ws 


‘A paragraph in the Pioneer Mat! of April 20, 1878, tells us that 
“the death-rate in the North-West Provinces and Oudh during the 
months of December and January was exceptionally high ; but the 
official returns for February are even more lamentable. Shahjabanpur 
heads the list with 10,208 deaths, or 10°75 per 1,000 of the popula- 
tion ; while in the Lucknow district there were 6,296, or 7°6t per 
mille, When it is remembered that in February, 1877, only 7s 
and 979 persons died in the Shahjahanpur and Lucknow distriets 
respectively, the extent of the present distress among the 
lasses may be readily estimated. The column headed * Deaths 
from all other Causes’ is filled, as before, with figures that ought 
really to be explained. Thus, in the Lucknow division there wer 
9,838 deaths ascribed to ‘other causes’; while in the aggregate 
31,125 are put down in the same general way. The sum-total of 
deaths in the two provinces is 138,758, or more than treble these 
recorded in the same month of last year. J¢ é significant that the 
cases of suicide have been nearly doubled” 

All this may be looked upon as ancient history by the cynics of 
to-day, so I may as well inform them of the fact that the death-rates 
during the eighties and nineties have been exceedingly high in the 








who knows these two latter-mentioned provinces will acknow- 
that their sanitary arrangements leave much to be desired ; but 


papnpepee feeding stuffs, are better than the inferior 
\. which are largely consumed by the poor of Northern India. 
In my pamphlets published in 1878 I pointed out how kodo (a hardy 
but very inferior millet) was supplanting rice in Northern India ; and 
T strongly recommend anybody who is interested in the food problem 
to read a book recently published called “The Italians of To-day,” 
~ by René Bazin. The sad picture which is drawn in this work of the 
peasantry of Italy will give a tame idea of the condition of the ryots 
of India, Indced, Italy reminds me very much of India; and on 
‘that account the country has always had a strange fascination for 
me. TI have quoted statements and given figures which are not 
‘easily available at the present day ; but for the sum of rs. 3d any- 
body can purchase the latest Statistical Abstract relating to British 
India," and in it will be found some valuable information regarding 
the deaths registered in the various provinces. The Punjab, the 
Central Provinces, Berar, the North-West Provinces, and Oudh 
show the highest death-rates in all India, and from these provinces 
wheat and oil-seeds are largely exported. 

In an excellent article contributed to the Nineteenth Century for 
November 1877, the late Sir George Chesney stated: “Given the 
lity of a famine occurring in any part of India—and who 

hall say this is not a reasonable expectation ?—and irrigation outlay 
becomes a safe investment, quite irrespective of the bencfit it confers 
im good years, Unfortunately, these works have hitherto always 
followed instead of preceding famine ; in fact, it may be said that 
each great work marks the scene of some previous catastrophe. ‘The 
Ganges canal was the outcome of the great famine of 1833, the new 
project in the Doab of the famine of 1861, the Orissa works that of 
1866. Oudh has escaped famine so far, and in Oudh no irrigation 
works have been constructed. We have behaved in this matter like 
the father of a family who spares no expense in doctors and medi- 
cine when his children are sick, but withholds the food and clothing 













necessary to keep them in health.” 
* Nineteenth Century fox November 1877, p. 615. 
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enthusiasts in our time, and it would be a dull world if there were 













‘of his competitors, or some of his fellow officers, or those 
thy the Government ; but he knows that this is a great 
that India is. great country, that 250,000,000 of people 
and therefore dierent 


great people, 
ink policy i necessary on this occasion.” 

t isa pity that this speech did not bear fruit, as this Province 
would have been in a very different position to-day if 
ent had taken the advice of Mr, John Bright and of Sir 

Cotton. But, although famine was decimating the land from 
end of India to the other, the Pioneer commented as follows 

1 advice tendered by these two eminent gentlemen: “One 
n which Mr, Bright let fall might be taken up by the 

water agitators, He said that an English company might be 
to construct and work canals in India. ‘The 
_ he thought, would at once be benevolent and profitable. Under 
"certain conditions this would be a very happy event both for Sir 
Arthur Cotton’s friends and for India. ‘They would learn wisdom 
the expense of their pockets, and the last would be heard of the 
present agitation. Mr. Bright says that canals are needed in Oudh, 
‘By all means let an English company be formed to make the 
‘Sarda canal and irrigate the garden of Hindustan. ‘The local 
Government would not stand in the way of such a charitable 
speculation.” 
Ina matter of so great importance to the peasantry of India, it 
is very for me to speak plainly, and I therefore can 
realy apply Carlyle’s well-known adage to the opponents of canals 
‘in India, unless, indeed, self-interest has prompted them to oppose 
the development of irrigation in rival provinces. Self-interest has 
induced many a man (myself among the number) to inveigh against 
the extension of canals in Upper India ; and I remember well the 
dread with which the Behar planters viewed the proposal of Mr. 
John Bright and Sir Arthur Cotton regarding the construction of the 
‘Sarda canal in Oudh, and how we welcomed the douches of cold 
water that were thrown upon the scheme by the 7ionecr and by the 
‘Oudh Talukdars’ Association, Nearly all the Europeans in Bengal 
‘were up in arms against the construction of big canals in Upper 
‘India, as these works threatened the ruin of the important indigo 
industry of Behar, which could not compete against the system 
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Rs. 8,43,189 





The above is one of the most interesting statements ever published 


regarding irrigation in Indi 


almost cntirely from subsoil 








as the wonderful increase was obtained 
igation, and not by the usual method 


of surface irrigation, The indigo seed was sown, as usual, in 


of subsoil irrigation was marvellous, as will be seen from 

in profits ; the profits for ten years before the canal 

made being Rs. 7,25,718, and for five years after the canal was 
de the profits ran up to Rs. 843,189. ‘The rainfall at my factory 


before the advent of the canal, to an average of 58-30 inches 
the thirteen years from 1880 to 1892 inclusive. For many years 
to the advent of the Saran canal I had paid a good deal of 
attention to the way in which the rainfall varied in different localities 
quite a limited area, and formed my own conclusions, This 
induced me to increase the organic matter in my fields by heavy 
manuring with indigo refuse and farmyard litter; then, when the 
‘water was let into the principal nullahs, there was a marked change in 
‘the climate, and, a3 already pointed out, the rainfall at Sadowa 
increased from a yearly average of 41°66 inches to an average of 
58°30 inches, 

"The interdependence of itrigation and manure is practically shown 
by the manner in which the out-turn of indigo increased at my 
factory. The factory was purchased for Rs, 1,60,000 in 1867, and in 
‘892 it was worth Rs. 12,00,000. Here are comparative statements 
showing the out-turns of indigo at my factory which was influenced 
by the canal, and the out-turn of a neighbouring factory which did 
not benefit to the same degree. 

(1) Statement showing the number of chests of indigo made in 
three years dofore the canal was opened : 











Ye Tord vearnles 
ity BE at eau “foreo years 
Sadowa factory. 6 42513313399 697 232 


Bushoga factory. . 4424979 


(2) Statement showing the number of chests of clean indigo made 
since the opening of the canal : 
‘Voss Number Gi Number of chests of 
1880" ss geil cee 





1881 yo. 
1882 38 we 
1883, . 433 . 309 
1884 . 385 187 


1885 . 474 F 18 
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are not exceptional, but can be repeated in thousands 


‘and to throw cold watcr on a system giving these 
policy in the extreme.” 








| March 8, 1892, I wrote as follows to the Chairman of the 
ct Board, Saran : “There is urgent demand, on the part of the 


a along the side-cuttings. If you will kindly grant me permis- 

‘sion to make use of your side-cuttings, please telegraph direct to 
opalganj, as water is now urgently wanted by the cultivators.” 
| a arte oe gos 


to Sewan is irrigated during the season, cither from the canal, 
or tanks ; and if we could supply canal water from properly 
ected channels the ryots would take it in preference to using 
or well water, There isan unlimited demand for canal water 
raising summer crops of chena (Panicum miliaceum) and of 
maruya (E/eusine coracana). ‘There is also an unlimited demand for 
water for early and late rice crops ; indeed, the Saran ryot will take 
‘water every year for his rice crops if it can be given to him when he 
wants it on favourable terms. Moreover, the indigo crops raised this 
year at Maniara on the ryots' lands with the aid of canal water are 
_ enough to show how well suited the canal is for developing our own 
business, and if we can give the ryots plenty of canal water by 
natural flow there will be no difficulty in obtaining land for indigo on 
favourable terms. If you had come over here for the pigstick, I 
ceeetere shown you indigo in arhar-fields, indigo in pea-fields, 
and indigo in potato-fields, all raised with canal water.” 
‘The above quotations, taken at random from letters in the only 
old letter-book that is now in my possession, will show that the canal 
is of great benefit to the ryots as well as to the planter, notwithstand- 
I Ing the fact that the project was incomplete for want of distributory 
_ channels. ‘The reader will ask how it is that planters are always in 
debt, when they have magnificent returns from their factories ; and in 
reply I can only point to the middleman, and to the fact that many 
planters—myself among the number—live in an extravagant manner 
‘On the part of the middlemen— 





‘There's a trick to swell exch big account, 
And every little bill, 

Each item In the grand amount 
Tnsensibly to fill ; 

For they charge to buy and then to sell, 
‘They charge for charging, too; 


ev full cconémic.valué of this important innovation can wale 
‘realised by those familiar with the scientific and economic problems 

[ 3 but some conception of its importance may be afforded 
‘statement that it offersa practical solution of thegreat problem 

how to utilise for vegetation’the boundless stores in the air of one 
‘of the most important of all plantfoods, viz, nitrogen. 


(Cie 
ia juncea), and field peas can be grown to perfection as cold 


weather crops, to be followed in the spring by indigo, sugar-cane, 
-chéna, maruya, and maize, which will be sown after irrigation by 
‘means of the canal, 

Tris quite hopeless to expect the Government to give a guarantee of 
interest on the capital of a canal in the manner in which interest is 

- guaranteed on railway capital. I have been at great pains to point 
‘our that a canal which will not pay the Government will pay a com- 
“pany or private individuals, if they only know how to work it, All 

Ny ‘that the company would want is the command of the water for summer 
irrigation ; and this can be obtained by guaranteeing the interest 

if ‘of the capital required by Government for the works. ‘The contracts 
should under these circumstances be in the hands of the company, 
50 as to enable it to pay the interest until water is available for irriga- 

_ tion, Ata low estimate the contractors’ profits would average 10 
"percent. on the cost of the works, a total of, say, Rx. 617,000, which 
sum leaves a large margin for the payment of interest until water is 

available for irrigation, 

In the meantime the company would be developing the cultiva- 
tion of leguminous crops by means of the new system of inoculation. 
The cost of erecting factories with machinery and all the latest 
appliances to manufacture the indigo plant of 300,000 acres of land 
would be only Rx. 375,000, and the lowest estimate of profit is ten 
rupees per acre (after paying interest on block outlay and all other 
charges), which represents a yearly total in profits of Rx. 300,000 on 
a capital of Rx. 375,000 representing block. 

‘The cultivation of indigo is gradually working its way up from 
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a. 
‘Bengal to its natural home in the canal-irrigated districts of Northern 
India. Tn the first half of this century: the richest indigo districts 
‘were in Lower Bengal ; but the indigo riots of 1861-62 practically 
ruined the industry in Bengal and transferred it to Behar. ‘The 
latest advance in the science of agriculture will soon transfer the 
indigo business from North Behar. to Northern India, where wheat 
is largely cultivated, as indigo refuse is the very best manure for this 
cereal crop. It therefore behoves those who are secking a safe in+ 
vestment for their money, and an honourable career for their sons 
and daughters, to make inquiries regarding the suggestions thrown 
out in this article. Let them only realise something regarding the 
future that is in store for those who succeed in developing the 
resources of Northern India. There is work there for young women 
as well as for men, in dairying, fruit-growing, and other kindred 
pursuits in connection with indigo-planting- Englishwomen would 
also be the very best emigration agents in the world if they took in 
hand the education of peasant women in their villages. 

Emigration schemes will therefore follow in the wake of new 
developments ; as what could be better than a combination of Bast 
Indian and South American farming? ‘The <Anglo-Indian, instead 
of returning to vegetate in England, would find employment for his 
energies in the wheat farms of Argentina, worked by Indian labour 
from Behar, Oudh, the North-West Provinces, and the Punjab, The 
invalid, instead of running the gauntlet of the Red Sea, would be 
restored to health by a charming voyage in summer seas, eid the 
Cape of Good Hope to South America, ‘The children of Anglo- 
Indians could also be educated to advantage in Argentina ifa proper 
connection was established between that country and India, In fact, 
the two countries—the new and the old—would work together for 
their mutual benefit until they rose to the front rank among the 
nations of the world. 

DONALD Ny REID, 
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THE 
MONTENEGRIN BICENTENARY. 


HE prince and people of the Black Mountain will shortly 
celebrate the 2ooth anniversary of the foundation of the 
present dynasty. The actual day upon which the first Prince-Bishop 
of the House of Petrovié ascended his “rough rock-throne of free- 
dom,” was the 29th of July, according to the Montenegrin method 
of reckoning—the 10th of August, according to the Western 
calendar; but the hot weather, which makes the bare limestone 
rocks of Montenegro a veritable furnace at that time of year, 
led the prince to postpone the commemoration to a more suitable 
date. He was further guided in his decision by the fact that 
the new barracks, which have been erected for the reception of the 
first standing army that Montenegro has ever possessed, were not 
quite ready by the end of July. Meanwhile, the programme of the 
ceremonies was somewhat extended. In the first place, a prize of 
5,000 francs was offered to the author of the best history of the 
dynasty, and two smaller prizes of 500 and ago francs apiece for the 
two best designs for a statue of Danilo-T, the first Madita of 
Montenegro, whose bones will be moved from their resting-place 
in the Monastery of Cetinje, and deposited in a new mortuary 
chapel, which has been built on the bill behind it. Slavs in large 
numbers have been bidden to the festival; the “ brother-Serbs " from 
the Kingdom of Servia will be well represented, for the relations 
between the Courts of Belgrade and Cetinje are now excellent ; and 
the Herzegovina, the cradle of the dynasty, will contribute its 
quota to the list of visitors, All the school-children of the Black 
Mountain will be encamped round the little capital, in order to 
impress the rising generation of mountaineers with the brave deeds 
of their forefathers, and at the same time to show the great progress 
in education which has been made under the benevolent despotism of 
Prince Nicholas. A special stamp, bearing an excellent representation 
of the Monastery at Cetinje, which was refounded by the founder 
of the dynasty, has been issued as a memento of the Bicentenary. 
pp2 
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Few nations have had such a stirring and eventful history as the 
men of Cmagora, who for Sve hundred years have held their own 
against the Turks, who retained their liberty at a time every 
other part of the Peninsula had fallen benesth the sway of the all- 
conquering Ottoman, and whose traditions, according to a recent 
utterance of Mr. Gladstone, “exceed in glory those of Marathon 
and ‘Thermopyle, and a// the war traditions of the world" Nor is 
the renown of Montenegro exclusively confined to military affairs, 
It was there that, four centuries ago, the first Slavonic printing-press 
was erected by one of the early Cmoievié princes, only twenty-two 
years after Caxton had set up his blocks at Westminster ; and, though 
it soon fell in the ceaseless struggles between the Montenegrins and 
the Turks, the love of literature became a precious heirloom in the 
princely family. One Madika after another composed the songs of 
the people whom he led in war, and whose judge and high-priest he 
was in peace, and Prince Nicholas enjoys the reputation in the 
Balkan Peninsula of being the best contemporary poet of the Southern 
Slavs. His dramas, “Prince Arbanit” and the “Empress of the 
Balkans,” have been acted with success; his “ Hymn tothe Sea” is 
a stirring melody, which recalls the proud day when Montenegro 
under his auspices first won access to the lovely Bay of Antivari, and 
he has just been writing eight battle-songs for the eight battalions 
which are to form the nucleus of his standing army. His poetic gifts 
are inherited by his second son, Prince Mirko, a lad of seventeen, 
who has already given proofs of his literary tastes. 

Although the present dynasty, of which Prince Nicholas is the 
seventh, has existed just 200 years, Montenegro dates its inde- 
pendence three centuries earlier, When the old realm of the Servian 
Czars was shattered by the Turks on the fatal field of Kossovo in 
1389, those Serbs, who preferred liberty tothe Ottoman yoke, fled to 
the impregnable limestone cliffs of the Black Mountain. No hostile 
army has ever occupied that extraordinary country, and for the best 
of reasons, “‘ Here,” wrote Mr. Paton, when he visited Montenegro 
half a century ago, “a small army is beaten, a large one dies of 
starvation.” Nature has been the great ally of the mountaineers ; 
the stones which, according to the legend, fell out of the bag which 
God was carrying over Montenegro at the creation of the world, have 
been their strongest bulwark against invasion. So the refugees, 
mainly aristocrats, whose exquisite manners and lordly gait have 
descended to the Montenegrins of to-day, were safe in the fastnesses 
of Crnagora, where a new Serb state grew up when the old empire of 
the great Czar Dugan had fallen, Onward swept the tide of Ottoman 


‘Servia lost the last vestiges of independence in 1459, and 
name as well as in fact became part and parcel of the Turkish 


‘Empire. Four years later Stephen Tomasevic, the last King of 
_ Bosnia, forfeited his life and throne, and in 1476 the Herzegovina 
owned a Turkish master. Montenegro was surrounded on all sides, 
an island of liberty, against whose rocky shores the waves of Islim 
‘beat incessantly, butin vain. ‘Lo show the stress and tumult of those 
times, it is sufficient to mention that in twelve years there were sixty- 
three battles with, and sixty-three victories over, the Ottoman hosts, 
‘The mountaineers were even forced to abandon their ancient capital 
of Zabljak, and seek a surer citadel at Cetinje, which has ever since 
been the seat of government. Cetinje itself has been more than once 
‘destroyed by the Turks, but they have never been able to retain it, 

‘Meanwhile, a new form of government arose in Montenegro, 
which, with one important modification, lasted down to 1851. The 
“Black Princes,” who ruled over the mountain-folk in those early 
days, married Venetian wives, daughters of the proud Doges and 
patricians of the Republic of St. Mark, who sighed for the luxuries 
of Venice amid the barren rocks of Crnagora. At last one of these 
ladies persuaded her husband to leave his Highland home and settle 
with her in one of the marble palaces of the Grand Canal. Her 
spouse assented, but before he left entrusted supreme power to the 
Bishop, who was to be assisted in civil and military matters by an 
official known as the governor." Whenever a Bishop died, 
the chiefs and people assembled and elected his successor. This 
arrangement existed for 180 years, until it was determined to make 
the dignity of Vadika, or Prince-Bishop of Montenegro, hereditary. 

‘The only way of saving their country from the 'Turks—so argued 
the chiefs—was to make the supreme power hereditary in one family. 
Accordingly they invited Danilo Petrovié, of Njegu’, a village 
between Cattaro and Cetinje, to be their ruler, and, after some 
hesitation, he accepted their offer. On July 29, 1696, the founder 
of the present dynasty became Prince-Bishop of Montenegro. 

‘The Petrovié family had not always lived at NjeguS. Two 
centuries earlier a body of exiles from the neighbouring Herzegovina 
had fied for refuge to this spot and had given it the name of their 
old home. It was the descendant of one of these exiles who was 
now chosen ruler of Cragora. Danilo I. speedily justified his 
fellow-countrymen’s choice. He smote the Turkish invaders hipand 
‘thigh, and the great victory which he won over them on the tenth 
anniversary of his accession is called to this day Zsarev/as, or “the 
felling of the Emperor,” because the Sultan's soldiers were felled: 
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ies. The cathesinem with hich the envoy of the Great Cxr 

was received at Cetinje was intense, and the warriors of the | 
Mountain demanded to be led st once against their heredit — 
Bat they then learnt for the first tire the bitter I of 
ingratitude, of which their descendants were to have aaa 
perience. ‘When it suited Peter to make peace with the Turks, be 
forgot his allies, who bad to bear unaided the onslaught of the indy 
nant Ottomans, But their Gith in Russia did not) leave 
Danilo vet an example which every one of his six-su ~— 
religiously followed —that of visiting the Czar. His jou 
without result, for Peter not only assured him of bis protects a — 
rade him a present of money—the first of many Russian subsidies 
which Montenegro bas received. 

ava, who succeeded Danilo I. in 1735, was a feeble ruler, b 
firtod for the cloister than the throne, and for a great part of his long: 
roign his energetic nephew, Vassili, governed in his name. The 
tinnals of this period are fall of Turkish defeats, and contain further 
proof of the friendly relations between little Montenegro and the: 
“Colomus of the North.” But the most curious incident of the 
‘ima was the extraordinary imposture of Stephen the Little, the: 



























‘Russian autocrat, whom most men believed to 
moment the success of the imposture was 
became the virtual ruler of the country, for 
and Sava too weak to resist. Montenegro owes 
excellent administration, for he improved the roads, 
| crime, held the first census, and established courts of 
So fully was this admitted that the Russian commissioner, 
was despatched to denounce him ag a pretender, ended by 
recognising him as lawful ruler of the country, and when he died, 
and the aged Sava once more occupied his Place, the change was 
_ immediately felt. But Sava did not long survive him, and with the 
at of Peter I, the “great Véadilta,” in 1782, Montenegro 
‘upon a new era. 
% Peter's reign of nearly half a century saw the Black Mountain 
_ face to face with a very different foe from the Turk. ‘The downfall 
of Venice and the cession of her Dalmatian possessions to Austria 
by the Treaty of Campo Formio, in 1797, brought the latter Power 
_ into close proximity with Montenegro. Then began that dread of 
Austria which is to-day the dominant note of Montenegrin policy. 
Far more than the Sultan, the House of Hapsburg is the enemy 
whom every mountain-warrior expects one day to have to fight, 
With the occupation of the Herzegovina and the semi-occupation of 
‘the Sandjak of Novibazar by Austrian troops, the work, which was 
‘begun at Campo Formio a century ago, has been continued, and 
now Montencgro is hemmed in on three sides by Austrian soldiers. 
For, while the ‘Turks haye steadily receded, the Austrians have as 
steadily advanced. 
‘Tt was under Peter 1., too, that Montenegro came into conflict 
with the troops of the great Napoleon. For six years, from 1807 to 
1813, that splendid Dalmatian fiord, the Bocche di Cattaro, was 
French, and the mountaineers boasted that they had routed the 
armies of the greatest captain of modern times. Furious at the 
rejection of his offer to construct a road across the principality as a 
preliminary to an invasion, Napoleon vowed that he would make the’ 
mountain run red with blood, so that men should call it not Monte- 





Peser L and bis eoccomer Peter IE were 
38 wel os Getingsiched midiers, The former Grew up 
culisbed 2 sytem of police: the latter refounded the famous 
Prom, wick bad ieng Lis mt reins, and created 2 senate, without, 
however, dumnatons bs own sovereign powern. He showed at the 
osteet of his reign that be would brook no rival near the throne by 
abolishing the oGice of Gril governar, which hed existed over 300 years 
‘This cignity bad become beredstary im the noble family of Radonié, 
and the goctereedour at the time of Peter IL's accession was an 
ambitious man, who fancied himself fully the equal, if not the 
superior of the young Viadita. But Vouko Radonit soon found 
that he had made mistake. Peter, though not yettwenty, banished: 
him with all bis Gmily, and from that day no successor has been 
appointed. But Peter II. is now chielly remembered for his poems. 
A bonely rock, the highest peak of Mount Lovéen, where now his 
macscleum stands, served as his study, and the natives still make 
pilgrimages to his shrine, A burly giant of six feet eight inches, he 
was as ready with his rifle as with his pen, and reminded those Wes- 
tern visitors, who saw him shooting at a lemon in front of his palace 
‘or breakfasting amid the “music” of Turkish shells, of those 
medisval prelates, who used to ride out to bartle at the head of 
their people. 

Veter If. was the last of the Montenegrin Prince-Bishops. 
Danilo IL, who succeeded him in 185r, yielding to the chaff of the 
Russian Czar, resolved to separate his civil from his ecelesiastical 
functions. The combination had not been without its disadvantages. 
For in his capacity of Bishop the Montenegrin ruler was not allowed 
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to marry, and, in consequence of this disability, the nephewhad always 
succeededtothe throne, But experiencehad shown that the succession 
had not always been smooth, and besides Danilo 11. was deeply in 
Jove with a beautiful Serb of Trieste, whom he wished to marry. In 
Montenegro the Prince's Volo epismpari was generally accepted as a 
final settlement of the question, and a charter was drawn up, setting 
forth the future government of the country, This document pro- 
claimed the separation of Church and State, and declared Montenegro 
to be henceforth a temporal principality under an hereditary Prince. 
Danilo had to face the usual Turkish invasion in consequence of 
this change, which greatly displeased the Porte, But the Turkish 
claim of suzerainty aver his country was too ridiculous, for Montenegro 
had never owned the supremacy of the Sultan. Omar Pasha, the 
ablest of Turkish commanders, could make no headway against the 
stubborn mountaineers, and in a three months’ campaign 4,500 
‘Turks fell beneath the bullets and the yataghans of the Montenegrins. 

But this success did not ensure for Danilo that popularity which 
had hitherto fallen to the share of every Montenegrin sovereign. 
His neutrality during the Crimean War was a great cause of com- 
plaint, for his people could not understand why he did not attack 
the Turks at a moment when they were so fully engaged. He had 
to put down a rebellion of his disobedient subjects, and when it 
‘was rumoured that he proposed to accept the suggestions of Western 
diplomacy, and recognise the overlordship of the Sultan in return 
for a slice of the Herzegovina, their indignation knew no bounds, 
Even the great victory of his brother Mirko over the Turks in the 
stony plain of Grahovo, perhaps the most famous of all the thousand 
battles in Montenegro's history, did not rehabilitate him in the 
estimation of the warrior-people. As he was taking the air one 
evening on the quay at Cattaro the bullet of an assassin struck him, 
and a few hours later he expired. 

Tt might have been expected that Danilo II, who had no male 
offspring, would have been succeeded by his brother Mitko. There 
is no more picturesque or chivalrous figure in the romantic annals 
of the mountain-state than this man, whose exploits won him the 
title of “the Sword of Montenegro.” A ficry paladin, with the laurels 
ofGrahovo fresh upon him, he seemed the natural choice of a warlike 
people. But the Montenegrins have always been shrewd enough to 
understand that a dashing officer does not necessarily make the wisest 
ruler. So Mirko stood aside in favour of his son, the present Prince, 
at that time in his nineteenth year. Till his death from cholera 
in 1867 the “ Sword of Montenegro” was ever at the young Prince’s 




















for girls, 10 which not only natives, but the Bocchesi of Cattaro and the 
members of the Cor: Dipiomatigue send their daughters. Lecturers’ 
explain to the people the adrantages of keaming, and the children: 
cf the Black Mountain show all that thirst for knowledge which is: 
characteristic of the Southern Slavs. a 

‘The long reign of Prince Nicholss—thirty-six years up to the 
present time—has witnessed great progress in the mountain State 
He has persuaded his subjects to make roads and has opened up the. 
interior of his country to carriage traffic. Hitherto it had been the 
fixed policy of Montenegro to make the means of communication 
as difficult as possible ; for, so argued the mountaineers, “qwhert 
carriages can come up, cannon can come upalso.” Prince Nicholashas 
changed all that, and to-day a high road as fine as the Corniche runs” 
from the Montenegrin frontier above Cattaro to Cetinje, and thence 
by way of Rjcka and Podgorica up the Zeta Valley to NikHé 
From there it is proposed—so the Prince told me—to carry onthe 
road down to the Bocche di Cattaro at Risano, a place which was: 
intended by nature for the dépét of Montenegrin trade, Lack of 
funds has prevented an even greater “extension of roads,” and the 
Eastern part of the principality, where are great forests like those of 
Bosnia, is therefore quite undeveloped.' Since 1881 Austria has 
given Montenegro a subsidy of 30,000 florins 2 year for the purpose 
of rond-making, the payment being made for obvious reasons ‘not ify 





1 Mr. Kennedy, in his very interesting Refvrt for the Year 1805 on the Trade of 
Afoutinegro (Foreign Office Reports, No. 1761), calculates thar there are 97) miles 
‘of regular roads in the principality. 
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cash but in kind. But, except in a “ farhine year,” the Montenegrin 
Government cannot do much in this direction. When, however, 
‘scarcity of food compels the inhabitants to work, they are employed 
‘on the roads and paid by provisions. ‘The existing highways are 
kept in order by forcing every man who lives near a road to devote 
four days’ labour to it every six months or to pay four florins towards 
its maintenance: {n the Berlin Treaty arrangements were made for 
a railway round the Bay of Antivari, and a line on the Décauville 
‘system has been planned. But nothing has lately been heard of the 
scheme. A Montenegrin railway would never pay. ‘The Black 
‘Mountain is long likely to retain the distinction of being the only 
State in Europe—except the Republic of San Marino—which the 
locomotive has never traversed. On the other hand, it now boasts 

_ of a diligence, for which Austria provides a subsidy of 8,000 florins,! 
and an admirable postal and telegraphic service, while an Anglo- 
Montenegrin company has begun to run steamers on the beautiful 
‘Lake of Scutari and down the river Boiana, 

‘To Prince Nicholas too belongs the honour of having doubled the 
‘sizeof his principality and having gained forit its long-coveted outleton 
the sea. The effect of this has been to completely alter the character of 
Montenegro. Before the Treaty of Berlin and the subsequent 
delimitations of frontier, the principality consisted of two ridges of 
barren mountain joined together by the narrow valley of the Zeta, 
which was the weak point at which the Turks invariably directed their 
‘attacks. Without pasture-land, without a sea-board, the country 
seemed to have no commercial future before it, and possessed no 
adequate means of nourishing its inhabitants. But the cession of 
large tracts of fertile and well-wooded lands by the Sultan, and the 
addition of some thirty miles of sca-frontage on the Adriatic, with the 
two harbours of Dulcigno and Antivari, have opened new possibilities 
for the warrior nation. At present the Montenegrins are in a transi- 
tion state ; the men still consider work a disgrace, and dearly love a 
border-foray on the frontier. But the Prince has made strenuous 
‘efforts to introduce, as he told me, such elements of European—they 
talk in Montenegro of “going to Europe ”—civilismion as he con- 
siders suitable. Constitutional government is, of course, a very long 
way off, but the example of Servia shows that the Southern Slavs 
are hardly ripe for parliamentary institutions. Montenegro, under 





1 The patriarchal government of Montenegro is well exemplified by one of the 
rules of this conveyance ; “ The traveller is entithed to the scat marked upon his 
sicket, but the respect due by youth to age requires that the former should always 
iyitld the best places to their seniors.” 





stranger can travel through the land in the midst of : 

tion —for every Montenegrin carries 

and if that stranger be an Englishman be will be welcomed in every. 
town and village as a fellow-countryman of Mr. Gladstone, to whose 
efforts the Montenegrins attribute much of their success, The 
demonstration at Duleigno in 1880, the speeches and writings of the 
veteran English statesman on their behalf, and the interest which he 
still shows in their welfare, have filled this mountain people with a 
deep sense of gratitude. If a cynic asserts that no such virtue exists 
in politics, let him go to Montenegro—he will find it there. 

Military reform is another achievement of the present ruler. 
Prince Nicholas has had much personal experience of Sghting, for 
he has bad «wo wars with the Turks during his reign. ‘His capture 
of the famous fortress of Niksi¢ after a four months’ siege was 2 
considerable exploit, and he is never tired of telling stories of the 
“Homeric battles" which were fought round that town. But bis 
own observation and the universal practice of other nations have 
convinced him that it is high time for Montenegro to have a regular 
army. ‘Till this year the army has simply been the people under 
arms. Tyvery man, except the Mussulman inhabitants of 
was a soldier; even lads went out to the wars, while the women, 
accustomed to bear huge burdens on their backs, formed the com: 
missariat department. Uniform there is none, save the national 
dress, and that is far more picturesque than any military outfit, Hut 
last year the Prince began building barracks at Cetinje, and, now 
that they are opened, a battalion will be sent there for three months’ 
training, when it will be succeeded by another. By this means 
every Montenegrin will have three months’ drill every ten or twelve 
years. A military college has also been established at Podgorica, 
and last year a ship-load of rifles, not, however, of the latest pattern, 
was presented to Prince Nicholas by his namesake, the young Czar, 
Montenegro is, therefore, much better armed than she was in either 
the war of 1862 or in that of 1876 and 1877. 1 have before me a 
detailed estimate of the forces which she could put into the field at 
the present time, from which it appears that her fighting strength 
amounts to 36,222 men, infantry and artillery. Cavalry would, of 














asel jn so mountainous a country, and the 64 
body-guard of the Prince, are the only mounted force. 
Prince Nicholas will make use of his new arms and his 
organisation against either of his great neighbours, is a 

ul question. He has lately said of the Serbs that they 

and do not covet the possessions of others. They wish 
preserve what is theirown."! He struck me as aneminently 
man of affairs, who was not likely to be diverted from solid 

ages by the dream of a Great Serb Empire. No doubt he 
grievances against Austria, which retains the haven of Spica on 
Ba) ‘of Antivari, and occupies the Herzegovina, the land whence his 
thers came, the land whose rocks have been reddened by the 
of many of his friends, But the Austrian occupation is a 

i, which will never be altered now. Something might, 

wever, be done to lessen the heavy duty of x8 florins, charged by 
Austrians for every head of cattle imported. As the Montenegrin 
Je are small, and worth 40 florins apiece, this leads to constant 
uggling and occasional bloodshed. Such territorial accessions as 
fall to Montenegro in the future are much more likely to be in 
+ direction of Albania, at the expense of the Turk. It is only 
to suppose that, when the next European Congress holds 
, or it may be, inquest, on the body of the ‘sick man,” 


gain, not merely for Cmagora, but for civilisation. For the 

p it condition of Albania is a scandal and a shame, while under 

Prince Nicholas the Albanians would doubtless become as industrious 
as they are now at Podgorica or Mostar. 

| But, whatever the future may have in store for her, Montenegro 

| has every cause to be proud of her past and satisfied with her present. 

“(Shale no longer, as she was when Tennyson wrote the poem which 





| fas made his name a household word at je, the “smallest 
among peoples.” But she can justly remind the world at this 


3 festival of her 
‘Warriors beating back the swarm 
_ ‘Of Turkish Istim for five hundred years, 
‘| Moreover, the betrothal of the third surviving daughter of her 
"Prince to the future King of Ttaly has given her additional importance 
in the world of politics, and has thrown the glamour of romance over 
‘this national anniversary, ‘These two events will, indeed, make the 


year 1896 memorable in the rough mountain-story of the virgin- 
state of the Balkan Peninsula. 


1 Speech at Belgrade, June 28, 1896. 








W. MILLER. 
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Woaderial as is the romance of “Manon Lescant.” the trac 

(A its weather's Ee is tardy les remarkable Ih is to be 

many who have read the romance with avidity and admiration have 
nef troubled themecives mech about the author. They may hare 
considered him merely a5 a French romancer of the eighteenth 
century, ct 40 ponderous in style as Mademonelle de Scudéry, bet 
still only a novelist who made one happy hit which be never repeated. 
Jouch a description is totally inadequate when applied to the author of 
Manon Lescaut.” In an age noted for its voluminous literature he 
was one of its most prolific writers. Ata time when English works 
wore rarely translated into French he gave extensive versions of both 











| 









‘The Author of “Manon Lescaut.” 403 


English fiction and travels, and was the first to present the novels of 
‘Samuel Richardson—“ Clarissa Harlowe” and “SirCharlesGrandison” 
—to his fellowcountrymen in a French dress. His own career, 
with all its marvellous vicissitudes, was as strange as any fictitious 
invention, and quite as tragic in its climax as the wildest melodrama. 
Antoine Francois Prévost d’Exiles was born in 1697 at Hesdin, 
Tittle village in Artois, His family was highly esteemed in the 

locality, where his father beld the posi of magistrate and was 

reckoned a learned man in well-to-do circumstances. Everything 

‘seemed to promise a peaceful and distinguished career for young 

‘He early displayed a decided tendency towards literature, 
his predilections in this respect were encouraged. From his 
father he received the rudiments of his education, and was trained 











characteristic of the time, Idleness was not tolerated in that 
' “household, and industry soon developed his literary tastes. His 

_ education was continued at Harcourt College, but his mind suddenly 
- tookan unlooked-for turn. He displayed a warlike ambition quite out 
‘of keeping with his studious character, and laying down the pen, he 
‘took up the sword, and became one of the King’s Musketeers, 
‘The traditions of his house did not forbid his gaining military 
‘renown, though a different career had been shaped for him ; and 
his father consented to his abandoning literature for the Army. But 
‘he was born too late to achieve fame in this department of energy. 
Louis XIV. had passed the meridian of life, and the brilliant 
‘warriors by whom the “Grand Monarque” had been. surrounded in 
the heyday of his glory had grown old with him. There was little 
hope of distinction, even for the most ardent soldier, in those piping 
times of peace ; and Prévost d’Exiles was neither a sluggard nor a 
‘yoluptuary. His literary gifts were not appreciated by the flippant 
officers with whom he was brought into contact, and he had no 
desire to participate in the frivolous and yicious amusements which 
occupied their leisure. Asa feinéant soldier he was not a success, 
and it was evident that he was losing time trying to become a 
dashing mousquetaire. Meanwhile his reputation asa scholar had 
attracted the notice of the Jesuits, ever on the look-out for capable 
recruits, and by promises of speedy promotion he was induced to 
give up the profession of arms, and to exchange his uniform for 
the severely simple garb of a priest. He took monastic vows, 
abjured the world and all its vanities, and willingly adopted the 
position of a man of peace, hoping thereby to win the renown which 




















he could not gain as a soldier. 









became a Benedictine of the old strain—that is to say, 
utilitarian, a veritable monk of the order of St. 
‘Was it possible for this soul, with all its Bohemian and 
ts, to be chained down to the dreary monotony of fasts 
sils, of feasts and masses that make up the life of the ordinary 
Consider for a moment the life he had led—now a soldier, 
priest ; again a warrior, and then amonk. Do waverers such 
was ever succeed in leading the world? An Ignatius Loyola 
2 soldier turned monk, but a monk he must remain if he is 
ruler of men. Poor D'Exiles was doomed to be “ everything 
t but nothing long,” so that he might serve his apprentice. 
Be a student Hanenlig en complete his career as a journey- 
romancer. He must study the human heart in tempest and in 
‘He must know the surging world outside the monastery, as 
tra the peaceful life within its cloisters, and learn practically that 
cowl does not make the monk, nor the helmet the soldicr. 
i ith characteristic thoroughness D'Exiles devoted himself at 
to the rigours of a monastic life. He studied ardently, and 
ve himself up entirely to his religious duties and to literary diver- 
wns, He became one of the most eloquent of Parisian preachers 
done of the most industrious of authors. But with equally 
‘istic waywardness he grew tired of the bonds that confined 
m. The outside world had still a powerful hold upon him; his 
ission asa literary creator had not been fulfilled. ‘Though he wrote 
ecological polemics and taught moral philosophy, these were not 
‘e spheres in which he was destined to exercise the greatest influence, 
ike ‘many another genius, he had to try several forms of expression 
efore he found his métier. And, strange as it may appear, it was in 
te cloister that he wrote his first worldly romance, “Les Mémoires 
tun Homme de Qualité,” a work full of that deep knowledge of 
uman nature which is the grand distinction of the successful 
pmancer. Its publication formed another turning-point in his 
areer. His love of humanity overcame his devotion to the Chureh, 
nd he fled from the cloister to find refuge in Holland, then the 
hief citadel of Protestantism. But it was not to change his religion 
hat D'Exiles left his native country. He had discovered his power 
‘$a writer of romance, and also found that an abbé who wrote fiction 
yas not likely to attain the front rank in the France of his day. 
Tolland had long been the seat of a free press, and he might hope 
© gain literary distinction there which would be denied to him in his 
qwn land, He had spent many years in the cloister, and had 
yecome as famous as he could hope to be within the limited range 
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age in this retired spot, “ol je suis trop heureux,” he wrote, “avec 
‘ma vache et mes deux poules.” 

‘This happiness, however, was destined to be of brief duration. 
‘The end came suddenly, and in a most tragic manner. One day, 
when retuming homewards through the fields, he fell to the earth, 
rendered unconscious bya stroke of apoplexy. Some peasant passing 
hear saw the apparently lifeless body lying extended on the ground, 
and carried it to the house of the village surgeon, That worthy had 
probably never seen a case of apoplexy, and deeming that he had a 
corpse before him, he began a surgical autopsy to ascertain the cause 
of death. Hardly had he plunged the dissecting knife into the dead 
‘man’s breast than the hapless Abbé recovered consciousness, sat up 
for one brief moment, and then fell back mortally wounded. Never 
in the wildest dreams of his fiction had the Abbé devised so dramatic 
an ending for the career of one of his heroes as that by which his 
‘own life was terminated. He died in 1764, in the sixty-seventh year 
of his age. Not for years afterwards did the world discover how 
great a loss literature had sustained through the death of the Abbé 
Prévost d'Exiles. ‘Cette mort terrible couronna dignement cette 
vie si remplie d’agitations et d’aventures,” 

A mere list of the works written by the Abbé will be sufficient to 
show their voluminous nature and their diversified character, The 
books have been arranged chronologically, as far as possible, and it 
is believed that the catalogue is complete :—1730, “Mémoires d'un 
Homme de Qualité qui est retiré du Monde,” six volumes. Two 
English translations were published in 1733 under thetitle “ Memoirs 
of the Marquis de Bretagne” ; to which is added the “ Histoire du 
Chevalier des Grieux et de Manon Lescaut.” A separate English 
translation of “Manon Lescaut” was published uniform with these 
volumes. 1732, “Histoire de M. Cleveland, fils naturel de 
Cromwell,” six volumes, translated into English, 1733, “Pour ct 
Contre,” a literary journal, continued in successive years until it 
reached twenty volumes. 1733, first volume of a translation of 
‘Thuanus, the French historian Jacques de Thou (1513-1617), who 
wrote a history of his own times in Latin, published in London, 
‘seven volumes. ’Exiles contemplated a full translation of this work, 
but only completed one quarto volume. 1735, translation of Dryden's 
play, “All for Love." 1735, “Le Doyen de Killerine,” six volumes, 
translated into English and published under the title “The Dean of 
Coleraine.” 1740, “Histoire de Margaret de Anjou, Reine 
Angleterre,” two volumes, translated into English in 1755 in two 
volumes. 1741, “ Histoire d’une Grecque Moderne,” two volumes, 

eur 





1762, “Mémoires pour servir a I'Histoire de la Vertu,” tr: 

from the English, four volumes. 1763, translation of Hawksworth's 
“Almoran and Hamel.” 1764, a posthumous volume translated 
from the English under the title “Lettres de Mentor A un Jeune 
Seigneur.” A selection from D'Exiles’ works was. al 
Amsterdam in 1783-45, entitled “CBuvres Choisies," in thirty-nine 
volumes, octavo, His complete works make over 150 volumes, many 
of which have been republished separately. 

‘The extensive array of works by the Abbé Prévost: might have 
made his name known amongst savents, and have sccured for him 
some reputation as a leamed author ; butit is by “Manon Lescaut™ 
that he will chiefly be remembered. Itis a unique study of feminine 
character, and so many of the incidents are partly autobiographical 
that even the eccentric personality of Manon scems to have been 
drawn from the life. An eminent French critic has said that St 
Pierre's Virginie is Prévost's Manon purified, just as Chateau 
briand’s Atala is Virginie Christianised. Certainly there is Tittle 
of cither purity or Christianity in Manon, She is a child of Nature, 
utterly devoid of principle, anxious only to secure personal ease 
comfort, and pleasure for herself, no matter at what cost. Her 
character differs entirely from that other profound study of femininity, 
Gustave Flaubert’s Madame Bovary, ‘The latter is drawn into 
evil ways through evmui, and as a revulsion from the commonplace 
mediocrity of her husband. Manon had no such excuse. The 
devotion and self-sacrifice of her lover, the Chevalicr des Grieux, 
occasionally touched her heart, but was not sufficiently powerful to 
keep her true to him. From the very outset of the story her selfish. 
ness is made apparent, She was being conveyed to a conventagainst 
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her will when she accidentally encountered the Chevalier in the 
courtyard of an inn that formed a stage on her journey. He fell in 
fove with her at first sight, as impressionable young Frenchmen 
sometimes do, and after a very hrief interview she proposed that they 
should elope and fiy to Paris. Her only purpose was to escape from 
the threatened restraints of convent life, and she affected a reciprocity 
of feeling mercly to lead her lover to rescue her. Their flight was 
‘successfully accomplished, and they took up house together in Paris 
without asking either Church or State to sanction their union. The 
first few weeks passed agreeably enough, and the Chevalier was so 
enamoured of Manon that he proposed to introduce her to his father, 
convinced that she would be accepted as his wife ; but to this project 
‘she would not give her consent. When the small sum of money at 
their command began to fail, Manon did not scruple to replenish her 
purse by the price of her honour, and the discovery of her unfaith- 
fulness filled the Chevalier with horror but did not cure him of his 
infatuation. At this juncture his elder brother came and carried 
him forcibly to his home, and there he was detained, partially as a 
prisoner, in the hope that his love-sickness would pass away. To 
some extent this plan succeeded, and the Chevalier was at length 
persuaded to enter the Sorbonne as a student of Theology. It is 
remarkable that the main event in the carecr of Prévost’s hero 
corresponded in several respects with his own life, The young 
Chevalier abandoned the profession of arms for the life of an 
ecelesiastic, precisely as the author did, Des Grieux became 
renowned as a scholar, but on one fatal morning when he was to 
make a public display at St. Sulpice the incorrigible Manon appeared 
and had an interview with him, which resulted in his once more 
cloping with her, casting all his fair prospects behind him. With 
consummate power the novelist narrates how the spell which this 
enchantress had thrown over him led the Chavalier downwards in the 
moral scale, making him a thief, a card-sharper, and a murderer, yet 
remaining her devoted slave amid all her caprices, He suffers im- 
prisonment and degradation of every kind for her sake; and when at 
length she is sentenced to transportation, he endures expatriation 
with her, and after terrible sufferings he closes her eyes in death on a 
foreign shore. There isa deep moral lesson pervading the whole of 
this fascinating story, yet it is never obtruded. Prévost never 
descends to preachiness or moralising. He suffers the various 
incidents which he relates to impress the reader, and it is impossible 
to escape the warning and instruction which these convey. Many 
artists have found striking subjects in the story of Manon Lescaut. 
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In the Salon of 1896 there was a remarkable picture by Albert 
Lynch showing the lovers about to embark in the convict ship. 
Massénet composed the opera of * Manon” in 1883, founding the 
Ubretto upon this notable story. 

There are many points of contrast between Flaubert's Madame 
Bovary and Prévost’s Manon Lescaut. The [former becomes 
wicked first of all because of the secretiveness which was part of ber 
character, and afterwards to relieve the insipidity of her life with an 
unemotional but sincerely attached husband. Manon had no such 
excuse—if excuse it be—for her transgressions. She was a faresreaie 
anda sybarite, a lover of ease and pleasure. Had the Chevalier been 
able to supply her desires from his own purse she might have remained 
true to him ; when he failed to doso she transferred her devotion to 
a wealthier lover. Such characters are to be met; with in real life 
and in both sexes: men and women so completely void of settled 
moral principles that they may commit the most stupendous crimes 
without being conscious of their own turpitude. The honour of 
having been the first to depict in forcible (language the fearful 
derangement such a creature may cause in the social system belongs 
to the author of “ Manon Lescaut.” 
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THE DECLINE OF FUR SEALING. 


WO hundred miles almost due north from Unalaska, the 
largest island of that chain which stretches two-thirds of the 
distance across the North Pacific from Alaska to Kamschatka, lies a 
small group of islands which are perhaps richer, and which have 
given rise to more international complications, than any 

other group of equal extent in any portion of the globe, “These are 
the Pribyloff Islands, and their wealth is derived from the vast 
numbers of fur seals which go there to breed in the spring months 
of every year. ‘The islands are four in number, and their names are 
‘St. Paul, St. George, Otter, and Walrus Islands, ‘The last-named is. 
a mere ledge of lava, flat-capped, and nearly awash ; and besides 
being a favourite summer resort of the animal whose name has been 
given to it, has been made the breeding ground of countless, 
thousands of sea birds and wild fowl, Otter Island rises sheer and, 
bold, out of a sea that is generally vexed, to.a height of three hun- 
dred fect. Save at the northern extremity, where the land drops toy 
afford man a landing-place, the black, precipitous wall stretches all 
round, and is anything but inviting. At one time sea otters congre- 
gated there ; but most of them had been slaughtered and the rest. 
had vanished to more congenial quarters even before the sale of 
Alaska by Russia to the United States. Six miles to the north-east 
is St. Paul, a large island inhabited by nearly two hundred Aleut 
Indians, who, together with the local representatives of the company 
owning the lease of the islands, are concerned, during about eight 
months of the year, with the sealing industry, and who hibernate 
during the remaining four. It isa barren place, obviously voleanic 
in origin, with a backbone of hills running east and west from shore 
to shore, and no vegetation save grasses, tussocks of wild wheat, and 
a few gaily-coloured lichens and crinkled mosses, Sand-dunes 
along the shore, and for some distance inland from most points, are 
plentiful here, and, as they are eminently suitableas rookery grounds, 
and as, morcover, they are almost entirely absent from St, George, 
the other large island of the group, which is nearly thirty miles away, 
the relative superiority of St. Paul as a sealing station is understood, 


Sea ; and the desolate isolation of these two islands with their tro 
satellites impresses one almost painfully as he beats about under 
their lee in a thick drizzling mist which seems never to cease through 
out the summer, or in an exceedingly damp fog which overhangs the 
land, refusing to lift, and allowing only the summits of Polavina 
Sapka and of Boga Slov to be visible 600 feet in the air. About 
October the cold winds from Siberia carry off the moisture and clear 
the air, But by this time the seals have taken their departure ; the 
pelagic sealers, induced by this consideration and by the stormy 
weather, have done the same thing ; and when both animals and 
men begin to reappear with the return of spring, the warm ocean 
current that drives up from the Pacific has melted the sludgy ice 
floes which drifted down from the north, and has reasserted itself 
once more. Evidence of that reassertion remains almost constant 
until the next autumn in the shape of those fog-banks which hang 
cover the islands and the sea line, and those persistent drizzles which 
prevent one from ever being dry. ‘There is an atmosphere of heavls 
ness and depression hanging over everything. During the months 
of June, July, and August for cight years past there have only been 
eight clear days, The temperature seldom reaches freezing-poinit 
during the sealing season, On the other hand, the mean for August 
—the warmest month—does not go higher than 47°F. These are 
just the conditions desired by the seals, and it is because they 
present them so uniformly that the Pribyloff Islands on the eastem 
side of the Behring Sea, and in a lesser degree the Commander 
Islands on the western side, happen to be the most famous breeding 
grounds of the northern hemisphere. The fur seal cannot endure 
extreme cold ; therefore on the approach of winter it takes its long 
swims into the Pacific. It cannot breed in the water; therefore on 
the approach of spring it makes its way northward again. ‘The 
American herd, for the most part if not exclusively, swims straight 
















Charlotte and Vancouver Islands, and on the return trip 
coast of Alaska and re-enters the Behring Sea by way of 

ska. ‘The Russian herd winters in the seas off Japan, and (save 

ose that breed on Robben Island, in the Sea of Okhotsk), 
to the Commander Islands by the way it came. They 
“their summer homes for their isolation and their climate. 
e and warmth are injurious to them. They look for a cool, 

and cloudy place, and this is what they find without further 

ng on the two groups of islands which we have named in the 
Sea. 


t province of Alaska in 1868, and after the huge slaughter by 
in 1869, when over 200,000 animals were killed, im- 


e ished, for the revenue derived to date has been far in 
" excess of the sum paid to Russia for the whole of the province. But, 
in spite of its best endeavours, America finds the animals diminishing 
in number every year, admittedly as a result of the growth of pelagic 
sealing in the Behring Sea and in the open Pacific. By the terms of 
_ the first lease of the islands the Alaska Commercial Company was 
permitted to kill one hundred thousand seals per annum. The number 
will appear large, but there is space for more than 3,000,000 seals 
on the two islands, and down to 1881 they were crowded ; and, as 
the killing was limited (save for a fixed number of pups which served 
as food for the natives) to the superfluous males, there was really a 
fairly steady increase of life on the rookeries, Between 1881 and 1884 
the number remained stationary, and then began to dwindle. The 
‘extent to which it has fallen away may be inferred from the fact that 
Jast year only 15,000 males were killed, and that the average 
for the past six years is no more than 13,500, It is impossible to 
ascribe the falling-away to the off-shore sealing carried on by the 
inative tribes of Alaska and Washington Territory between the months 
of November and May. This has always been a recognised industry, 
which can be said to count for nothing in the extermination question, 
‘by reason of the relatively small number of animals killed by the 
crude methods in use, Besides, this branch has also declined ; the 
‘seals seen are fewer, and the take is smaller than was the case even 
six years ago. 
Simultaneously with the decline on the islands, and along the 
‘north-west coast of the American continent, pelagic sealing has gone 





her luck, which had not Fan bad, ala 

pelagic sealers, and two. of them copied 

Eifen and followed the seals post Unnlaska. map ae 
season the entire flest, which had grown to eighteen 


time, spent one-half of their time in the open ocean and 

half in the neighbourhood of the seal islands, and some, 

them made raids upon the rookeries, and committed havoc among 
bulls, bachelors, mothers, and pups, It takes about four years for 
the injurious effects of the pelagic methods to manifest themselves; 
and this accounts for the fact that, between 1882 and 1884 inclusive, 
there was no marked fluctuation, either upwards or downwards, in 
the size of the herd. In 1885, however, the decrease was startling 
and unmistakable, and for the first time it was found impracticable 
to kill the number of seals permitted in the lease. So far from 
recovering the lost ground in the following season, matters grew 
worse. They have continued to grow worse every year since. 
Mcanwhile, pelagic sealing was estending. In 1889 there were twenty+ 
three vessels ; in 1890 there were twenty-nine; in 1891 there wer 
fifty ; in 1894, sixty-two ; and in 1895, ninety-seven, of which sixty 
two were Canadian and thirty-five American. 

When the American.Government re-leased the sealing on the 
Pribyloff Islands in 1890 to the American Commercial Company, 
the killing limit was reduced from the 100,000 permitted to the 
first holders of the lease to 60,000 for the first season, and the 
Secretary of the Treasury reserved to himself the right to reduce 
this limit, @ discrétion, during succeeding seasons, Last year, a 
we haye already stated, he found it imperative to fix the number 
at 15,000 males. In the same. year the Canadian and American 
schooners captured in the Behring Sea 44,169 seals, and in the 
open sea, north of the thirty-fifth degree of latitude, 12,422 more, 
the total pelagic catch being 56,291 seals, As compared with the 
corrected figures for the 1894 season, this shows a net falling-off 
of 5,547 seals, which is accounted for by the poverty of the spring 
catch along the coast. But the number killed in the Behring Sea 
alone was larger by 12,584 (say 40 per cent.) than in the previous 
year. 

It was in order to provide some effective check against the 
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threatened extermination of the whole race of seals from the Pribyloff 
Islands, and to define accurately the position of the various parties 
interested, with a view to the cessation of disputes for the future, 
that the Court of Arbitration met in Paris in 1893. After settling 
the several points relating to the jurisdiction of the American 
Government in the Behring Sea, the arbitrators passed nine regula~ 
tions for “the proper protection and preservation of the fur seal in, 
or habitually reverting to," that sea, Among other things, they 
‘established a close season, extending from May 1 to July 31 inclusive, 
“in the part of the Pacific Ocean to the north of 35 degrees of lati- 
tude and castward of 180 degrees of longitude, till it strikes the water 
boundaries described in Article 1 of the treaty of 1867, between the 
‘United States and Russia" ; made it unlawful to use nets, firearms, 
and explosives in the Behring Sea, and prohibited the killing of the 
seals at any time and in any manncr whatsoever within sixty geo- 
graphical miles of the Pribyloff Islands. They further made it 
incumbent upon the master of a sealing schooner to keep a strict 
account of the date and place of each several operation and the 
number and sex of the scals captured during every day of the 
season. 

So far as they went, the regulations were admirable. The 
arbitrators could not have gone much further without inflicting a 
death-blow upon pelagic sealing, All the same, they failed to put a 
cheek upon the diminution of the herds. It is very easy to sce 
where the root of the trouble lies, if one only cares to see it. ‘The 
spring catch last season was poor, as we have stated. Information 
received up to the time of writing indicates that the catch this spring 
has been poorer still. ‘The position is significant, as showing that 
the excessive killing has begun to react upon the legalised marauders 
themselves in that branch in which mere numbers tell for or against 
success, The increased catch in the Behring Sea is accounted for 
by the increase in the number of schooners, and by the fact that, 
while they are at the Pribyloff Islands at all, the mother seals must 
leave the islands to find food for the sustenance of their young. 
‘This is the most potent consideration of all. The females 
swim rapidly, and they go great distances in the search for food. 
They are known to travel as far as two hundred miles from the 
breeding grounds, so that, generous as the sixty-mile limit appears, 
it is really of no yalue in saving the suckling mothers from the hands 
of the men on the prowl for them. No seal mother will suckle any 
pup but her own, and, as her progeny is entirely dependent upon her 
alone for the first three or four months of its existence, it follows that 








zone. These figures, serious though they are, do pera 
total mortality, The loss after killing in the water varies consider 
ably, according to the skill of the hunter, the proximity of the boat 
to the seal, and the state of the weather. Say that two are lost for 
‘one recovered—an almost absurdly low estimate—and you come 4 
little nearer to an adequate notion of the number killed. But even 
all this does not complete the catalogue of the pelagic sealer’ 
delinquencies. Last year more than twelve thousand animals were 
killed on the way northwards. ‘Three out of five of these were gravid 
females. They were hurrying to the islands to deliver their young 
when they were caught. 

One need not pursue all the issues raised up by considerations 
such as these, and it is almost an insult to the reader's intelligence to 
point out to him that this burning of the candle at both ends—this 
cutting off of the future as well as the present supply under circum- 
stances peculiarly revolting—is bound to make a difference in the 
total of the herd. The Pribyloff seals now do not exceed 200,000 
all told, and four years ago, according to a careful estimate, there 
were more than double that number. The Canadians point 
triumphantly to the increase of the pelagic catch, in face of the 
restrictions, as proof that the herds are flourishing as they never 
flourished before. They quietly ignore the fact that it must be on 
the breeding islands that the diminution first shows itself, and that 
chances of killing are theirs in the Behring Sea which the Govrerm- 
ment will not permit on the islands. But for the fine haul of mother 
seals after the close time, the pelagic season of 1895 would have 
been perhaps the most disastrous in the history of the trade. Tn two 
or three years, provided the Americans do not, in the meantime, 
carry out their threat of killing all the seals on the islands, with the 
idea of ridding themselves once for all of their sealing troubles, the 
falling-off of the pelagic catch ought to convince all men concerned 
or interested that the breed is being exterminated, In the mind of 
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to the other side, has shown it to have failed largely of its 
nt purpose, They are at no pains to conceal their dissatis-. 
‘Thus in the report for 1895 of the Secretary of the Treasury 

d these remarks : 
‘The experience of the last two seasons, during which fur sealing 
ng was conducted under the Paris award regulations, must satisfy 

‘most sceptical that these regulations will not result in protecting 
the seal herd from undue destruction. While it is undoubtedly true 

~ that these regulations, by establishing a closed season during May, 
June, and July, have somewhat retarded the destruction, yet the 
official figures of the catch justify the conclusion that, under their 
‘operation, the fur seals of the American herd will be exterminated 
commercially within a few years.” 

It will be remembered that the American advocates at Paris 
insisted strenuously that the only practical regulation would be one 
(ae pelagic sealing north of the thirty-fifth degree of latitude. 

This, however, would mean the virtual extermination of the pelagic 
sealers themselves, for the animals rarely go as far south as this ; anda 
regulation to this effect would resultin a monopoly to the Americans 
‘on the one side and to the Russians on the other. It was decided 
that the Paris regulations should be submitted to a new examination 
‘every five years. On this basis the next meeting of representatives 
will take place in 1898, unless there be an extraordinary call in the 
meantime, and it is a question whether a rearrangement in that 
year will not come too late, But assuming that it will not, some 
radical changes will have to be made at the next meeting ; and 
(among other departures) it will be necessary either to exclude the 
Pelagic sealers altogether from the Behring Sea, or to extend the close: 
time and enlarge the limit, for it has been clearly demonstrated that 
a sixty-mile radius is totally inadequate to protect the females, and, 
consequently, their young. 
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killing been unrestricted. 

‘The regulations now in force are very strict. 
ever may be killed, the killable class consisting 


which congregate on the “ hauling” grounds, and m 
approaching the breeding grounds by the ferocity of 
who are sufficiently numerous for all purposes, ‘Thee is r 


ance of the feeding seals, and not a single firearm is permitted to be 
‘used between the day on which the first seal arrives and ‘on 
which the last seal departs. Government agents 

The natives, who are the only individuals who dive or handle the 
seals, start out between two and six o'clock in the morning and drive 
inland a small herd of bachelors. They move slowly enough—a 
mile in three hours—to prevent the animals from becoming aver 
heated and their fur from becoming spoilt. On the killing grounds 
they divide the seals, which are very docile beasts, into groups—ow, a§ 
their phrase is, “ pods"—of twenty or thirty, select agiven numberof 
three or four year animals, and kill them with clubs. The remainder 
wander back to the water again. A bachelor seal invariably returns 
to the hauling ground he came from, and that particular ground is 
left unmolested for seven or eight days in order that he may re- 
cuperate. After the skins have been removed, the Government 
agent counts them. They are salted and packed in “kenches” 
in the salt houses near by, and the natives eat some portion of the 
flesh, and leave the remainder to rot, They are tremendous eaters 
of seal-meat, but obviously the three hundred who inhabit the two 








‘Strange to say, there ix never any outbreak of 

natives, who for the rest are looked after by the 

uns as they never were by the Russians, When the former 
y found these Aleuts wretchedly destitute. They lived in 


ranean huts built of turf and such pieces of driftwood and 

as had been washed up on the beach, The Russian 

‘Company supplied them with next to nothing, and they sub- 

‘almost entirely upon seal-meat. There being no natural fuel 

‘on the islands, they kept themselves warm by crowding 

in their turf houses and by covering themselves with the 

‘that grow on the higher reaches. The lease tothe Alaska Com- 

ial Company stipulated for the annual supply by the Company 

inhabitants of St. Paul and St. George of 25,000 dried salmon, 

cords of wood, and a sufficient quantity of salt and preserved 

for the maintenance of a school on each island during at 

eight months of the year ; and for the exclusion of all distilled 

jane spirituous liquors from the trade with the natives. These 

conditions were faithfully carried out. More than that, the Com- 

"pany provided decent wooden houses rent and repair free ; erected 

j established stores at which goods were sold about as 

cheaply as they could be procured in San Francisco ; provided 

_ medical attendance and medicines gratis, and even founded and 

“maintained a savings bank. Under the new lease, eighty tons of 

by coal have been substituted for the sixty cords of wood; the Secretary of 

the Treasury decides what shall be the quantity of provisions dis- 

‘tributed gratuitously every year; and in addition to the existing 

obligations, the Company is compelled to make provision for the 
ick and the aged and for widows and children. 

‘The hunters have a fixed nomenclature to designate the several 
motions and attitudes of the seals in the water. When an animal 
‘is “ fining” it is lying on its back gently moving its flippers ; when 
“ breeching” it is leaping out of the water as a dolphin does ; when 
“travelling” or “feeding” it is moving along at a good rate. A 
sleeping" seal, again, lies on its back on the surface with only its 
“nose and the tips of its hind flippers protruding above the waves. 
“Rolling " is an equally expressive phrase ; it is applied to an animal 
that is lazily engaged in rolling over upon the surface of the water, 
In any one of these positions the seal offers a fair mark for the 
Winchester rifle or the shot gun (loaded with buckshot) of the white 





its way to the Pribyloff or the Commander Is 
in the season than had been its original intention. 
limping animals are always to be seen on the tlands a 
is constantly being picked out of the hides of the 
the Company. Should the seal be killed it sinks, 
which despatched it has becn fired from adistance of f 
more the carcass has probably disappeared beyond the 
gaff long before the boat reaches the spot, No boat gocs out) 
a gaff six feet long; but distance from the seal, the skill 
basis in marking the exact place, and the condition and. i 
water are all elements which count in the recovery or the loss of # 
animal. There is no superfluity of sentiment about the hunter. He 
cannot tell the sex of the creature that bobs up suddenly out of the 
water. If he could it would make no difference to him, Female ce 
male, his business is to capture as many as he can in the time at his 
For his outlay is heavy; the expenses of the trip are 
whether his catch be large or small; and he reckons 
there is no room for mercy—if such a thought ever enters his head at 
all—with so many other fellows further on to snap up what he allows 
to pass, and with such heavy drawbacks upon his profits. Be he 
Canadian or be he American, he has nothing but abuse for the regula- 
tions which compel him to respect the close season, and to stop out 
side the sixty-mile zone after he has been allowed to pass Unalaska 
‘on the way north, We suppose heis not to be blamed for pursuing 
his advantages. He is acting within his rights, and should be choose 
to go beyond them he takes the risk of the confiscation of his cateh 
and even his vessel, What is wanted in the interests of the seals is 
a partial withdrawal of these rights. 








of gid rly Gb badd see A eee SERGE 
against Great Britain. Tt was clearly the intention of 
that in the Behring Sea no risks from the carrying 
s should be taken. The pelagic sealers being the men 
the only effectual way to prevent thom from using their 
is by sealing them up during the time they are in the waters 
‘the employment of such weapons is prohibited. In as 
o Governments agreed that all vessels before entering the 
Sea should have their arms under seal. As the number 





Salised to renew the agreement, on the ground that it had 
t in practice worked for the protection of British scalers, There 
ing in the world to prevent the sealers who have come 
after killing as many seals as they can on the eastern or 
estern sides of the ocean (only aclever expert can tell an Asiatic 
from an Alaska skin), from using their guns from August onwards in 
the Behring Sea, provided the revenue cutters are not about, and 
detection by swearing that the skins found in their holds 
were all shot in the open occan, The opportunities are numerous 
and tempting. There are only seven yessels—six American and one 
English—to patrol the waters surrounding the islands. To be sure, 
the detection of only four law-breakers out of three hundred and 
twenty-cight examinations made last season by the American revenue 
cutters seems to tell in favour of the honesty of the pelagic sealers’ 
| methods ; but you cannot argue on this basis. Nature herself is in 
~Yeague with the men on the schooners ; for, though the perpetual 
fogs, mists, and drizzling rains screen the revenue cutters from the 
i of the marauders, the latter are twelve times more numerous, 
and, while the thick weather screens them as well, it also deadens 
the report of their guns. One does not care to say that guns are 
generally in use in the Behring Sea, but it is indubitable that they 
sometimes are ; and the absence of any adequate restriction—the 
absence of any restriction whatever save the honour of the sealers, 
which may or may not be sufficient—affords an opportunity for very 
natural grumbling on the part of the Americans, and for unpleasant 
‘observations bearing upon British selfishness and unfaimess, 
The American dissatisfaction on this score, and more especially 
‘on the score of the inadequacy of the regulations for the protection 
of the seals, is reflected in a Bill which is now awaiting the con- 
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sell the skins to the best advantage, 
effectual solution of the whole diffic 


inference is that the majority of the legislators would 

the goose that lays the golden egg dion nti des 2 
die at all. ‘By killing off the seals in a fit of pique, the Americans 
would lose much and gain nothing in return. But, tho 

entered into a specific agreement in order to give the Paris requla- 
tions a thorough trial, they are entitled to secure a modification of 
that agreement before the expiry of five years if they can show good 
cause. 

A dispassionate view of the two years operation of the regula 
tions shows that they have operated to the advantage of the pelagic 
sealers, and to the disadvantage of the rookeries, which are bee 
depleted at a phenomenal rate. If it is—and surely it is—worth 
while saving the race from destruction, then the one rational con 
clusion is that something should be done promptly to save it. Tis 
matter for rejoicing that our Government has decided to despateh a 
party of naturalists to the Behring Sea to study the question. 





M. REES DAVIES, 
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GUESSES AT SHAKESPEARE, 


J T would need an imagination and a dramatic power almost equal 

to those of Shakespeare himself to enable us to sammon up and 
to depict for the delight of fancy a vital image of the supreme poet 
as he lived and moved and had his being. Nevertheless, one is 
moved to essay to picture him to our thought as he appeared to 
and talked with his contemporary friends and associates, These 
included nobles—notably Southampton—poets, wits, gallants, and 
players—all that was of most mark, in his great day, in the world of 
thought, of the drama, of imagination, or of chivalry. These distin 
guished men of the olden time cannot come to us, and we find it 
very difficult to go to them; but we cannot resist the delight of 
trying to get a hint and a glimpse of Shakespeare and his friends, 
‘Men disappear, and are no more seen; but their works do follow 
them ; though it is not without the sense of tears in human things 
‘that we yearn so ardently, if so imperfectly, to realise them to that 
‘mental vision which is of imagination all compact. Generous, gifted, 
graceful were some of Shakespeare's friends and fellows; but he 
must also have been surrounded by masses of mediocrity, by men 
who, while delighted to see and speak with a great celebrity, were 
liable to mistake, and even to be angered by, a man so much higher 
than they themselves were ; by a man who so loftily outsoared the 
shadow of their night. Envy, hatred, and malice must havealternated 
round Shakespeare with reverence and with love. 

He would answer many things asked him by such men doubt- 
fully, and perhaps merely with an inscrutable smile ; for he knew, as 
perhaps no other man did, what was in man, No man—can there 
be euch another?—who even remotely approached Shakespeare in 
mental magnitude has left so small and so unclear a record of him- 
self, of his ways and speech ; and this significant fact, which of itself 
explains so much, adds to the difficulty of trying tosee him. He 
would never ‘ push” or advertise himself, and would resort to none 
of the tricks and arts which gain popularity or widen notoriety. The 
contemporary who, blessed with a chance of meeting him, should try 
to see into him, must have had a seeing eye ; for Shakespeare would 

ea 





‘extraordinary genius. Men of higher mark alone could. partly dis- 


would be mre and few. Shakespeare was born to live much alone, 
and, perhaps, to live most completely in the lonely sessions of sweet, 
silent thought ; and yet he would be genial to almost all other men, 
as knowing what was in them, and comprehending even with sym- 
pathy the designs of the Creator in producing the commonplace in 
‘man, TI should think that Shakespeare would produce less general 
impression of high wisdom than would Goethe, Genial and loving 
‘Shakespeare would always be, but he would be, compulsorily, enigma- 
tically secretive about those thoughts and imaginings which so very 
few could even dimly understand. As we think of those wit combats, 
those lyric feasts, those “clusters” that made men nobly wild, not 
mad, which were held at the Sun, the Dog, the Triple Tun, 
where there were frolic wit and frolic wine, we like to try to hear 
Shakespeare's voice, to note his manner, to imagine the expres- 
sion of his face, and the it shining in those meaning eyes; 
and we strain eager ears to catch a word of the wild wit, the high 
wisdom, and the glorious fantasy that sparkled and that shone in 
that rare assemblage of poets, gallants, and wits, Alas! their sayings, 
‘Songs, and mocks were transitory, were unrecorded, and are not now, 
by any cunning of man, recoverable. Jonson would be more 
cumbrous, learned, loud, dogmatic, and, therefore, more popular; 
but Shakespeare, with all his powers excited by attrition, and stimu- 
lated by a wit combat to the glorious fulness of his superhuman gift 
of expression, must have been inspired to become the crown o’ the 
world for glowing speech and wondrous poetry. There are but few 
thinkers in the world, and Shakespeare would have had a smaller 
number of competent critics and sympathetic hearers than would 
rare Ben Jonson; but, oh that some stenographer had been 
appointed by Prospero or Oberon to take down and to fitly record 
the sayings of Shakespeare, and of the men of whom such a 
| meeting was composed! Of all the great things that the world has 

lost, surely this thing was amongst the very greatest! We know the 
| sort of room in which they would have sat in any one of their 

tayerns—they seem to have changed their locality pretty often—and 

we know the costume that they wore, and the portraits of many of 

the poets ; though we have so inefficient a living effigy of the greatest 

‘man that led the combats there. At such a revel of wit and poesy 

the thought-freighted brow of Shakespeare would lift its load, and 

the unfathomable eyes would brighten and would deepen in their 

light. We know too little of those tavem revels ; but the pregnant 
































birthplace in which he began, in which he finished 
short life in Time; but we can never’ 


of straining insight. In any case, we cannot spend ‘half am hod 
unpleasantly or unprofitably in thas endeavouring to guess at som 
of the facts in the complex but enchanting personality of our ow 
English Shakespeare, 
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THE FISHWIFE OF LE CONQUET,. 


N the wild shore the treacherous ocean casts 
‘The spoil its cruel waves have slain and marred— 
Beauty and bright life changed to hideous death, 
‘The soft, sweet loveliness of childhood made 
A ghastly thing that, on the jagged rocks 
Relentless flung, is lying bruised and rent 
Beyond a mother's love and recognition 
Ina strange land. Yet sce! one stoopeth down, 
A fisherwife, who, long, sad years ago, 
Laid her own litle one in his green grave, 
And gathers to her bosom tenderly 
That stranger's child, slain by the Breton sca, 
‘To her poor cottage, held in loving arms, 
She bears the piteous burden. While her tears 
Fall thick and fast, she seeks her treasure-chest, 
And from its wrappings takes a tiny frock 
Broidered with silk, the same her dead child wore ; 
With loving, reverent hands in this dear robe 
She clad that poor drowned babe, who now shall lie, 
Wound in love's very winding-sheet, at rest, 
More honoured than a King who lies in state. 
O touch of nature! O true mother’s heart, 
‘That even in this icy, i 
Bids us despair not ; for sweet charity, 
Beloved of God, lives yet, and speaks Him near. 





1SA J. POSTOATE. 
Fume 24, 1896. 
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me.” These edifying words were written May 31, 1669, and 
ys lived until 1703. With them there passes away from my ken 
‘most inscrutable character it has been my fortune to mect, the 
"Measantest, wickedest, and most veracious of chroniclers, the most 
“Wertine of companions. Mr. Wheatley, as in duty bound, defends 
‘As hero from the charges I bring against him. To me, however, 
is an irreclaimable debauchee, sufficiently 80 to be conspicuous 
/* an the licentious and roystering Court of the second Charles. His 
has found him out in his tricks, and rules him with a rod ef 
‘Exon. He is, however, always plotting to escape from her observa- 
| Sion, and planning new infidelities, It is true that he repents, and 
‘rays half-heartedly for strength. His mood does not, however, 
“Last, and his petitions recall those of Charles Wesley, who in his youth 
‘said, “Lord, convert me, but not just now.” Bad as he is, he escapes 
our entire condemnation, and as we see him meditating over future 
-wickednesses, our chief regret is that we shall know nothing about 
them. In its present shape Pepys’ diary is one of the best hundred 
books. It is more, to the right reader it is one of the best ten, 









Misconpuct or CuaRtes Lams. 


Y recreation of late has consisted in dipping into the letters of 
Keats, which I find a source of perennial delight, Out of 
Keats'scorrespondence one gets a measure of gratification kindred with 
that one finds in Boswell’s “' Johnson." I love to read of Keats's 
friends and intimates, the Hazlitts, Haydons, Hunts, Shelleys, Ditkes, 
and Reynoldses, that made his world. Sometimes, however, onccomes 
upon things concerning these men and others that rub one up the 
wrong way. I was prepared to hear of “ructions” between the 
irritable race of bards and the even more irritable race of painters. 
Not wholly unprepared, even, was I to hear Keats say: “I am 
sorry that Wordsworth has left a bad impression wherever he 
visited in town by his egotism, vanity, and bigotry,” and am but 
half consoled by Keats’s assurance, “ Yet he is a great poet, if not 
a philosopher.” I know, moreover, that Lamb's potations were 
sometimes injudicious, I am really sorry, however, to come across 
an instance of abominable rudeness. “There were at Haydon’s,” 
says Keats, “Wordsworth, Lamb, Monkhouse, Landscer, Kingston, 
and your humble servant. Lamb got tipsy, and blew up Kingston, 
proceeding so far as to take the candle across the room, hold it to 
his face, and show us what a soft fellow he was.” . Is not that like a 
Passage from Pepys? 
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"S regaling themselves with a so-called combat between a bull and a 

Bruin, a fine animal, had been led into the middle of the ring 
with a chain about thirty feet in length, the other extremity of which 
“Baad been pegged down, when the bull was quickly introduced, and 
“SSushed foaming on the unfortunate beast. A hot encounter ensued. 
(While the bull drove its horns into its adversary’s side, the bear, 
| 





| sSrect on its hind legs, biti in the neck and ears with such effect as 
“Sompletely to intimidate its opponent, which slunk away until it was 
| ‘ricked on by the toreador, when it returned to the charge, only to be 
aay ‘Two other bulls were afterwards successively sent 
‘Ento action with a like result, but the life of the victorious bear was 
not to be spared, and it was despatched in the presence of a noisy 
|) SStowd with two shots fired by the professional tamer who had sold 
it for the fight. Among the latest French adherents of the bull: 
fight is Madame Bernhardt. Verily the strain of the cadofine will 
assert itself.” 


i ‘Tue Laresr DeveLorment or Crvetry in Fraxce: 


DO not know whether the proceedings chronicled above are 
more bloodthirsty, abject, or cowardly, God knows, I am no 
supporter of sport, the very name of which is abhorrent to me, I 
have some respect, however, for the so-called sportsmanlike instinct 
which allows, except in the case of vermin, the animal that has made 
a good fight to get off with its life, In France itself fear is expressed 
lest the people should fall as low as the Romans of the Later Empire, 
and whether conflicts of gladiators may not yet be re-established, 
Having no gift of prophecy, I will not answer the query propounded. 
LT will say, however, that in some respects the dégringolade is already 
accomplished, and the modern crowd at Nismes, Beaucaire, and 
other sunniest spots in Southern France is more brutal than the late 
Roman. Among the Romans pity for the vanquished was unknown, 
but admiration for brave deeds was at least expressed. I know of 
nothing among nations so-called civilised quite so base and brutal 
as the slaughter by bullets of the poor beast, “butchered to make 
a (worse than) Roman holiday.” On the other side of the Rhine, 
meanwhile, stands the German Emperor, watching with saturnine 
serenity the demorilisation and disintegration of what once was the 
fair land of France. 


Leapers or tur “Terror.” 


ECORDS of cruelty and of internecine slaughter are notconfined 
to the South in France, and there are some Central and 
Northern cities with a record as bad as that from which no Southern. 





a 
in huge letters, pap Ordre SUPE reup. 
ed to Accept the Piece, and, i 00d. 
bumouredly the actors by their name, bade them be of One of, 
échevins sent for the troops. Tyo hundrea 


ari The 

of these. TEMONStrated Against their employment AeRinst the townsfolk, 

and left the entire responsibility with the cchevig, who Rave the order 

bri ience to dead or alive, After firing 
we unarmed men, the soldiers ‘cha with 

« theatre was deluged with Dloog, 4 harrowing Picture 

is presented by Desforges, theactor in estion, and also 8 volumi 

i “Annot ha; it 


lramatist, IrOW my. Teaders with an *¢Count Of the 
terrible scen itnessed, have, moreover, ng Moral to diay 
yond that a ly sufi iently enforced, that with these Latin maces 
SPocity and by), Ways near at hand, and that the duty 
of a Goy enlightened by experience ig to avoid PPortunitios 
of calling wh, Southern nature into Play, 
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4 NORTHUMBRIAN SKETCH OP THIRTY YEARS AGO, 


By Isapetta WEDDLE. 


= Y bairn, I fecl kind o’ troubled like, for the preacher body 

he kept tellin’ us we maun gan’ into wor closets to pray, 
“nd wors is that small and that full o! taties nacbody could manage it 
ony gait," and Betty Best sighed as she stretched her poor old feet 
in front of the fire that Sunday afternoon, and looked wistfully 
towards her gaunt middle-aged daughter, appealing for a little light 
on her problem. 

The latter was standing at the plain deal table, putting paper 
covers on some half.dozen jam-pots, and did not answer immediately, 
for Jane's fingers were coarsened by field-work, and her task was in 
her eyes a delicate one, 

Poar as they were, she had managed to make “a boilin” of that 
delicious apple jelly which can alone be made from the wild crab, or 
“crab” as it is locally called, and proud she was of its garnetlike 
clearness. 

As she pressed down the last cover, however, she spoke: "1 
dinentken aught about closets, though maybe’s the Lord will hearus ; 
whether or no, I mind I did ask Him to send us a good crop when 
I was plantin’ them taties, and sure enough never had we the likes 
‘on’t ; but I dee like to see yon man get into the pulpit; he always has 
that nicean’ white a shirt breast, and his coat is that fine and black and 
shiny, it looks gac fittin’, and eh, but he does thump the good book 
fair wonderful,” and with this exposition of her views of preaching 
Jane returned to her task 
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tz ze Bove deep as that of sex, tender and self-denying as that 
ver Brood itself. 

S@xace the day when, a girl of eight, her baby brother had 
nea Ther to hold and to nurse, “ Wor Dan” had meant all the 
Jane 
© Bonny child he had been—sturdy and strong, and “wilful 

>in should be,” anda heavy weight for poor underfed 
2 Env his petticoat days, when, their mother working in the 

x et le girl had to be nurse and housekeeper and cook, and 
<== to the ficld-workers, with the chubby youngster astride 
<= slung ina shaw! so as to leave her hands free for basin 
SKet. 
a= td she was of him, too, so proud she forgot his weight, 
—_ bat he hurt her when his hard little fists beat her 
Sa feagged at her hair, as he cried, “Jenny do faster—Dan 
>= ** and the tired willing steed tried to tot forthwith, 
<== =© man now, and a strong, good-looking chap, too ; and 
BE Sel not been in a hurry about it, he was doing a bit of 
®& — Bess own account atlast, and Jane had his supper to keep 
© <= the milkmaid at the farm took longer to fill her cans 
Bees she was wont to do, and the old mother by the ingle 
= Eerself that “Dan should hae more sense than let his 
=—— —  spoil for all the lasses that ever were made,” and that 
Sr = 2 2d comeo' such a fly-by-the-sky as Sally was like to be.” 
SO re on and winter came, and a terribly severe one it 
SEB? heavily very early, and lay for weeks on the outlying 

ES. grew scarce for man and beast, and it was difficult 
SS Plies in the blocked condition of the roads. 
== Ao field-work proper, but Jane had to help in fodder- 
SS 22 cl herding the sheep, and many a weary plunge she 
= — 2204s of hay or aprons full of cut turnips, while her 
b= SZ Breer fingers grew benumbed. 

Pe © was yet to come. Dan the stalwart, Dan the 

~~ @Be man-body,” took cold. How, no one knew, and 

SS 5g for breath and groaning as the sharp cutting pain 
— through his body. 

Sa orth baby Stl in the big, strong man, and he 

= Suffering, and as night fell the pain grew worse, 

SS <<cical man lived seven miles away, and the roads 

Je, while telegraph-wires were thingsas far removed. 

a _ ours at the farm, and the lights were all out, and 

aes =,” might dic before the morning. 


ear 








far off the sky seemed, and how big the dark, | 
that told of more snow yet to come. Did 
and would Dan—her Dan—have to go all the way 
himself? And would God ken who he was, and not be 
for he'd never had much schoolin'? And may-be Dan 





God was, in Jane’s mind, not so very unlike the “priest,” only 
jigger and older; and, in her heart, she thought, kinder, for “He 


is + good of Him, secin' He'd such a lot o” things to mind, and sae 

folks speakin' to Him that could make ‘grand prayers. 

Would He happen to listen if she asked Him to spare 

an? 

“One moment she knelt beneath the stars in the piercing cold, 

a d all her soul went out ina cry for help to the Power she knew 
Tittle, but yet felt was good. 

aad ‘Then, a little more hopeful, a little stronger even, as it seemed, 

in body, she went on her way. 

Tt was slow work at’best, and the drifted snow was toilsome ; the 

“woman's breath came in short, hard gasps at times, and there was a 

sound in her ears like chutch-bells far away, and she wondered 

what it meant. 

‘Once or twice she staggered, but never for one moment thought 

of relinquishing her purpose. 
At last she reached the village and roused the man she sought, 

“T's Dan—wor Dan—ye maun come, for he's gae bad,” she sobbed, 
and Ieaned against the door-post as she spoke; and the doctor, 

weary though he was, looked once into the woman’s face and knew 
it was no light case that had brought her there. 

. “Poor soul—poor soul; sit down a bit and rest. You are not 

fit to walk back,” he said. But Jane had done her work and turned 
to 

ites fen vide your mare, doctor ; she'll travel faster wantin’ the gig, 

for the snow's gae thick in places and barely passable,” and the wis- 
dom of her counsel stopped his offer of a scat by his side. 

Back into the night the woman went, and the darkness was 

| deeper, and the cold more pitiless. No sound, no human footsteps, 

only by-and-by the doctor passed her on his horse, and spoke a 

kindly word, but did not wait her reply, and, indeed, she bad no 

to answer, 





























THE THREE ABBEYS OF 
LEYSTONE, 


WO miles south of what is left of Dunwich, the high ground 
falls abruptly into a level of marshes. This high ground— 
andy cliffs to the seaward—is the remaining root of a tongue of 
‘high land which once stretched out to sea from the shore of 
£. Ik, and on which stcod of old a greatcity—Dunmoc. Rivers 
then washed both sides of the promontory; on the north side the 
‘Blyth, which formed the old haven, and on the south the estuary of 
a lesser stream, the Myssemeare. Now, what changes, wrought by 
but a few centuries! Of the promontory not a vestige is left; miles 
of high land and the fenced city upon it! have perished utterly, 
“devoured by the surges of the sea." One looks in vain for even the 
rivers; the Blyth has broken out a new mouth farther north; the 
lesser stream is a narrow draining canal, and what was its estuary is 
now the marshy level wehave seen, Some ancient names only survive, 
‘There were in old Dunmoc a parish of Myssemeare, a Myssemeare 
Street, a Myssemeare Row ; they have been washed away, with other 
parishes, and other streets, and other rows; but the stream which 
feeds the draining canal is yet called the Minsmere, and from the 
writer's house he looks across Minsmere level out to a bay of the 
North Sea, which on the charts is Mismere Haven still. 
From the Minsmere level, near the middle of it, rises in gentle 
slopes one conspicuous field—the only ficld where wheat will grow, 
and which at harvest-time shows as a yellow isle in the expanse of 
green ; and on the highest ground of this small oasis stand the four 
ruined walls of what was once a church, 
Tt is even now a desolate spot : the grim grey sea beating upon 
“On the one side not watergitt, Dunmoc was defended by a deep ditch, 
inside the ditch » great rampart, and on the top of the rampart a high stockade ; 
‘the only approaches ‘* howsed over and strongly gated.” So formidable were the 
defences that, as a sixteenth century MS. reeords, when! Robert Earl of 
Leister, which took parte with Henry the sonne of Henry IL., came to the 


said towne . . . it was a terror and feare unto him to behold it, and so he 
‘retired, both he and his people.” 






















ents, where six “ornaments of the land” were reared during 
years within a twelve miles radius, Ranulf, moreover, had heard 


tive stock of that “father of monks," St. Benedict. ‘Their 

St. Norbert, Archbishop of Magdeburg,' had, at Prémontre,? 

and carried farther Benedict’s “small beginnings" of 

¢ discipline, His monks kept perpetual Lent, almost per- 

silence ; they prayed and they laboured, so far as mortals 

night, without ceasing ; they were paupers and recluses ; they lived 

slave-like subjection to their superior, shrinking not from the 

ge at his reverend hands, And for menof that holy rule Glanvil 
deemed the island in the Myssemeare a fitting dwelling-place. 
‘Phe rude rubble-built church and a few cells and offices of, may- 

_ be, rough timber and cla; daubing, had no doubt been roofed in 

before winter ; but not till spring-time would the recluses have taken 

-possession—the spring it was of 1182; and they, it is likely, chose 

_ the day of their own patron, the blessed St. Mary, for the ceremony, 

Looking out now from the grey old ruin, it all seems to come 

back to one: one hears the distant chant of ltanies and the 

regular beat of oars; and from venerable Dunmoc, city of King 

_ Sigberht, who changed his crown for the tonsure,? of St. Felix* 

the great apostle of the East Angles, of St. Humbert who 

crowned the martyr King Edmund and died with him, one sees at 











‘Where the writer would recommend tourists to visit the interesting 
‘Romanesque church and convent which St. Norbert founded, and which even 
Tilly spared. 
~ ® This place's name is said to be derived from ¥atum monstratunt, a meadow 
in the forest of Coucy, pointed out to”St. Norbert in a dream as a site where- 
‘upon he might build a house for his new order. Hence, perhaps, the 9" in the 
ordinary spelling, Premonstratensinn. 

* Bede describes King Sigberht as a most Christian and learned man,” and 
‘adds that he “became 10 great a lover of the heavenly Kingdom that, quitting 
the affairs of his crown . . . he went himself into a monastery which he had 
Quilt; and, being shorn, applied himself rather to gain a heavenly throne.” 
Persuaded to quit his retirement and again to lead an army, he would cany 
nothing in-his hand but a wand. Ie was killed by the Tayans—Stevens’s 
‘Translation, pp. 162 and 224. 

4 Sigherht's endesvoues to Christianise Kast Anglia were much favoured 
Ly the Bishop Felix, who, coming to Honoris, the archbishop, from the parts of 
‘Burgundy where he had been born and ordained . . . he sent him to preach the 
word of life to the aforesid nation of the ‘Angles. Nor were good wishes 
in vain, for the pious husbandman reaped much tht De ef beng feople 
delivering all that province, answerably to the signification of bis name, Torn 
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of free warren—have been of much service to the early 
ots. Both their strict rule and canon law forbade hunting, and 
delicate cates as the flesh of beasts and fowls of warren—hares, 
Pheasants, partridges—they would not have suffered, even to 
guests, in their austere kitchen. 

‘Ten years after their foundation the monastic hive had grown 
ong enough to send out a first swarm ; for when de Glanyil’'s son- 

, William de Auberville, founded a Premontratensian house at 

‘Langdon, in Kent, it was colonised from Leystone, 

It would scem, however, that the monks’ revenues, after pro- 

‘needful bread! for their own sustenance, did not suffice for 

duties of charity and hospitality ; for we find that Glanvil had to 
rsuade his black canons of Butley Priory to make over the tithes 
! advowson of the parish church of Leystone to the white canons 
| Leystone Abbey. 
Not that our monks' needs were extravagant, for as well to 
a@ religious of this order as to a Benedictine monk might be 
lied the eloquent words of Newman: “He formed no plans, 
he had no cares, the ravens of his father Benedict were ever 
at his side; he went forth in his youth to his work and to his 
labour until the evening; if he lived a day longer he did a day's 
‘work more ; whether he lived many days or few, he laboured on 
to the end of them ; he had no wish to see farther in advance of 
his journey than where he was to make his next stage; he 
ploughed and sowed, he prayed and meditated, he studied, he wrote, 
he taught—and then he died and went to heaven.” 

‘So primitive were the virtues, so holy and self-denying the lives, 
we shall not err in believing of the original monks of Leystone ; but 
could frail humanity long endure the strain? As “fatness and 
fleeces” blessed their good husbandry, and as manors, churches, lands, 
tithes, and oblations flowed in on them, the proverbial truth appeared. 
“Crescit amor nummi quantum ipsa pecunia crescit ;" our professors 
of poverty grew covetous, and then decadence inevitably set in, No 
longer climbing heavenwards by arduous steps, prayer, poverty, 
silence ; no longer humbly serving each other, and earning their living 
by their own hands, they gave the rein to indolence and luxury, ‘Their 
















austere house of religion became a pleasant club, they were served by 
Jay brethren, and, no more “ pover cloysterers “ condemned “upon a 


"Nothing so delicate even as wheaten breal. They were probably content 
with bulmong, mestin, and dragel—mixtures of oats with tares or peas, oats with 
rye, and oats with barley respectively—which Mr. Gurnier tells us were the 
common kinds of bread eaten at that time by the common people. 





1313, there were the tolls to take of a weekly market 

and of a yearly fair which still is held in autumn-time on 

Groen. ‘And the abbots were called upon to take part | 
business just as country magnates are now. In 1340, for 

we find the Abbot of Leystone acting as assessor at Framfingham to 
value the ninth sheep and fleece and lamb granted by Parllament 
King Edward IIT. 

Nor did the canons longer mortify their inclination tr pean 
“many a deynte hors” had Dan Pers and Dan 

“whan they rood, men might their bridel heer, gyngle in 
whistlying wynd so cleer.” Rights of free waren over many 
parishes belonged to the Abbey ; and now the gay canons 

disport and “hunted the hare hardily," for they “loved venerye” 
Nor did they longer shrink from strictly enforcing thelr sporting 
rights, The first poacher, indeed, ever prosecuted by an 

subject was, I think, acertain man John, who, in the last year of the 
thirteenth century, was impleaded by the then Abbot of Leystene fer 
trespassing and driving off the hares from his manor. “Che monks 
seem to have forgiven him, however, for five years afterwards we 

1 The post of sacristan was one of trast, but how much more so that of 
camerarius! His duty it was to change the hay in his brethren's beds, and Bare 
their dormitory cleaned out (query on the ast March) once a year! And so him 
they looked to * make flea to tefraine” by steawing Wormwood, and 10 exorci 
that mocdurnum felitum aniual which Me. Norfolk Howard's name com 
memorates, Anda yet greater and more august officer was the “heygh selene." 
Ile kept the dys of the tiquor; and no man of a surety was deferred to 90 heartily 
as he. 

Tie Abbot had the privilege—like the Cistercian Abbot of = howe 
also on the Myssemeare, higher up the strcam—of selling farm prodecn 
and buying goods for his own needs, in the bugh of Ipswich, free of 
custom. 
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hear of John again as farming abbey lands in this adjoining parish,’ 
‘Theberton,! probably the present Grange Farm, 

All this while our canons’ abode was the island Abbey. The 
industry of early monks had vastly improved it. ‘They madea raised 
causey, which the writer has traced, across the mud from the south 
shore of the Myssemeare. Round their isle, too, they enclosed a 
strip of foreshore, encircled it with a sea wall yet existing, and, 

ing dry the enclosure, formed what Netherlanders call a 
“polder." Nature, moreover, had helped them, for as the tides each 
winter-time undermined the sandy headland to north of them, the 
light stuff was swept to southward and so formed a bar across the 
estuary. North of the isle, the scour of the river yet kept a mouth 
‘open ; but south of it, in the direct set of the tide, the bar became a 
shingly beach ; and then the monks pumped out the space between 
beach and causey and so gained another “ polder.” 

As, however, the monks rose in the world the horizon of their 
views extended. To ‘proud possessioners,” with rents from thirty 
parishes, what were a few poor acres of marsh land? ‘The lowly old 
church, too, how unworthy now of their opulence! And the mean 
cells, intended for poor ascetics, how unmeet to lodge my lords the 
eanons!# Contrasting the regal abbeys of St. Benet-at-Hulm and 
St. Edmund’s Bury, our monks thought scorn of their own humble 
house on the remote island. 

Then, on a day a lurid cloud hid the heavens, and a dread 
plague desolated the land—the terrible Black Death. Of every two 
human beings alive throughout East Anglia one died. ‘Two-thirds 
of all the parish priests of the Diocese of Norwich perished. A short 
respite, and England was again smitten by the angel of pestilence, 
Our monks looked out from their damp cells over the steaming 
swamps and fetid mud of the Myssemeare, and besought heaven 
for deliverance. And their prayers, it scemed, were answered ; for, 
just at that juncture, Robert, Earl of Suffolk, their then. patron, 
offered to build for them a new abbey. 

It is common observation that for the later-built convents the 
choicest sites were generally selected. Our canons had not far to 
seek ; no lack was there within their own manor of “healthful and 
pleasant situations for their scemly houses." A new abbey soon 
rose, two miles or so inland from the old fane, and near a road— 
which still exists—much travelled then by “seekers of hallows,’ 


\ Formerly spelt “Tibberton," which is said to mean (though I do not know 
{ts derivation) " Holy town.” 
14+ My lord monk."—Prologue to Aonl’s Tale. 









“wenten to Walsingham.” 
Of this second abbey no description mt ro 


third abbey succeeded it on the same site, and of this third abbey: 
is that the ruins are yet standing. During the building of this third 
abbey the monks again inhabited their original convent by the sex. 

How much the fire consumed of the second abbey is not cer 
tainly known, but it is hardly probable that solid masses of flint and 
mortar could have been utterly consumed. It is likely, in fact, that 
great part of the walls, and even some tracery of windows, withstood 
the flames ; for Decorated work, almost out of fashion at the date of 
the rebuilding—though indeed it may have been copied or restored— 
is traceable in the now existing ruins, 

‘That the third abbey was not Jess magnificent than the second is 
probable. Money would not have been wanting ; for donors were 
zealous, as Sir H. Spelman quaintly says, to offer, “like Abel, their 
best to God.” The grovnd plan was perhaps little altered. ‘The 
church now in ruins is 168 fect long—r6 feet longer than is Oxford 
Cathedral. The cast end yet remains, with fine flintowark, so charac 
teristic of the Suffolk churches, on its exterior ; and the opening of 
a grand east window, and the walls of the choir, and of both the 
choir aisles, and of the two transepts, are yet standing, ‘The nave i 
gone, South of where the nave was, walls yet enclose the ancient 
cloister garth ; and south of that again yet stand the walls, and the 
perfect west end pierced by a fine window, of a noble refectory, 
‘There is, besides, a great mass of ruin of what was probably a 
yaulted guest chamber, of the monastic offices, and the abbots’ 
lodgings ; and not far off, to the north-west, are more crumbling 
remains—ruins of the stabling and farm buildings which, patched ap 
now, are put to their old use by a modern farmer, 

A sadder sight by far than the older ruins is this desecrated abbey. 
Of Glanvil’s church—a humble fane but fifteen by seven of the 
writer's paces—only four rude-bu 
the reverend age of it and its pat 
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and marshes, are very impressive ; no false note jars upon one there. 
But here how different! In the midst of these ruins stands a smug 
modern farm-house ; the once noble and lofty church is now a 
bullock yard; in the refectory, where the monks met at meals, 
“their eyes on the table, their ears with the reader, their hearts with 
God,” bogs now wallow; and the once hallowed ground whereto 
holy men resorted to muse upon life's mysteries among their 
brethren’s graves, is profaned, even forgotten. 
‘Outles doc serike where the sweetest hymmes 
Lately wore songe 5 
‘Toades and serpents hold their dennes 
‘Where the palmers did throng. 

Sordid is the aspect of a once sacred place. Only kindly ivy covers, 
at all seasons, the nakedness of its desolation, and each recurring 
spring lights up the grey old walls with cornices of wall-flowers. 
There is now but one spot, one quict nook, wherein the ancient 
peace seems to linger, Shut in by the crumbling ruins is hidden a 
garden, where sweet herbs grow, and flowers bloom, and bees gather 
honey. It was the central cell of the convent, the old cloisters. 
Here brethren walked and catechised, and in their lighter moods, as 
Walter de Map said, “chattered together like parrots.” Here 
novices were taught the traditions of their community—how, when 
that wicked King, who “defiled even hell” when he went there, brought 
the Pope's interdict upon England, and church bells might not ring, 
priests might not minister, and corpses lay on the ground unburied, this 
house had the high privilege still to celebrate Mass in their conventual 
church ; how that they could freely elect their own abbots; and 
how that, during vacancies of the abbot’s office, no lord might touch 
their temporalities ; and how they were not liable for corrodies to 
any king’s servants or founders’ kin, nor for pensions to unbeneficed 
king’s chaplains, as were other convents, 

‘And the talk of the older monks, good gardeners and farmers as 
they were, would wander to horticulture and husbandry. Could 
not the art of growing other “sauce” than leeks, onions, broad beans, 
and cabbages—such toothsome ¢sculents, for example, as lettuces, 
spinach, carrots, beetroot, turnips, even rhubarb—be brought to 
England from the Continent? And, no doubt, the prices of farm 
produce, wool, corn, live and dead stock, would be duly descanted 
on, In 1390 wool had Leen low—its export being forbidden—three 
shillings two shillings, and even twenty-pence the stone, Of wheat 
the price jumped up and down amazingly. In 1435, for example, 
after a wet harvest it fetched famine prices: £1, at some markets 


week in our moncy) besides his food and drink, wi 
ale” indeed . . . “ne no pece of bakoun”; he 
flesch, or fische fryed or bake,” all of the b 
miner. - 
And for cloister debates there would be no lack of | 


exciting. Not the King's foreign wars, perhaps—the « 
scarcely heeded them till Agincourt resounded au 

but home questions of grave moment to even recluses ; a 

and the suppression of Lollardry. Even in these late mor 
there must have been a few earnest Christians who held 
teaching for truth, and loathed the yery name of the Statut 
Heretics, And again, monks there were, themselves of x 
age—serfs perhaps but for their tonsure—who felt their hearts blo 
for the folk on whose behalf John Ball “rang his bell and 

Again, the Wars of the Roses ; our monks would have friends in 
both camps, How exciting the news, as im the seesaw strife cach side. 
in tum came uppermost.? Later, again, when Caxton brought over 
his magic instrument, what a flutter in Monastic Seriptorial “We 
must root out printing or it will root us out ;" and they said sooth 
the printed books, as a flight of angels, winged through the world to 
conquer for Luther. 

Afterwards came a time when conyentual drones grew daily more ~ 
unpopular, Charges more grave than of mere laziness or even of 
mere luxury were preferred against them, and were not refuted, For 
some two hundred years visitation had succeeded visitation, but il 
doing increased rather than diminished. Moreover, the world coveted 
the wealth of the convents, so vast, and 80 useless, as it was now 
averred, to the nation ; and former suppressions in Henry V/s time 
were ominously spoken of; the air was full of mutterings, presaging 








Not that the Civil War niwch affected the material interests of the country. 
Bishop Fleetwood observes that in (he twenty years from 1440 te 1460 the price 
of wheat never rose higher than 8s, “notwithstanding swords were dew 
between York and Lancaster, which usally eat down corn as well as men.” 
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stormsto come. Shrewd abbots and priors saw the tempest brewing, 
and shortened sail before it burst. What good in nursing their 
incomes for future spoilers’ benefit? Rents were no object now; 
their policy was to get leases surrendered, and exact round sums down, 
by way of fine, upon each renewal. 

In 1528 a black cloud rose above the horizon. Wolsey procured 
abuil from Clement VIL for the suppression of some small neighbour 
houses—those at “Romboro” and "Bliborow" among them *— 
wherewith to endow his new colleges at Oxford and Ipswich ; thus 
proving, as old Fuller says, that those religious places were mortall 
which hitherto had flourished in a seeming destiny”; and thus, 
too, reminding Henry VIII. that, as “the Cardinal! might cat up 
lean convents, he himself might feed on the fatter ones without 
danger of a sacrilegious susfeit.” 

Soon it happened that the Abbey was visited by three rayal com- 
missioners, who, it was said, “knew the message they were sent on, 
and found water enough to drive the mill.” And then their report— 
the Black Book—was laid on the table of the Commons, whose ster 
¢ry—“ Down with them |”—must have made our threatened monks’ 
ears tingle. Close upon the report followed an Act of Parliament, that 
of 1536, which did more than threaten: it dissolved three hundred and 
seventy-six small religious houses! Not even the bishops now favoured 
the monks’ cause, From his place in Convocation Bishop Fisher of 
Rochester had, indeed, urged upon bis brethren that the spoliation of 
the lesser houses would teach the King the way to dissolve the greater; 
and, as was the quaint manner then, he had enforced his argument 
bya fable: “Anas,” he said, “ which wanted an handle, came upon a 
time unto a wood, making his moan to the great trees, that he 
wanted a handle to withal, and for that cause he was constrained 
to sit idle ; therefore he made it his request to them, that they would 
be pleased to grant him one of their small saplings within the wood, 
to make hima handle, who, mistr no guile, granted him one of 





















' There gh Priory, but the church fs one of 
the finest Perps Sulfolk, and the place “is momorble,” as 
Weever says, ‘for that Anna, King of the East Angles, together with his eldest 
ronne and heire-apparenl, Fermin 
fierce batiall tiy Penda, the Merck 











Ponda snone his houte with hymn he led, 
And on Anna came fyrst with mykle pride, 
Kynge of East Englonde whor- daughter Efe 
And slew him.” 





wed, 





Bede says that Anna was a man of great Mis bones, and those of his 
son, were removed to St, Edmund's Bary. 


YOR. CCLXXXE. NO. 199%. vA 





“if you grant the King the smaller 
him a handle whereby, at his own pleasure, 


Bishops, yet in the House of ‘Lords, all tha Gasope eat Raegeted 
contrariwise in favour of spoliation. One, Stokesley of London, 
seems to have remembered the parable, but it had ceased toinfluence 
him. “These lesser houses,” said be, “are as thorns, soon plucked 
up; the great abbeys are like putrified oaks, yet they must needs 
follow.” 

And so it came to pass. Four years later the greater abbeys did 
follow. Fourteen or fifteen monks (there had been more in better 
times) were turned into the cold out of Leystone Abbey. Painful 
were the last days of the community. Commissioners again came 
from the King, and seized for his Highness all the jewels, plate, and 
church ornaments, A heartless sale ensued of time-honoured and 
treasured belongings, and then the brethren were driven from their 
home, amid the jeers, or at best the indifference, of a coarse crowd, 
many of whom, may be, their alms had daily fed. 

No less than one thousand and twenty-one conyents were cleared 
of their inhabitants ; and how the poor deprived monks and nuns 
fared God only knows. ‘That many bad laid up for that ill day is 
probable, and gratefulold tenants may have sheltered a few ; for, what- 
ever had been the monks’ shortcomings, they had ever stood “between 
the poor man and the devil,” and “a good living under the crook” 
wasa proverb,! What little they had salyaged, however, could not, more 





‘ “There was no person," says. contemporary weiter (Cole MSs vol. ati,. 
The Fatt of Keligious Houses), “that came to them (the monks) heary or sd 
for any cause that went away comfurtess; they never rcvenged them of any 
injary, but were content to forgive it freely or wpon submission j and if the price 
of corn had begun to start up in the market, they made thereunto with waits Jonds 
of corm and sold it under the market 10 poor people, to the end te bata derwm 
the price thereof." ‘Those who lacked sced, corn, or bread went asa matter 
of course to the wionastery, and borrowed them till such time (after harvest, 

jonerally) that they could repay them. If a poor man's ox of horse died he 
ined another on casy credit from the monks If he required help to start 
him in a married life, he got it from the Abbey. ‘*Thus,”" adds the chrenfeler, 
hey fulfilled the works of ctarity in all the countyy roend about them! 
(Garnier, Anat: of the British Poasantey). 




















The Three Abbeys of Leystone. 45t 


than could hospitality, last for ever; and their pensions were pit- 
tances. They were, moreover, under disabilities compared with othee 
citizens, for the law did not cease to regard them as religious, and 
so incapable of inheriting land and of marriage. An Act of Parlin: 
ment, indeed, enabled them to purchase landed property, but it 
failed to provide them with purchase-money ; nor did it, as Lord 
‘Herbert said, “ make amends for their loss of maintenance.” 
So much for the canons of Glanvil’s foundation ; they are dis- 
abroad, their story is ended. But the fabric of their last home, 
the third Abbey of St. Mary, was left standing, and what has since 
‘become of it remains now to be related. 

‘The royal command was, in all cases, to “ pull down to the ground 
the walls of the churches, steeples, cloisters, frateries, dorters,! 
chapter-houses, and all other houses, saving those necessary for 
farmers”; and faithfully, too faithfully alas! was it obeyed. 
Abbeys throughout England were given to pillage ; and the mean 
folk gathered so greedily about their prey that so long as “door, 
window, iron, glass, or lead remained to be plundered, the raingeing 
rabblements of rascals” could hardly be driven away. As it was 
written of another abbey of East Anglia, “it would have made a 
heart of flint to melt" to see how “every person bent himself to 
filch and spoil what he could.” The bells were all pulled down, 
‘and then “what tearing up of lead, and plucking up of boards and 
throwing down of sparres!” One can see the spoilers tearing up 
“the seats in the choir, and melting the lead there withall, till 
‘all things of value were spoiled, carried away, and defaced to the 
uttermost.” 

Not much of either the abbey which Glanvil built or of this third 
abbey scems to have been thought “ necessary for farmers,” for little 
was preserved. The old house by the sea had been, before the 
suppression, deserted by the brethren"; indeed, the time-worn pile 
may then, after three hundred and fifty odd years of life, have lapsed 
into ruin, the later monks, no future before them, having perhaps 
grudged the cost of repairing it. All we know is that walls and roof 
enough were yet standing to shelter a hermit. ‘That holy man had 
ruled the Abbey of Leystone as its Abbot. Whether, foreseeing a 
crisis, he shrank from facing it, we cannot tell ; but there is evidence 
—the chronicle in MS. of Butley Priory—that (Englishing the 
Latin original) “in 1531 John Grene, of his own will relinquishing 


1 Common sleaping rooms. 
+ Not for long, however—at least, so the writer thinks—as legacies to the 
“1 old abbey” up to the year 1516 are vpon record. 
yur 


workes of 3 men to take down part of the 
bricks, £1. 85" “The lower part of the 


Jost and destroyed monastic books and manuscripts é. 

of old been accused of mutilating classical works, and, 

ment was dear, of erasing old Greek and h 

transcribe lives of saints on the vellum ; but the loss now 

more serious. Truc, Leland, by the King’s orders, “did conserve 
many good authors, the which otherwise had been lyke to have 
perished, to no small incommoditie of good letters” ; Sey 
it was,"as Strype laments, that, Leland’s care ni 

of the ancient manuscripts, histories, and writings of learned ae 
and Saxon authors were lost. Libraries were sold by mercenary men 
for anything they could get, in that confusion and devastation of 
religious houses.” Bale says 2 merchant bought two noble libraries 
for 4or., and used the books for waste paper ; and that many pur- 
chasers of “ superstitious mansions reserved of these, library books, 
some to serve their jakes, some to scour the candlesticks, and some 
to rub their boots. Some they sold to the grocer and soapseller, and 
some they sent over the sea to the bookbinders, notin small numbers, 
but at times whole ships full." Most of the title-deeds of the abbeys 


' There is likewise a tradition that, yenrs after the suppression, Grene was 
interred in the old burial garth between the marshes and the sea. Ills successor, 
Abbot Carleton, was the last Abbot of Leystone. He signed the deed of 
surrender, but, be it recorded to his credit, be seems to have been forced, not 
bribed, to commit that iniquity. The Prior of Glanvil’s other foundation at 
Lutley was made (the first and last) Suffragan Bishop of Ipswich but Carleton, 
in compensation for his urcat abbacy, was awarded only the poor pension of £20 
ayear. We hear of himas yet alive in 1553. 

= It is strange that, although brick-Luilding had long bees practeed in North 
Germany, and had attained a high degree of practical and artistic excellence —the 
gramd old gris at New Brandenburg, for <xample—ihe art (lost since Roman 
times) was not revived in England till the beginning of the fourteenth centary, 
and the use of English-made bricks was not general before the middle of the 
fifteenth century. 
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shared the same fate—"‘little by little by fraudulent means pilfered 
and sold away . . . records of revenues and rated particulars .. . 
‘stolne and lost by negligence, and some lent upon small gages, and 
so forgotten and not redelivered.” 

But, above all deplorable, is the national loss of the vast wealth 
‘of the abbeys, consecrated, as it all was, to religion and charity ; 
wealth which neither Wolsey, nor Latimer, nor yet Thomas Cromwell 
would ever have confiscated had it not been for that greedy tyrant 
‘Henry VIL, but would have applied, as nearly as might be, for 
‘the purposes to which it had been dedicated by the original donors, 

Would that we had done what was done in Germany at the 
Reformation. There, in all the Protestant States, were founded hos- 
pitals and universities ; the incomes of parish clergy were augmented, 
and country schools were assisted. Many convents were even pre- 
served as convents, only adapted to Protestant principles. Poor 
Lutheran ladies, successors of Catholic nuns, yet live in the ancient 
buildings, and are yet supported by the old endowments. One 
cannot look at our ruined cloisters, and remember the calm retreats 
at, for example, Liineburg, or Liibeck, or Malchow, without execrating 
that “advocate and kinsman of the poor" forsooth, Henry VIII. 

The estates of Leystone Abbey fell to the share of Charles Brandon, 
Duke of Suffolk, He was that despoiler of twenty monasteries on 
whom, it was said, fell the Papal curse fulminated against all those 
sacrilegious who said “ Let us possess by inheritance the sanctuaries 
of God.” An appalling anathema it was for human lips to have 
uttered : “May the torments of perpetual fire be their portion and 
inheritance, with Korah, Dathan, and Abiram, who went down living 
into hell fire ; with Judas and Pilate, Caiphas and Annas, Simon 
Magus and Nero, who are tormented for ever in torment without 
end. May they not dwell with Christ, neither with his Saints, nor 
have communion with them in celestial peace ; but dwell with the 
devil amid infernal torments, and perish for evermore, Cursed be 
they in the city. Cursed be they in the field. Cursed in the earth, 
Cursed in the island. Cursed be the fruit of their womb. Cursed 
their dwelling-place. Cursed their going out and entering in. 
Cursed be they wherever they may abide. May God send them 
hunger and thirst, chiding and reproof, and crush them in all their 





2 4 Whata terrible crime was the sequestration of all this wealth 1 No wonder 
that an increasing poor-rate bas hung round our necks ever since, interfering with 
oar agriculture and commerce, weighing us down in competition with foreign 
producers, 2 constant source of riots and strikes; the curse, in fact, of an 
‘unexpinted crime."—Garnier, Anma/s of the British Peatantry. 
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doings, until He finally root them out of the earth. May the 
heavens above their heads be as brass, and the earth beneath their 
feet as iron, May God strike them with imbecility, blindness, and 
madness ; and may they grope at mid-day as in the darkness of the 
night, and know not whither to direct their steps. May they suffer 
from calumny, and crucl and violent oppression, and find no 
deliverer. May their carcases be devoured by the fowls of the air and 
the beasts of the field ; and may no man give them sepulture. May 
a wicked man be set over them, and Satan stand at their right hand. 
May all these curses come upon them, following in their track till 
they overtake and seize them, and they perish utterly. Fiat! Fiat! 
Fiat 1” 

‘This Duke married four wives, and had many children. His two 
last surviving sons died in one day from the sweating sickness. 
His grand-daughter, Lady Jane Grey, with her husband, perished on 
the scaffold. In two generations his name was clean put out. 


H. Ms DOUGHTY. 
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HORACE IN ENGLISH. 


DMIRING at the fact that for two and a half centuries hardly 

a scholar or man of letters had lived in England who had not 
‘once or oftener in his life been moved to try his hand at a trans- 
lation from Horace, I was long ago inspired, in the days of 
enthusiastic youth, to compile an anthology of these fugitive efforts, 
Tt was not a bad book, nor an uninteresting, though I say it, and 
Tam an unprejudiced judge, for it brought me in nothing—my 
publisher, with unnecessary prolixity, being careful to demonstrate to 
me the exact number of pounds, shillings, and pence he had lost by 
the venture. There is very little originality among publishers, 
When Thomas Drant, Prebendary of St. Paul's, took his version of 
the “Epistles and Satires” to a printer in the year 1567, that astute 
person remarked, “though your boke be wyse and ful of learnyng, 
yet peradventure it wyl not be saleable ; signifying, indeed, that flim- 
flames and guegawes, be they never so sleight and slender, are sooner 
rapte up thenne those which be lettered and clarkly makings.” 
My publisher said much the same in other words. And I have no 
doubt whatever but that Dr. Drant’s printer was able, in his retum 
of the sales, to justify his preconceived opinion even as my friend 
was. The world, in Drant’s day, curiously enough, thought 
little of Horace. His popularity in England was still to make, and 
the learned Prebendary was well-nigh alone in his admiration. 
Indeed, Stanyhurst, the eccentric, whose translation of two books 
of the “ Eneid,” full ofthe slang of the Middle Ages, well earned for 
their author Southey’s compliment of “the common sewer of the 
language,” thought, like most of his contemporaries, that the “ most 
considerable” of the Latin poets were Virgil and Ovid, while 
Horace came in with Ennius among “the rabblement.” Here and 
there, however, in the collections of lyric poetry of the Elizabethan 
times, one may come across an unacknowledged version of an ode of 
Horace. In Tottel’s “ Miscellany " there is an anonymous rendering 
of Ode VII, Book TV, “ Diffugere nives,” in fourteen-syllabled verse : 


The winter with his griesly stormes ne tenger dare abide, 

The plosunte grasse, with lusty greene, the earthe hath newly die, 

‘The trees have leaves, ye bowes don spred, new changed is ye yore, 

‘The water beokes are cleane sonke down, the pleasant bankes apposre, &e. 





aversion of i will. plans relist 
‘Sweet moralist Afloat on ties 
The 


Horace as a means of “improving the occasion 
—Samuel Boyse— whose versions breathe a spirit of I 
He wrote “The Deity," which Fielding said was not. 
and he was in essentials about as mean and contemptible a 
as ever escaped hanging ; he swindled his benefactors, lived on his 
wife's dishonour, and died of drink and debauchery in a ditch ora 
sponging-house, 
Jasper Heywood is among the earlier of Horace’s imitators, Tn 
“The Paradise of Dainty Devices,” ed. 1580, occurs a fairly close 
rendering in fourteen-syllable verse, as usual, of the roth Ode of 
Book IL = 

Amid the vale the slender shrubbe x hill from all snishap, 

‘When taller tece that standes aloft is rent with thunder clappes 

‘The turret tops which touch the clouds are beat with every biel, 

Soon shivered are their stones with storms and quickly everest, 

‘That the poets haye proved generally among the worst trans- 
lators is curious, but not beyond explanation, Dryden took hold of 
several of the odes, paraphrased them, and turned them into stately 
sonorous yerse—magnificent, but not Horace. Cowley, too, em- 
broidered his own conceits upon his original, until one lost sight of 
the latter altogether. What can one think of his making 
credulous lover “trust the faithless April of her May"? Milton, 
whose literalness is somewhat painful, would hhave scorned such 
irregular proceeding. Leigh Hunt essayed a version of the same 
ode to Pyrtha, so did Thomas Hood, jun, How should one render 
“simplex munditiis”? Here are three versions for choice = 








Plain in thy nestness—AM©ilion. 
With unconcern 0 exquisite ~ Leigh Hunt. 
In cunning carelessnesses—Zomes Hood. 
Herrick had a pleasant way, all his own, of dovetailing parts 
of the odes into his pocms. Thus he addresses his “ peculiar friend, 
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Mr. John Wickes,” under the name of Posthumus, beginning properly 
sh 

ie ‘435 Bowthnmanal oer years beace: fie} 

‘And leave no sound 1 nor plety, 


‘Or prayers, of vow, 
Can keep the wrinkle from the brow = 
‘Bat we must on, 
As Fate doth leail or draw us. None, 
None, Posthumus, could e’er decline 
The doom of erucl Proserpine.’ 

Presently we recognise parts of the Ode to Torquatus, and then 
“Non ebur neque aureum,” with a good deal more that is pure 
Herrick, as, indeed, most of it seems. 

Herrick has the distinction of having been the first English trans- 
lator of the “Carmen Amabccum,” which is said, rightly or wrongly, 
to haye been the most often translated or imitated poem in the 
world. His is a good version, hardly, if at all, second to Atterbury’s. 
Mr, Gladstone’s translation of this ode, made many years ago, has 
hardly been matched by his later efforts. Of the many imitations of 
‘the famous lovers’ dialogue, the most quaint is found among the 
fugitive poems collected by Sir Henry Wotton. It is a dialogue 
between God and the Soul, and runs thus : 

Sovt: Whilst my soul's eye beheld no light 
Bat what stream from Thy gracious sight, 


‘To me the work's greatest king 
Seem'd bat some little vulgar thing. 





4 «To My Old Friend Posthumus,” hy the late Frederick Locker-Lampson, 
it a fice and moder, but beautiful, imitation of this ode + 

My Friend, our few remaining years 
‘Are hasting to an end, 

‘They glide away, and lines are here 
‘That time can never mend 5 

Thy blameless life avails thee not,— 
My Friend, my dear old Friend ! 

Alas for love! this peaceful home ! 
‘The darling at my knee t 

My own dear wife | ‘Thyself, old! Friend | 
‘And must {t come to me, 

‘That any face shall fill my place 
Unknown to them and thee? 


Ay, all too vainly are we sereen'sl 
From peril, day and night 1 
‘Those awful rapids must be shot, 
‘Our shallop will be sligh 
© pray that then we may desery 
Some cheering beacon-light. 





Gop s Then, though these souls is whom 1 
Ave seraphim, im, thon Wt tor, a 
more 
‘Would with thee live, and for thee die 





‘The opportunities that the dialogue form of this ode presented to 
the satirist and parodist have been frequently availed of, Rowe 
thus immortalised the disagreement and reconciliation between | 
Congreve and the elder Tonson. 

Tonson remarks : 

T'm in with Captain Vanbrugh at the present, 

A most sweet-natur'd gentleman and pleasant, 

He writes your comedies, draws schemes and models, 
‘And builds Duke's houses upon very-odd hills 

For him, so much I dote on him, that I, 

If T was sure to go to Heaven, would die, 


To which Congreve rejoins : 


‘Temple and Delaval are now my party, 

‘Men that are fam Mercuerio both quam Marte + 
And though for them I scarce shall go to Heaven, 
Yet T can drink with them six nights in seven. 


In the “Criticisms on the Rolliad,” 1785, occurs a dialogue 
between a Certain Personage and his Minister (George 111. and 
Pitt). ‘These curious political satires took the form of a pretended 
review of an imaginary epic poem. The first of them was published 
ina London newspaper in 1784, and was devoted to a criticism on 
Colonel (afterwards Lord) Rolle, Among the authors were Dr, 
Lawrence, General Fitzpatrick, R. Tickell, Joseph Richardson, Lord 
John Townshend, George Ellis, Sir R, Adair, General Burgoyne, 








— 
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Hare, Reid, Bate Dudley, Brummel, Boscawen, Pearce, and the 
Bishop of Ossory, 

Fox and Horne Tooke figured in another parody of the “Carmen 
Amaberum " in the poetry of the“ Anti-Jacobin,” whieh, indeed, con- 
tains many imitations of Horace by Canning, Frere, George Ellis, 
Lord Morpeth, &c. George Canning’s version of the Ode to 
Bacchus (XXV., Book IIL.) is assumed to be written in the character 
of Charles Howard, Eleventh Duke of Norfolk, whose famous toast, 
“ Qur Sovercign’s health, the Majesty of the People,” was proposed 
ata banquet given at the Crown and Anchor Tavern on Charles 
Fox's birthday, January 24, 1798. For this toast the Duke was 
deprived of all his offices, 


Whither, © Bacebus, in thy train, 

‘Dest thou transport thy votary’s brain 
‘With sudden inspiration ? 

Where dost thou bid me quaff my wine, 

And toast new measures to combine 
‘The Great and Little Nation? 


Say, in what tavern shall T anise 
My nightly voice in Charley's praise, 
‘And dream of future glories, 
‘When Fox with salutary sway 
(Terror, the order of the day), 
Shall reign o'er King and, Tories, 
My nightly feelings must have way ! 
A toast Tl give—a thing I'l say, 
‘As yet unsaid by any— 
Our Sov'reign Lord 1” let those who doubt 
My honest meaning, hear me out— 
*« His Majesty—the Many 1” 
ee ee et 
Mortals 1 no eommon voice you hear t 
Militia Colonel, Premier Peer, 
Lieutenant of a County t 
T speak high things ! yet, God of wine, 
¥or thee, T fear not to resign 
‘There gifts of Royal bounty. 


James and Horace Smith, whose “Rejected Addresses” consti- 
‘tutes their chief claim to immortality, published a brilliant volume of 
parodies of the first two books of odes, under the title of “Horace 
in London,” in 1813. These had originally been written without any 
regard to regularity of succession, and many of them had appeared 
in monthly publications, The book is scarce now, and well-nigh 





Here with choice food earth smiles and ocean yawns, 
Totent alike to please the London glutton, 

This, for our breakfast proffers shrimps and prawns, 
‘That, for our dinner, Southdown lambs and mutton. 


‘Yet here, as elsewhere, Death impartial reigns, 
‘Visits alike the cot and the Pavilion, 
And for a bribe with equal seorn diseains 
My half a crown, and Baring’s half « miltion. 
Alas! how short the span of husnan pride 1 
‘Time fies, and hope's romantic schemes are undone z 
Cosweller'’s coach, that carries four inside, 
Waits to take back th’ uawilling tard to London, 


Long shalt thou laugh thine enemies to scorn, 
Proud as Phenieia, queen of watering-places ; 
Boys yet unlreech'd, and viggins yet unbors, 
On thy blew down shall tan thelr blooming faces. 


Of imitators and parodists of Horace the number is almost past 
count. It would be ‘hardly just to count among them Andrew 
Marvel, yet his “Horatian Ode upon Cromwell's Return from 
Treland,” though no imitation of any one particular ode of Horace, 
docs, as Archbishop Trench well said, “ give a truer idea of the kind 
of greatness which Horace achieved than, so far as 1 know, could 
from any other poem {n the language be obtained.” 

Christopher Anstey, the witty author of the incomparable “New 
Bath Guide,” addressed a clever imitation of the first ode to Mr, 
John Miller, the husband of a lady who had established a poetical 
coterie at her villa at Batheaston, Allan Ramsay's “Dalhousie of a 
High Descent” will not be forgotten in this connection, 

Tmitations have been made in dialect ; now that Scots isin vogue 1 
may seasonably print a stanza of an ode sent me in MS. long since 
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by a Glasgow gentleman, who proposed to set his versions to popular 
tunes and sing them on convivial occasions = 
See hoo Sorcte’s hoary heid 
Stands gleaming white wi' driftit snaw, 
While forest trees, wi’ stentit boughs, 
Uneithly bear their fond ava 3 
An" burns, that of in summer time 
Hae swirled in wimplin’ eddies clear, 
AT hushed to cerle silence, noo 
In gloom deplore the dyin’ year 1 
But pile the fire 
Wi faggots higher, 
‘Ao* bring the wine four towmonths autd ; 
While sang an’ mirth 
Ring round the hearth, 
‘Wha cares a plack for frost and eauld ? 


The Gentleman's Magasine has in past days been responsible for 
the publication of many imitations and trans ns of Horace. Itis 
more than a century and a half since—to be exact, it was in May 
1744—that a fellow-contributor, whose sentiments would have 
delighted the Anti-Tobacco Society, eased his mind with the follow- 
ing “counterblast " in imitation of Epode III. 
hat worst of crimes, 
draught, in ancient times, 
Scarce taught the rogue repentance ; 
But had tobseeo then been known, 
is burning juices swallow'd down, 

Hadi prov'd a fitler senten 
How callous are the lab'ver's jaws, 
Who this dire weed both smokes and chaws, 
And feasts upon the venom ! 
While I by chance a taste once got 
That so inflam'd my mouth aud throat, 
T thought all hell was in ’em, 

















“This was the charm Medea taught 
Hor dear advent’rous Argonaut, 
To steal the Golden Fleece with ; 
own bulls! and dragons gaping theeat 
A quid he threw, which, quick as thought, 
“The bentes were laid at peace wit. 
Under the blue 1 rather live, 

And the # 
How apt soo'er to burn wsj 
Nay, Hercules’s shirt I'd wear, 
Or any flame much sooner bear, 
Than a pipe’s fiery furnace. 





fiercest rays ree 





A.dtate above the fear of want 5 
Domestic love, Heaven's choicest grant, 
Health, leisure, peace, and ease. 


‘Thurlow, who was not as wise as he looked, essayed a rendering of 
the ode to Virgil, Byron, who confessed candidly to a hatred of 
Horace, left a fragment of Ode IIL, Book IT., “ Justum actenacem.” 
Lord Lytton, Charles Stuart Calverley, Sir Theodore Martin, are 
as well remembered among recent translators as Barton Holyday, 
Fanshawe, Hawkins, and Creech were among the earlier, or Francis, 
Duncombe, and Boscawen among those of the eighteenth century. 
Candour compels the admission that, unsatisfying as are most trams- 
lations, “ standard versions,” so called, are usually the worst. Some- 
Limes they are scholarly, sometimes they are not; always they are 
tiresome. Dr, Francis’ well-meant and laboured miles of verse are 
as depressing as the new humour, Francis avered that if Bishop 
Atterbury had but translated more than two of the odes, he himself 
would never have undertaken his task, One regrets Atterbury’s 
moderation without wondering at it, for the popularity of his two 
‘odes was in his century soremarkable that the chances of arepetition 
of his success were but slight. Nobody attempted to rival bis famous 
Qde to Melpomene, and Francis and the others simply lifted i 
for the benefit of their own collections. Tt is a spitited poem, and 
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for the advantage of Horace lovers of a later day may well be 
quoted : 
Ile on whose birth the lyric Queen 
Of numbers smil"d, shall never grace 
‘The Isthmian gauntlet, or be seen 
First in the fam'd Olympic mcs. 
He shall not, after (oils of war, 
Amt humbling haughty monareh's pride, 
With Iaurell’d throws conspicuous far, 
‘To Jore's Tarpeian temple ride, 
Bat hiny, the streams that warbling flow, 
Rich Tibur’s fertite meads along, 
And shaily groves, his haunts, shall know 
Tho master of th’ olian song. 
The sont of Rome, majestic Rome ! 
Haye plac'd me in the poet's choir, 
And envy now, or dead or dumb, 
Forbears to blame what they adi 
Goddess of the sweet-sounding lute t 
Which thy harmonious touch obeys 5 
Who can’st the finny raco, though mute, 
To cygnets? dying accents raise 5 
Thy gift it is, that all with ease, 
Me, prince of Roman lyries own ; 
That while I live my nambers please, 
If pleasing be thy gift alone. 

It has been a gentlemanlike diversion—this worrying of Horace 
—for nigh three hundred years. At last there are signs of the fashion 
having fallen into disuse, unless Mr. Gladstone is to claim credit for 
its revival. Not the first of ex-Prime Ministers, he, to indulge in the 
diversion. Docs nobody remember the Earl of Derby's odes? 

Think for the morrow nought : enjoy 
Zach day the boons bestow'd by chance 5 
Nor rudely spurn, too happy boy, 
Or Love's delight, or joyous dance. 
While crabbed age is far away, 
Now manly 
And whispers 62 
How sweetly breath’: 
And tell-tale laugh of merry maid 
In comer hid ; and ak 
OF bracelet epoil’d, or ring 
From fingers that but half resist, 
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Nor should Calverley be forgot. Here is a fine fragment from 
the Ode to Virgil on the death of Quinctilius : 
Unshamed, unchecked for one so dear 
We sorrow, Lead the mournful choir, 
Melpcmene, to whom thy sire 
Gave harp, and song-notes liquid-clear t 
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Sleeps he the sleep that knows no mora ? 
‘Oh Honour, oh twin-born with Right, 
Pure Faith, and Truth that loves the ight, 
‘When shall again his like be born ? 


‘Were sweeter lute than Orpheus given 
To thee, did trees thy voice obey 5 
‘The blood revisits not the clay 

Which He, with lifted wand, hath driven. 


Into his dark assemblage, who 
Unlocks not fate to mortal's prayer. 
‘Hard lot ! yet light their griefs who bear 
The ills, which they may not undo. 


‘Monuments, perhaps, after all, of misdirected ingenuity, these 
collections, for ‘to catch the aroma of green tea” is a pursuit not 
more elusive than this attempted decanting of the old wine of 
Mantua into British bottles. Still, the pursuit has amused many 
generations not unprofitably, and Horace, for our comfort, is nevera 
whit the worse for it all, What says Austin Dobson? 


Our * world” to-day's as good or ill, 
As cultured (nearly), 

As yours was, Horace ! you alcne, 

Unmatched, unmet, we have not known. 


CHARLES COOPER. 
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a WEEK IN [RELAND, 


‘HE associations for developing travel in Treland are deserving 

of all praise for their endeavours to draw the attention of 

English tourists to the many beauties of that country, By this 

means they will promote and foster an intercourse between the two 

countries, which will not only be helpful in breaking down barriers 

which have stood far too long, but will open up to the ordinary 
tourist a country which to be thoroughly appreciated must be seen, 

When looking about for an answer to the ysarly question, “ Where 
shall we spend our holiday?" the reply at once cams, “Why not spend 
a week in Ireland?” and a week in Ircland we have had—a week so 
full of new impressions and picturesque beauties as we shall never 
expect to get again. 

Starting on our journey by the best of all railways, the London and 
North-Western from Euston, we pass rapidly through educational 
Rugby and dirty Stafford, on to busy Crewe and the old city of 
Chester ; leaving here we pass Hawaz and shirt the banks of the 
river Dee, on by the borders of North Wales, and across the wondrous 
bridge over the Menai Straits to Holyhead. Here we embark for 
Dublin, which with fair weather anda good steamer is reached in about 
fivehours, Wearrive in Dublinatthetime when twilight is fast deepen- 
ing into night, and get as quickly as possible to our hotel. In doing 
so we get our first impression of an Irish jaunting car ; this was any- 
thing but satisfactory, as upon arriving at our destination we found 
ourselves and our luggage almost inextricably mixed. Tn the morning 
we have a look round Dublin, first visiting ‘Trinity College with its 
many historic associations, the Old Parliament House, O'Connell's 
Bridge and Monument, Nelson's Pillar, all of which proved most 
interesting ; then, with characteristic perseverance, we again take 
a car and drive round Phoenix Park—a di of nearly eight 
miles. Here standing out in bold relief is the ir Wellington 
testimonial column, 205 feet high, reported to be the highest obelisk 
memorial in the United Kingdom. The Viceregal and the Chief 
Secretary's lodges are of great interest, but naturally the centre of 

$Me CEIREXE. NO. 190% Ay 


























































hut, carved out of the peat. ‘This + 
possible; but on all sides you see huts 
insult to use as outhouses or pigstyes. 
As we near Killarney the Blackwater 
mountsins come in sight, the Macgilli 
them, while the Mangerton mountain, 2, 
left. 
‘Upon the arrival of a train, Killarney station 
animated appearance, with its row of jaunting 
sweet musical tones of the Irish brogue are 
While driving to onc of the hotels we hearan Trishism vhigh 
recording, Our driver, noticing a hole in the road, turned his 
said, “Och! Weare coming toa holein the road ; you had better stay 
where you are.” ‘This was to warn us of the fact that unless we 
‘on there was a possibility of our being pitched into the road, & 
frequent occurrence to the uninitiated when tuming a corner, The 
choice of an hotel can easily be made at Killarney, for there are not 
many. We found Graham's most sutisfactory, and itis very Central, 
although many people would prefer one in the district, as the town 
itself is not only a disgrace to Ireland, but it strike the visitor who 
has heard so much of the beauties of Killarney, as strange that 
heaven and hell (for this is what it appears to be) should be so close 
together. Each hotel makes its own excursion 
‘These excursions usually consist of three, but if time is limited: we 
would advise the first and second only to be taken, as the third 
covers much of the ground that has been gone over in the other 
two, 


‘The route of the first lies along the northern side of the lower 


_____ 









feet—the most elevated mountain in Ireland. Ponies are in reserye 
for those whose walking powers are not the most robust, so that a 
pleasant ride can be taken through the Gap. Our guide produced 
some marvellous echoes here by playing on his comet the well-known 
air, “Believe me, if all those endearing young charms,” which finds 
response again and again among the hills, finally dying away with a 
cadence which floats on farther than ear can reach, A. couple of 
‘small cannon are also discharged, calling forth a roar as of a regiment 
of artillery vomiting forth its deadly fire. Upon our arrival at Lord 
Brandon's cottage, luncheon, which had been sentround by the boat- 
men, was served and appreciated. Entering the boats, we com 
-menced the tour of the lakes, by the Upper Lakes and Long Range 
to the Eagle's Nest, where more echoes are produced ; then on 
to the shooting of the rapids through the old weir bridge. This 
originally consisted of two arches; only one, however, is now 
navigable by boats, If the current is running swiftly the sensation is 
‘both exciting and exhilarating. From this you pass into the “ Mect- 
ing of the Waters,” where the stream is divided, running on the right 
into Muckross Lake and on the left past Dinis Island into the Lower 
Lake. A stay is here made to visit Colleen Bawn’s cottage and a 
look round the Middle or Muckross Lake ; the guide pointing out 
the Devil's Punch Bowl, which he says is the only “ bit of property” 
his Satanic majesty owns in Ireland, he haying now emigrated to 
more extensive dominions in Chicago, After this you commence 
the tour of the Lower Lake, which is nearly six miles in length and 
three miles broad. We pass Innisfallen Island, which is in the 
centre of the lake, reaching Ross Castle and the hotel about 5.30. 
Vegetation is here very profuse, and on this island the Earl of 
Kenmare is reported to fatten his sheep. The second tour is not so 
extensive, and is by coach only, visiting first Muckross Abbey, which 
isa magnificent ruin. ‘This Abbey is supposed to have been founded 
in 1440, and in its ruined cloister grows a splendid yew tree, with a 
round trunk standing some ten fect high, and then spreadingits great 
branches over the ruined walls. It is said to be hetween three and 
four hundred years old. ‘he remainder of the tour is under tower 
ing mountains, past glittering Inkes, stately trees and verdant 
shrubberies, and.as our driver Irishly expressed it, the “naturality of 
Nature" was everywhere, 5 
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whisky shops this town contains. 

house, in which the sale of the t e 

sweets, bread, and groceries of all kinds. ‘The | 

licensing, bad as it is, yet appears far preferable 

Ireland, and is less likely to lead to intemperance, 

sensuality are written on most of the faces, and ev 

in hand with a thriftless people. “The sight oe pe ae 
homes will haunt us to our latest day. 

From the window of our hotel we could look down part of one 
of the courts, and this is what we saw one morning. Standing before 
what served as a door was a tub half full of dirty water, which did 
duty for the family. In this a girl of twelve washed her face ; then 
came a buxom woman and did the same, then she brought a tea-cup 
and washed that, and afterwards came all the household and every 
houschold utensil to go through the same process. Surely some 
District or County Council is required here. On this particular day 
the Cattle Fair was held in the streets, and rendered them almost 
impassable ; and the filthy state of the road after the fair, had better 
be left to the imagination rather than be deseribed. 

The following day we took our seats on the coach to Glenganif 
Tt would be impossible for language to adequately deseribe the 
beauties of this drive ; it has been pronounced the grandest in the 
world, barring the Alpine passes. ‘The scenery is marked with 
rugged grandeur, varied by mountains and valleys, and sometimes 
with a wildness that borders on desolation, Huts tenanted by 
wretched men and women, and almost naked children, are passed; 
and whether from want of supervision by the excige officer or from 
the custom of the country, the same liberty to sell the * Mountain 
Dew" exists, At many of the huts whisky and milk can be olitained. 
Sy paying sixpence you can obtain a glass containing a litte mall, 
the whisky bottle being st the same time handed to you, from 
which you are allowed to help yourself. At length we reach a 
curious tunnel, Te, at the top of one of the 
mountains, ay 3 we pass out of County Kerry inte County 
Cork, As you drive along these well-kept roads, evidence of the 
fast unsettled condition of Ireland meets you on every side. Almost 
hidden by the trees on the mountain side you sce the grim huts of 
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the Royal Irish Constabulary—and a fine body of men these military- 
looking constabulary are. It is to them that much of the present 
quietude of the country is due, The other side of the picture ix 
showa by the miserable wrecks of what formerly served as dwelling- 
houses, These have been demolished after the cviction of their 
tenants, and, whether rightly or wrongly, there can be no doubt of 
the existence of the deep-seated hatred of the Saxon which these 
‘evictions have fostered, ‘The driver on this coach, as well as most 
‘of the other coaches, is most diverting with his tales; two will bear 
‘repeating, on the chance of their being “ chestnuts,” 

An Asicrican with & swagger went up to a coachman and said, 
“Oh, Paddy, haye you heard that the devil is dead?” “No,” said 
Paddy ; “is he indeed, your honour? then sure there is my sub- 
scription,” at the same time handing the American a penny. “What 
is this for?” asked the astonished American. “Ob,” said Paddy, 
“in this country, when the father of a family dies, we always make a 
subscription for the orphan children, and that’s my contribution to 
the fund." This unexpected retort was not well received by the 
American, Another from the same country wishing to depreciate 
Pat's country, said, “I guess, Jarvey, your mountains are so high 
that you can see America from the tops." “ Further than that, sir,” 
said Pat; ‘‘on a clear night we can see the moon.” On another 
occasion we were discussing the distance between the two places, when 
it was suggested that it appeared to be greater than stated in our 
guide-book. “Ab,” exclaimed an Irishman, “you must remember 
that an Irish mile is equal to an English mile and a bit, and the bit 
is often longer than the mile.” It is needless to add that the 
Trishman’s reasoning contributed little to the solution of our 
problem. 

A stoppage at Kenmare for luncheon, then through another 
mountainous region, where the view of the Sugarloaf and Hungary 
Hill is very fine, and on to Glengarifi. Here we would advise the 
tourist to stay as long as his time and his pocket will allow, for we 
can heartily endorse the following poetic expression— 

Glengariff, fairer spot to me 
‘Than eer my footsteps yet have trod. 





Mr. Labouchere has also written that “it is the most beautiful 
spot on the globe.” From Eccles Hotel, which faces Bantry Bay, all 
the beauties of luxuriant nature can be enjoyed. The bay is studded 
with little islands with the Sugarloaf mountain for a background. 
From the heights at the back of the hotel « glorious panorama of 





Tn Cotk there are many places of 

most was the beautiful Protestant cathedral, 

W, Burges. When completed it will be one of 

churches in design and detail in Ireland. Halfa d 

for a run to Queenstown to look at its magnificent harbour, 1 
appeared large enough to hold the combined sailing ships 
world, and will possibly be a great factor in the future 
of Ireland. . 
Another half a day can be well spent in visiting Blarney, famous 

for its castle and its stone, the kissing of which, like stolen kisses, 
should be sweet. To kiss the stane strong nerves are required ; for 
this purpose you have to lie on your back and be held by the legs 
while you push yourself under the Blarney stone, with nothing 
between you and a fifty feet fall to the ground. All tourists do not 
care to put their nerves to so severe a test, 

From Cork to Dublin is a long and uninteresting journey, and 
the tourist is not sorry when he is again aboard the boat for Holy- 
head, nor yet to leave it, especially if the sea be rough. 

Trom our hurried journey through a part of “this most distressfal 
country” the following conclusions were drawn. It ig, however, 
difficult to fully convey the impression received from a people so 
different from and yet so closely allied to ourselves. ‘Throughout 
our journeyings the pleasures received, which were many, were 
always mingled with much sadness. As to the country, it is all that 
the tourist could desire, but more money is required to tharoughly 
enjoy the journey than most tourists care to spend. ‘There are no 
places to stay at except hotels, the charges at which, as well as the 
tips to be given, are very excessive, ‘The sooner some enterprising 
caterer takes these matters in hand the better it will be for allcon- 
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cerned. As to the present deplorable condition of the people, it may 
be safely asserted that both Church and State are primarily responsible 
for it. The dominant church being Roman, its object has always 
been to keep the common people dependent upon it, and to keep 
them in ignorance of all that goes to make a nation strong and to 
discourage self-reliance in every particular, 

‘The State is without doubt answerable in not having given the 
country, long ere this, some system of local home government, so 
that the people, interesting themselves in their own affairs, might 
have initiated or adopted some of the forms of local government 
which would rid them of the festering centres that now disgrace the 
country, 

Tt is by thrift, industry, and self-control that the people of a 
tion are made great and influential. Until Ireland has thrown off 
its present indifference to these principles, it will never take its proper 
place in the councils, nor add to thestability, of the United Kingdom, 





J. SHAYLOR. 


DIABOLICAL 


DIVERS 


HE notion that a woman is more 
himself is one which crops up in all 

Ponty-Mynach, in Cardiganshire, md 
devil to help an old dame to recover a stray cow 
hastily crossing it herself, which would have mad 
and soul, she induced her dog to go first, by thro ; 
bread. There are several proverbs ong. 
peasantry to this effect, and the following ne Sela story 
same opinion. A fowler, who could hardly catch even 30 
wren, committed himself in despair to the devil, 
him! at the end of ten years if he would only send him good luck 
and make hima rich man, ‘Thereupon the devil brought him birds 
by the cartload. But the fowler remembered his promise and 
trembled for fear, More prudent and cunning than he, his wile 
had made him attach another condition to the bargain, that before 
the devil took possession of the soul he coveted, he must know 
and name, when out hunting with ber husband, any new kind of 
bird that might appear. At the end of the ten years, in point of fact, ~ 
a strange and fearsome fowl never seen before actually made its 
appearance, when the poor man and the devil were in the fields 
together, and neither of them could tell what it was. This was no 
other than the fowler’s wife, covered in a monstrous manner with 
skins and feathers, who kept hopping in and out of a thicket before 
their eyes, Thus the devil was compelled to renounce his right to 


+ The earliest known instance of such covenants between the devil and = 
human being is the one said to have been made by Theophilus, a bishop of Adana, 
in Cilicia, in the sixth century, He promised his soul to Satan on condition of being 
reinstated in the bishopric from which he had been deposed, a condition that was 
fulfilled the very next moraing. He was afterwards seized with remorse, and 
entreated the help of the Blessed Virgin, who, after he had fasted and prayed fat 
forty days, recovered the bond from the devil, and laid it upon wpon the breast | 
of Theophilus, as he lay sleeping in the church. 
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the soul of the rash birdeateher, in good time for him to secure his 
salvation, and all through the cleverness of his wife.t 

‘English folk-lore also furnishes instances of some poor old woman 
outwitting the devil, one of which may be cited in this place, as the 
Evil One is therein represented as devoted to sport, though his 
quarry is in this case a human being transformed into a hare, The 
scene of the legend is Iuid on the desolate moor of Heathfield, not far 

from Tavistock ; and the heroine of the adventure begins by getting 
out of bed at midnight, mistaking the time for the morning, and sets 
off on her way to market. She soon hears the baying of hounds, 
and a hunted hare leaps upon a hedge beside her. The provident 
old lady pops the trembling animal into her basket, and when asable 
sportsman with horns and hoofs rides up, mounted on a headless 
horse, and asks whether she has scen a hare go by, a bold denial 
Teads him astray. The Futher of Lies is thus hoist with his own 

_ petard, and gallops off, with his pack of hell-hounds round him. He 
is no sooner gone than Puss is transformed into a fair damsel, dressed 
al in white, who thanks her preserver for having restored her to her 
proper shape and delivered her from the constant pursuit of evil 
‘spirits, which was destined to continue until she could get behind 
them, whilst they passed on in search of her. ‘The story may be read 
fat greater length im Mrs. Bray's “Borders of the Tamar and the 
Tay," vol. 11. p. 113. 

How a purblind beldame discomfited “ Old Scratch” with a rush- 
light is known to all who have visited the Devil's Dyke, near Brighton, 
and inquired into the origin of the name; but in this connection it 
may bear retelling, 

In those days of yore, “the Poor Man,"* as the devil is called with 
a quaint touch of compassion ® by the Sussex peasant, was sorely 
vexed at the way in which Christian churches were everywhere 
springing up, while worship was no longer paid to Woden and Thor, 
So he was minded to drown all the folk in that part of the country, 

¥ Another illiterate peasant woman is said to have henelf exeaped from the 
devil's snares with nothing worse than a'smart box on the ear, when, on signing 
in the name of the 





ther compact by making three crosses, she sak that she di 
Blessed Trinity. 








wns just above the Dyke. 

he euphemistic name given to a plece of 

ground in Scotland, which was kept untilled as being believed to be haunted by 

the devil, a superstitions practice which Sir Waller Scott notices (Demonology 

end Witchcraft, Letter 3) as surviving to his own day. ‘The German phense der 
i, “the poor devil,” showsa similar feeling towards ** auld Nickle-ben” 

4s Burns’s concluding lines in his well-known * Address to the De'il,"” 





stilts and digging hard where now is the Dyke, Ano 
dent (Notes and Queries, Dec. 21, 1876) relates ° 
the form in which he had always heard the legend told. 
‘as St. Cuthman was walking over the South Downs, 
himself how completely he had rescued the whole 
paganism, he was accosted by his sable majesty In person. 
said the Prince of Darkness, ‘so you think by these 
convents to put me and minc to your ban, do you? Poor 
this very night will 1 swamp the whole land with the sea’ Fo: 
warned is forearmed, thought St Cuthman, and hicd him to Sister 
Cecilia, superior of a convent which then stood on the site of the 
present Dyke House. ‘Sister,’ said the saint, ‘I love you well. 
‘This night, for the grace of God, keep lights burning at the convent 
windows from midnight to daybreak, and let masses be ordered 
the holy Sisterhood.’ At sundown came the deyil with pickaxe and 
spade, mattock and shovel, and set to work in right good carnest 
to dig a dyke which should let the waters of the sea into 
downs. ‘Fire and brimstone |’ he exclaimed, a5 a sound of vo 
rose and fell in sacred song, ‘Fire and brimstone! Whi 
the matter with me? Shoulders, feet, wrists, loins, all seem 
Down went mattock and spade, pickaxe and shovel; the lights at 
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convent windows burst forth, and the cock, mistaking the blaze 
began to crow most lustily. Off few the devil, and 

returned to complete his work."! a 
‘There is a legend connected with a certain Trufedsséein, between 
and Zandt, in Oberpfalz, Bavaria, in which an aged dame 
the devil's intention to destroy 2 church in that district. Tt 
eats that it is his habit, when taking prolonged flights through 
air, to rest himsclf upon the church towers, On one such 
‘occasion he alighted on the steeple of Vilseck church, which, ending 
ina sharp point, afforded him a somewhat uneasy seat. ‘The devil 
in his disgust forthwith determined to demolish the whole building, 
‘and flew away to fetch a huge stone, which he had to carry on his 
‘head, balancing it with both hands as he walked slowly along. On 
toilsome way back he met an old gammer coming from Vilseck 
with a bundle of worn-out shoes under her arm, of whom he 
how far it was to that place. She answered that it was still a 
long way off, and that she had worn out all those shoes on her journey 
thus far ; though the town was in reality quite near. This was dis- 
appointing news for the devil, who was getting tired of his burden, 
and in his yexation he flung down the enormous stone, which no 
human efforts have since been able to remave. It is said that it yet 
bears the marks of his ten fingers, as well as of his three-cornered 

2 

‘There are other German stories of much the same purport, so far 
ag concerns female sagacity and the devil's discomfiture. In one of 
these the heroine is the owner of a mill. In another very similar 
‘one she is the wif of a villager near Gera, who had promised her to 
the devil on the condition of having a new barn built for hit 
between the hours of midnight and cockcrow during three successive 
nights, The work went on well enough fortwo nights, joists and beams 
and tiles coming, as it seemed, of their own accord, and taking their 
proper places without any visible builder. But on the third night 











‘In Hartison Alnsworth's novel Ovingvean Grange theorigin of the Devil's 
Dyke is explained on similar lines, but far more elaborately. A certain Ursula 
Branke, a solitary recluse, who is secretly in love with St, Cuthman (I), takes the 
place of Sister Cecilia, and is instructed by the saint how to confound the devil 
by placing a lighted tapér in the window of her coll, After his discomfiture, 
fe spreading his bat-like wings (o alight on Leith Hill—""howling with age, like 
a wild beast robbed of its prey, he ran to the northern boundary of the rampart 
surrounding the camp, where the marks of his gigantic feet may still be seen 
indelibly impressed on the sod” 

* Panzer, Beitrag sur Deutsche Mytholygie, i. 57. Ch The Orkin of the 
Wrekin (Miss C. S. Bure’s Shropshire Folklore, p. 2.) 













When he told his wife of the bargain he 
“My God! What is this that thou hast. 
unborn, and thou hast given it away to the 
it was dark a tremendous din was heard ; 


waggoners were scen—with the devil at their | 

hard at work, until the building stood complete, 

in the gable. ‘Then the peasant’s wife put on her husha 

and crept to the hen-house, when she clapped her han 
mimicked the crowing of a cock. All the roosters answered | 
challenge, and at the sound the evil spirits all hastily 

leaving but one small gap in the gable, which has never since been 
filled up, for whatever has been done by day has always fallen out at 
night. One demon carter, who had just come up with a big stone 
drawn by four horses, was caught up by the devil and hurled 
violently against the wall, where the impress of his form may yet be 
scen, The hill where the peasant was first accosted by the grey 
mannikin is known as the Devil's Mountain (Zew/elsderg), 

At Geertsbergen, in West Flanders, is also found this tale of a 
devil’s barn ; but it is the farmer's soul that is pledged, though it is 
the goodwife again who outwits the fiend by jumping out of bed 
long before daybreak, going into the farmyard, and crying out  cock- 
a-doodle-doo” as loudly as she can. In this case, too, only a gable- 
roof remained unfinished, and people have tied repeatedly to fill up 
the gap; but Satan comes at night and undoes the work each time, 
in revenge that the peasant’s soul has escaped him. 

Grimm tells another legend in which the devil is deceived by = 
woman's wit, which causes the cocks to crow before their usual time 
“Not far from Rémhild stand the Gleichberge, high basaltic hills, 
one of which has its top encircled by a double ring of stones 
inegularly piled. Here the devil once nearly carried a wall round 
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But before daybreak the young lady's nurse slapped | 

__knees loudly with her hands, the cocks began to crow, and the devil 
ost his bet. ‘Exasperated, he destroyed his own work; therefore 
you see only ruins of the wall, Another version of the story is that 


the nurse, having overheard the compact, stole out at carly morn 
with a dark lantern to the hen-roost ;_ the cock, suddenly seeing the 
Tight, thought it was day, and crowed with all his might.” (Ztufonte 
| Mfyth., translated by Stallybrass, p. 1,026.) 

‘The devil's natural dislike of churches, which appears in so 
many legends, is accentuated in the local tradition about Danbury 
“church, i in Essex, This edifice, probably from its lofty and exposed 
position, has been more than once damaged by lightning. In 1760, 
as Morant relates in his “* History of Essex,” the top of the spire was 
set on fire in this way, and the whole of the upper part destroyed ; 
and an earlier visitation of the same sort was invested with super- 
natural surroundings of a startling kind, as we are told in the old 
Latin chronicle attributed to Thomas Walsingham, a monk of St. 
Albans. ‘The original text is translated by Holinshed, under the 
year r402, Mention haying just been made of the arrest of certain 
‘Minorite or Grey Friars on a charge of treason, he continues 

“On Corpus Christi daie at evensong time, the divell (as was 
thought) appeared in a towne of Essex called Danburie, entring into 
the chureh in likenesse of a greie frier, behaving himselfe veric out- 
rageouslie, plaicing his parts like a divell indeed, so that the 
parishioners were put in a marvellous great fright, At the same 
instant, there chanced such a tempest of wind, thunder, and lightning, 
that the highest part of the roofe of that church was blowen down, 
and the chancell was all to shaken, rent, and torne in pieces," * 





+ In another of these cockerowing stories it i# a man who frustentes the devil's 
desires. «A mill at Coslite Leing badly off for water, the devil undertook to 
provide it with plenty at daybreak, hefore the cock should crow ; the miller in return 
bound himself to give up his handsome daughter. In ono night, therefore, the devil 
had nenrly finished cutting the conduit from the Elbe to Coslite, when the miller 
repented, and somc say by imitating the cock’s ery, others by knocking his leather 
apron, mae the eock crow before his time, whereupon the devil departed in 
anger, and the trench remained unfinhed.” (Grimm's Tentowic My¢h,, translaed 
‘by Stallybrass, p. 1026.) 

# “ Diatolica species apparuil in Eseata, apad Danbury, ta fests Corporiy 
Chuistl, hore vesperaruin, in similiwdioe Minoris intrantis ecclesia, et 
ensolentissime debacchantis; unde terrorem yarochianis incassit indicibilem. 
Eadem hora, cam tempestatis turt ine et tonitruo perhorrendo, fragore fulgurum et 
ehoruscatione globis collucentibes, concavitas totus ecclesie confmeta est, et 
medietas cancelli confracta et dissipata."* 
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‘A church at Shrewsbury has had its own. rience 

invasion, according to an old manuscript from which 
‘This yeare (1533) uppon twelife daye, in 

the dyvyll appearyd in Saint Alkmand’s churche 
preest was at high masse, with greate tempest and 
that as he passyd through the churche, he mounted up pee 
in the sayde church, tering the wyres of the clocke and put the prynt 
of his clawes upon the 4th bell, and toocke one of the pynnacks 
awaye with him, and for the tyme stayed all the bells in the churebes 
within the sayde town, that they could neither tolle nor 

In a Cornish legend connected with the holy well hard by the 
church of St. Ludgyan, a few miles from Penzance, its miraculous 
virtue, when used in the baptismal font, was one day strangely proved 
by the power of speech conferred upon a newly christened infant, 
which at the most inopportune places repeatedly uttered the ae 
Beclzebub, ‘The evil spirit which had taken possession of the babe 
was, after considerable trouble, exorcised and forced to betake him- 
self to the Red Sea, the common refuge of all such outcasts, “He 
rose before the terrified spectators into a gigantic size, he then spat 
into the well ; he laid hold of the pinnacles of the tower, and shook 
the church until they thought it would fall” Finally, “like a flash 
of lightning, the demon vanished, shaking down a pinnacle in his 
flight.” (Robert Hunt, “ Popular Romances of the West of ‘Eogiana 
ond series, p. 39.) 

‘The devil's hatred of church bells (particularly of that Ome which 








_____ 


I of the peal, and for long no Danbury man would ever 
‘Te seems that this took the place of a bell which the devil 


from the tower, but, as often happens, he had to drop what he 
and the place where it fell is called Bell Hill Wood, 


stunted one, being no more than fourteen feet high. 

is accounted for in the village by a story of the devil's intor- 
which prevented its completion, and the truth of the tale is 

by the patent fact that the bells have had to be suspended 

wooden cage, which may be scen ina corner of the churchyard 1 
The sound of church bells was thought not only an effectual 
means of driving away ghostly enemies, but also the physical storms 
which they were supposed to brew,’ as many an extant inscription in 
medieval Latin remains to testify, such as : 





Sabbata pang. 
Exclio lentos. 
Dlasipo ventos. 
Paco cruentos, 


rhymes which have been thus turned into English : 
‘Man's death T tell by doteful knell. 
Lightning and thunder T beak asunder. 
‘On Sabbaths all to ehureh T call. 
‘The sleepy head I ralse from bed. 
The winds xo fierce 1 do disperse, 
‘Man's ervel rage do T assuage.® 


* Avwriter ia Chambers's Bont of Days tells us, in allusion to the © 
Dell,” that an old woraa related to him how, after the desth of a certain wicked 
squire, pees came ancl sat upon the bell, so that all the ringers together could 
‘not toll it 

#4 Tn the Middle Ages bells were nung to keep off lightning (the Heathen 
Denar) aad the Devil.” (Grimm's Zentomic Myé8,, translated by Stallybraxs, pe 
1,022.) 

‘The council of Cologne, in ordaining that church bells should he blessed, held, 
with all the highest asthorities, “that demons, afrighted by the sound of bells 
calling Christians to prayers, would fce away, aid when they fled, the persons of 
the faithful would be secure; that the destruction of lightaings snd whirlwinds 
‘would, be averted, ancl the spirit of the storm defeated.” 

4 Warner's Topographical Reswarkr, &e, 














to be believed, to the devil's own 


had been begun on a conspicuous hi 
all the work done by day was 
night, At last, when the rite of exorcism 
a voice was heard promising to hinder the work 
church were built inn certain spot elsewhere 
the devil forthwith caused a thick wood to spring up aroun 
hide the hated object from sight. Very similar sto 
account for the remote or low-lying position of many other 
as St. Brelade’s, Jersey ; St. Marie du Castel, Guernsey 
Church, in the Isle of Wight; that of Duffield, near 
the parish church of Kidderminster, the original site, on 
bank of the Stour (which had to be abandoned to the Evil 
being named the “Cursed |,” now corrupted into “| 

‘here is a quaint legend concerning the church of Runwell, in Essex, 
which may be found in Notes and Queries for July 11, 1857. In 
this case the builder fought three pitched battles with the foul fiend, 
and beat him each time. “The devil, finding he could not vanquish 
the man living, said he would have him at all events when dead, 
whether buried in the church he was building or out of it. Toelude 
this, he ordered himself to be buried half in the church and half out 
of it.” 

‘The marks that the devil left upon the bel] at Shrewsbury find 
more than one parallel in other parts of England, ae at St. Jobn’s 
Church, Chester, where a tile is shown bearing the impression of his 
cloyen hoof, and at Canterbury, where, among the few fragments of 
masonry which mark the site of the ancient chapel of St Pancras, 
may be distinguished, it is said, the devil's scrateh. 

Arent in the door of a church at Aachen (Aix-la-Chapelle) is 
thus accounted for by an old tradition, which depends for its point 
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crossed the threshold, a dog was driven in, 
the foul fiend that he smashed the church door ' as 


a worthless brute instead of an immortal being,” 

following story is related in connection with a large black 
in the pavement under the organ of Munich Cathedral. 
devil had given the architect money to build a church, on 
n that no windows were to be seen in it. If there were any 
i to be seen, the usual fate in such compacts was to befall 
architect, Accordingly, the devil saw with much pleasure that 
were windows enough and to spare in the cathedral, and came 
ay to request the architect's company in his dominions, But 
architect took him to a spot whence not a single window was 
for all of them were hidden by the pillars. Whereupon the 
in fury stamped upon the ground 80 hard that the mark re- 
| mains to this day. The impression of diabolical fingers upon the 
great stone on Gatherley Moor, near Richmond, in Yorkshire, has 
‘more than one German parallel, “Near Gernsbach,” writes Mr. 
‘M.D. Conway, in “Demonology and Devil Lore," “appropriately 
at the point where the cultivable valley meets the unconquerable 
crests of rock, stand the two pulpits from which Satan and an angel 
contended, when the first Christian missionaries had failed to 
convert the rude foresters, When by the angel’s eloquence all were 
won from the devil's side except a few witches and usurers, the fiend 
tore up great masses of rock and built the ‘Devil’s Mill’ on the 
mountain top; and he was hurled down by the Almighty on the 
rocks near *lord’s Meadow,’ where the marks of his claws may still 
‘be seen, and where by a diminishing number of undiminished ears 

his groans are still heard when a storm rages through the valley.” 
‘Thore are other devil's pulpits in Germany. One of these is a 








* So the demen-wife of the lori of Esperver castle, who was detained by force 
uring the celebration of Mass, carried away with ber part of the chapel, in her 
sudden exit at the consecration of the Host (Gervase of Tilbury, Otis Jp, ili, 
7) Tt will be resembered that the menial fend in Browning's Ponte 
dell’ Angelo, Venice,” makes ‘a breach in the Lrickwork, a gap in the stone,” 
‘as he takes his abrupt departure, 

"Tn various parts of Germany and Scandinavia a dog or a pig used to ba 
buried in Use first grave of a churchyard as an offering to the devil, who would 
otherwise have claimed more valuable tribute. Compare the tegendda connected 
with devil's bridges in Wales, Switzerland, and other countries. 

¥ See Athenaeum, August 13, 1864. 
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distinct impression of lays lef 
In other parts of the “ Fatherland” 

the deril's hoof (not cloven, as with us, but 


where his head lay, &. “At J 
Palatinate," writes Grimm (Zeufomie Myth, 


the church, but . ~ he tired of the heavy load, and 

on it; his figure printed itself on the rock, and 

time during which the throw ought to have been made. 

of Durbach, on a hill of the Stollenwald, stand eleven | aan Sena 

the twelfth and largest one the devil was carrying off, to batter down 
the Wendels Kirk with ; he had got across the Rappenloch with it, 
and half-way up the Sehichald, when he’ laid ‘si! burden laatiasl 
had a rest. But after that he could no longer lift the heavy stone; 
its pointed ends stuck fast in the mountain, and you may still see 
the round hole made in it by the devil's shoulder-bone, So the 
church was spared, but the devil still drives about the place now 
and then with six he-goats, and at midnight you hear the crack of 
his whip,” Near Pilchow, in Stettin, there is a stone upon which 
the devil is believed to ke his noontide nap every midsummer 
day, at which time it becomes as soft as cheese, and retains the 
impression of his ungainly limbs when it grows hard again. 

Stage plays, cards, dice, dancing, drinking, and Sabbath-breaking 
have all received the stamp of the devil's approval, and many are 
the popular tales told of his personal intervention at such: 
amusements. A few of these must suffice, to which “a local habita- 
tion and a name” can be assigned. Prynne writes in the “ Hilstrio- 
mastix” (dated 1635, folio, page 556); “ The visible apparition of the 

On the way from the bridge over the Lima to our Lady of Gina in 
Portugal, lics a“ Devil's Stone," on which there is a slight hollow, where the 
mark ofhis nails is to be seen. 
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devil appeared on the stage at the Belsavage Playhouse in Queen 
Elizabeth's days, to the great amazement both of the actors and 
spectators, whiles they were prophanely playing the * History of Dr. 

Faustus.'” Similar apparitions are reported to have occurred at 
Shrewsbury and clsewhere, 

As the Puritans called a theatre the devil's house, so a pack 
of cards has been often termed the devil's book, and dice the devil’s 
bones, There is a tradition in the village of Neu-Paleschken, in- 
‘West Prussia, of the appearance of a diabolical hoof among the fect 
‘of a party of gamblers, when one of them had taken a candle to look 
fora card which had been dropped. At Seyfertsdorf, near Rostrit, 
there once lived four gamblers, who squandered their money and 
left their wives and children to starve, Late one night, so it is said, 
@n angel came and warned them to leave off, and three of them 
obeyed the heavenly messenger and became honest and worthy men. 
Bat the fourth grew only the more reckless, and betook himself to 
dicing at the tavern oftener than ever. Another evening, as he was 
thus employed, a bearded horseman rode up to the door, dismounted, 
came into the room, and offered to play with him. The stranger 
wore a long mantle, under which was a bright-coloured jerkin ; by 
his thigh hung a long rapicr, and a red feather adorned his cap, It 
‘was observed that he limped a little as he walked. At first the new- 
comer was unlucky, but later an he won the gambler’s money to the 
last farthing—his house and lands, and all his goods. At last he 
staked his life and soul. He threw eleven, but his adversary’s dice 
fell clattering on the table and turned up double six, while a peal of 
thunder shook the whole house. The stranger was transformed into 
a hideous monster, showing himself now in his true colours as the 
Prince of Darkness, and, seizing his prey with his frightful claws, 
flung his mantle round him, and carried him bodily out of the 
window, 

‘The devil has also been held to be a special patron of the dance, 
and stories are told of his participation in such festivities, when he 
usually crowns his feats of supernatural agility by suddenly springing 
out of a window with his fair partner in his arms, 

In Notes and Queries (3rd series, vol. i. p. 206) may be found 
an extract from a private letter which relates the circumstances 
under which the devil appeared at Southampton, at a convivial party 
assembled for the election of a new mayor, The letter is dated 
December 20, 1665: “The electors met, and resolved that lice 
should bee the new mayor w’ be so valorous as to overcome the 
rest in drinking, and to that end sate about the busines : in which 

‘wD 


I= 


from his bones, and after left him so in a i: 
condition.’ 

‘Two curiously-shaped rocks, near Dawlish, South Devon, 
witness to the way in which the parson and clerk, after whom they 
are named, were diabolically deluded when under the influence 
strong drink and unholy revelry. How they lost their way upon 
Haldon Moor, and how a mysterious peasant met them, and, bring- 
ing them to Dawlish, entertained them at an old ruined house, where 
a party of wild roysterers were already gathered ; and how, finally, 
when master and man had taken their leave and mounted, as they 
thought, their steeds, which would not move for whip or spur, they 
found themselves clinging for life, each to a rugged rock, and all but 
overwhelmed with the waves that dashed against them, while their 
lite boon companions, now changed into frightful demons, mocked 

sery, all may be read in Hunt's Popular Romances of the 





“The most modem story I have heard of Satan,” wiites ire 
Bray, in “ The Borders of the Tamar and the Tavy" (vol. ii. p. 228), 
“is that a youth of the neighbourhood” (fe, Tavistock) “went into 
the woods to pick nuts on a Sunday ; and the devil, pleased to see 
him so employed instead of going to church, kindly gave him assist- 
ance, and pulled down the bushes for him, The lad thought himself 
highly favoured, till he perceived the cloyen foot ; when he instantly 
quitted the wood, but soon after died. This story... is still 
told by mothers to their little boys to prevent them breaking the 
Sabbath,” 

‘The way in which the devil carries off his victims bodily in his 
arms, his mouth, or the bag upon his back, was often made the sub- 
ject of grim merriment in times of ancient superstition, as it continues 
to be in modern caricature. This humorous spirit is happily caught 
by James Nicholson, in his song entitled, “Im-hm ": 

1, a5 he wanehel'l through Beith, 


an’ ane in his teeth, 
oot, ** Will you tak’ mine the mer?” 





Ye've heard hoo th 
Wi' a wife in ilk 
When some ane 
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He wagged his auld tail while he cockit bis horn, 
Bot only said * Tm-hm," 
‘That usefu’ word ** Im-hm "— 
Wi slow big mouthfa’ he coulna say “A.y-e !!" 


Here is the Irish version of a similar excursion : 


“The devil and the hearthymoney collector for Bantry set out one summer 
morning to decide a bet they made the night before over a jug of punch. They 
‘wanted tosee which would have the best load at sunset, and neither was to pick 
up anything that wasn't offered with the good-will of the giver They passed by 
‘a house, and they heard the poor vanithce cry out to her lazy daughter: +O 
‘ttisha, —. ake you for a lazy sthronshuch of a girl: do you intend to get up to 
day?” © Ob, ob !” says the tax man, there is a job for you, Nick.” *Ovoch 1" saya 
the other, ‘it wasn’t from her heart she said it: we must pass on.’ The next 
cabin they were passing the woman was on the bawn-ditch, crying out to her 
Tusbend, that was mending one of his bragues inside : “Oh tattheration to you, 
Mick ! you never rung them pigs, and there they are in the potato drills rootin’ 
awny ; the —run to Lusk with them!" ‘Another windfall for you,? says the 
‘man of the inkhorn, but the old thief only shook his horns and wagged his tail, 
So they went on, ani ever so many prizes offered to the black fellow without 
taking one. Here it was a gorsoon playing marvels when he should be using his 
clappers in the cornfield ; and there it was « lazy drone of a servant asleep with 
his face to the sod when he ought to be weeding. No one thought of offering 
the hearth-money man even a drink of buttermilk, and at last the sun was within 
half a foot of the edge of Cooliagh. They were just then passing through 
Monamolin, and a poor woman that was straining her supper in a skeoge outside 
her door, seeing the two standing at the bawn-gate, bawled out, ‘Oh, here's the 
/hearth-money man ;—— run away wid ‘im !* * Got a biteat last,’ says Nick. *Oh 
no, no! It wasn't from her heart she said it,’ says the collector. * Indeed, an’ it 
‘was from the very foundation stone of her heart it eame. No help for misfortunes. 
In with you,’ says he, opening the mouth of his big lack bag; and whether the 
devil was ever after seen taking the same walk or not, no one ever laid cyes on 
his fellow-traveller agai (** Trish Celtic Fictions") 

R, BRYCE BOSWELL, 
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A RUINED BOOKMAN. 


OT long since, in one of my afternoon rambles through quiet 
lanes and old-world villages, I chanced to calf at one of those 
quaint moss-covered inns for which England is so famous. T had 
called at this one many times before, and so without hesitation 
directed my steps to the dark old-fashioned bar-parlour, and for 
the fiftieth time admired the black mahogany chairs and the carved 
cak panelling. Phyllis, “the maid of the inn," flung me one of 
her bright smiles as I entered, and waited for my commands—I 
say commands, for even a beggar is a king in an inn to the extent of 
a penny, if he has one. 

Phyllis is very lavish of her smiles. She greets every customer 
with one ; and there she is wise, for smiles are always better than 
frowns, and they improve good liquor. Phyllis brought the modest 
tankard of nut-brown ale which I had ordered, and then left me to 
my own thoughts, for the bar-parlour had no other occupant, 

However, 1 had not been seated long when an old man of the 
Hebrew type shuffled in, and took a chair in the darkest corner, 
(He was not a Jew, as I afterwards discovered, but a thorough 
Englishman.) He was shabbily dressed, and none too elean in 
appearance, His beard was neglected, and his nails were shocking. 
His shirt-collar was of a dingy hue, and hung round his neck like a 
rag. Not a thread of a tie was tobe seen. He wore an old battered 
silk-hat, which had evidently encountered much bad weather, and his 
shoes would not have fetched sixpence in Petticoat Lana. T thought 
his presence familiar to me, but as he hung his head and set in 
the dark corner, I could not fully recall him to mind, But T was 
not mistaken. He was familiar to me, but not in his present 
disguise. For when Phyllis came in with a smile for his commands, 
he lifted up his head, and brought his face more into the light, 
and I knew him ina moment, He was an old book-hunter whom 
I had seen a thousand times in the happy hunting-grounds of the 
prowler. I had never seen him well dressed, but never had I seen 
him so shabby, 





Wi RRS ea, ‘Have charity, gentle render! 
‘He Te at one gulp, and asked for more, but thie thne In firmer 
tones. Phyllis executed his order, and placed it within his reach, 
but as she did so, she smilingly gave him good counsel, 

“Now, be careful, Daddy," she sald, “for this lot must last you a 
Jong time, Remember you had too much yesterday.” 

“Very well, lassie,” he replied, “I will remember,” 

‘Though I had stood by his side at bookstalis on innumerable 
occasions, T had never addressed a word to him, nor he to me. This 
penne not surprising in Englishmen, but it is uncommon in 

3 for the latter dwell in a world which is very electric, 
though quite strange to other mortals. If two Englishmen, not 
“properly introduced, were to meet Ina desert they would pass each 
other without a word, but bookmen are everywhere familiar and 
‘magnetic, ‘They must converse and talk of bargains. Perhaps in 
this instance age had formed the barrier. 

T thought the old man's distress, coupled with the fellowship of 
books, justified the freedom of a, village inn, so when Phyllis had 
withdrawn herself, I plunged into conversation by saying I believed 
Thad seen him many times looking over the bookshops and stalls. 

"Yes," he said; “and I know you. Indeed, I have a very 
lively recollection of you once plucking ‘Gay's Chair’ from under 
my very eyes, a book I had been searching after for two years. 
However,” he added with a chuckle, I picked up a better anda 
cheaper copy in less than a week afterwards,” The remembrance 
seemed to please him immensely, for he forgot his gin, and con- 
tinued to chuckle immoderately, and to give vent to many satisfactory 
grunts. 

“Nh "I chimed in; “and how many prizes have you plucked 
from my waiting hands! How many choice little books have you 
slipped into those huge pockets of yours, while I have been watching 
you like a lynx for the prey | How many fevers have you given me, 
and how many disappointments |" 

But the old book-hunter only grunted and chuckled the more, 

Ina few moments his exuberant spirits gave place to a sigh, and 
he returned to his former despondency. I sought to break it by 
inquiring if he had secured any bargains lately. He startled me by 
saying, “I have given up book-hunting.” 

“What !” T exclaimed in an excited manner. “What! given up 
the finest pleasure of a bookman’s life! It is incredible,” 

“But,” he replied tremblingly, it is 60.” 

He drained the second quantity of gin to the last drop, and 


damned? For pity's sake be merciful, and 
a ruined bookman.” 

His voice almost shook to a sob at the last words, « 
the empty gin glass once more to his lips, 
already drained it, He replaced it on the table, and 
tears. 

Now, to sce a man weep positively unnerves me, and 
made me decidedly uncomfortable. I fidgeted in my chair, 
curiosity would not permit me to abandon it. I was 
willing martyr to the monstrous religion of self. 

Presently Phyllis came in—this time without a smile, which 
was truly extraordinary, for I had never seen her without one 

“Poor old Daddy," she said in a soothing tone, “ something has 
upset you.” 
She laid a stress on the “ something,” and hurled a scornful glance 
at me. 

I shrivelled, and “Daddy” whined “ More gio, more gin {” 

“No,” Phyllis replied gently, “you must not have any more gin 
It would only make you worse,” 

She then reflected for a moment, and said to him very 
“But I will make you a nice cup of strong tea, and if you area 
dear good man I will put something into it” (Oh, Phyllis t) 

The old book-hunter’s eyes sparkled atthis, and he patted Phyfligis 
hand, and called her a good lassie. 


When Phyllis had retired to make the tea I apologised to the old 











man for the excited rudeness of my speech, and in my kindest man- 
“ner expressed my sorrow for disturbing him. 
tall,” he said, with the air of an old-fashioned courtier, 





hard, sir ! it was hard ! for this is only the first month of the severed 
tie” 

“ But," I interrupted, “how is it you have broken the tic at all ? 
‘Thope you will not consider me impertinent or unkind, but it seems 
madness in a bookman to renounce the most exciting pleasure his life 
affords.” 


“Pardon my brutality,” I added a moment later, for onc of his | 
former remarks rushed upon me in its full force ; “I believe you | 
‘Said something of ruin.” 
“Yes,” he said, “and it is a bitter story, but entirely of my own 
creation. My greatest enemy is myself, I am a slave to the hardest 
‘and most exacting devil, and have forfeited a voluptuous paradise of 


“But,” T urged, “you might visit the familiar haunts occasionally, 
and thus retain a semblance of the old bookish life and feeling,” 

“What !” he exclaimed in his turn, “would you curse me with 
the most cursefl destiny that could enfold a mortal man? Would 
you condemn me to the Bookman’s Hell?” 

His eyes flashed fire, and his wrath grew as he continued, “ Would 
you make me tramp the same old rounds, chat with the same friendly 
booksellers, run over the same familiar stalls, handle new bargains, 
and replace them with one’s heart blood in a boiling agony? Would 
you condemn me to this? An assassin could not haye given me 
a deadlier stab, nor a malicious fiend have wished me keener 
anguish.” 

T was profoundly gricved for having uttered such thoughtless 
remarks, and was expressing my sorrow, when Phyllis entered with 
his cup of fragrant tea, and the little drop of “something” to heighten 
its favour, The old bookman’s anger cooled immediately, and he 
‘was pleased to say, “Yes, yes, know Youth is thoughtless,” and, 
after a short pause, “ Age is not much better.” 

‘This philosophy did not satisfy Phyllis, who appeared to have 
taken the old man under her protection, for she darted me another 
‘scornful glance, and followed it up by saying, ‘'No one ought to be 
thoughtless but the aged.” 

‘The old book-hunter smiled at Phyllis, and made her a truly 
courtly bow. Evidently she was a wise little woman, forshe not only 





capital also, I have booed ore a ; 
Little by little has my capital been 
and to-day I subsist on a small annuity.” 

His voice trembled with emotion as 
smut, be so 62 BY oe say oper 
ment, but no man can how painful.’ » 

T sympathised with him, and said that I could in s 
share his feelings, for I had my own beloved books y minds 
eye, and the passing thought of separation twisted my. witha 
thousand pangs of torture. 

“Yes,” he was good enough to say, “perhaps you =a 
is only a bookman who can understand the heart of a bookman— 
who can enter into his joys and sufferings, who can feel the 
soul that pulses in books and makes sweet fellowship for’ 
1am grateful for your sympathy, sincerely grateful ; for it is well 
meant, and is not an idle expression which drops from 50 many lips 
without knowledge. Yes, you can partially imagine my sorrow and 
disaster, but you can never know, never feel my hours of bitterness 
and desolation, unless you pass through the same fiery ordeal, which 
God—which God forbid |" 

His voice was again full of tears, but after pausing a moment, be 
gathered strength and continued : “No woman robbed of her child 
ever felt greater pain, or ever endured a more horrible madness, than 
that which came upon me when my books were taken from the cases, 
and the shelves left empty, and cold, and naked. It was like the 
passing away of a beautiful world. It was not an eclipse, but an 
annibilation, The blank shelves were more terrible than a thousand 
daggers. They struck my study with astillness more awful to endure 
than the imagined shrieks of the damned. My dearest children had 
left me for ever, and my life-long friends had taken a last farewell 
‘Truly, ‘my house was left unto medesolate,’ With the departure of 
my books, departed the souls of the gods of the earth. Plato had 


















are, and all those immortals 


“But,” T asked, “can nothing be done to rescue them from such 
afate? Have you no friends to save you this anguish?” 

“ Yes," he answered, “I haye friends, plenty of friends ; but I 
cannot expect them, neither could I desire them, to pay my debts.” 
As he said this he straightened his back, and assumed an air 
of truc dignity. 3 

“The proceeds of the sale,” he continued, “will no more than 
cover my liabilities ; but then," he added with sparkling pride, “I 
shall be a free man. With care my small annuity will be sufficient 
to lodge, and clothe, and keep me, and,” pointing to the empty 
gin glass, “to fill that. I can still retain one passion, though one 
of the most cursed under Heaven. I would break it, but haye not 
the strength ; I am chained to its fevers by the indulgence of many 
years. I have chosen a humble lodging in this remote village 
because I can live cheaply, and entirely cut myself off from the old 
life. I shall probably die here, and I hope unfettered by debt, 
and an honourable man." 

A silence fell upon the bar-parlour for awhile, and I broke it by 
inquiring the date of the book sale. 

“What,” the old book-hunter said, somewhat sharply, “ would you 
triumph over me?" 

“Nay,” I replied, “I would rather fling the cost of the few books 
T could afford into the sea. My only motive for inquiring was that 
IT should like to have an opportunity of purchasing some of your 
treasures in remembrance of your kindness to me; and besides, I 
should like to rescue even a small number of them from the cruel 
nakedness of the public stalls. Would you not like to know that 
some of your literary idols stood shoulder to shoulder with similar 
gods, in preference to their being fingered by hundreds of the curious 
idle? Would not a bookman’s paradise be their kindest shelter?" 
“Yes, yes,” he suid hurriedly, “but Iam as petulant as a testy 
child, and construe almost every kind remark into a boast or insult. 
Forgive, forgive ; at least some of my treasures will be in loving 
hands, The knowledge will comfort me. It will indeed be painful 
to see the friends of a lifetime standing like beggars on countless 
booksellers’ shelves, It will be terrible to see the cheapest of them 
displayed on many a street barrow. I can imagine their destiny, I 






his call at once, and he very decisively 

worth of gin, Phyllis would have protested, perhaps co 

afforded her no opportunity ; for he turned to me and T 
had any first quartos of = 

Phyllis could not do otherwise than bring the gin. bela 
before him with more fussiness than heehee r 
book-hunter ignored the ruse, Phyllis, however, was “not to 
denied, and she exchanged her fidgety manner for words of 
“This is the third lot, Daddy,” she said, “and you know you 
me to take care of you.” 

“Ay, lassie,” he replied, “but this is a special occasion ;* and 
continued to address me as before. 

Phyllis looked at me rather furiously, as much as to say, “This 
is your fault,” and walked out of the bar-parlour like a tragedy 
queen. When she had gone 1 proceeded with my inquiry. “ Have 
you,” Tasked the old bookman, “retained many books from your 
collection?” 

“No,” he replied, “my books belong to my creditors, and I am 
lling my entire library. But one book I have kept, and it shall 
never in my lifetime suffer the degradation of the shop, and before 
T die I shall put it in careful hands, Tt was an early gift, and as a 
gift it can belong to no man, living or dead.” 

T asked for its title, and he answered my question by drawing a 
small duodecimo volume from one of his pockets. Tt was bound in 
a hard old-fashioned green morocco of last century, with hand- 
tooling in Roger Payne's style and faded gilt edges, He handed it 
to me, and as he did so, he said, “It was my mother’s.” 

I found it none other than an original edition of George Herbert's 
“Temple,” well-thumbed, and sprinkled with yellow autographs. On 
the fly-leaf I read 











Man is one world and hath 
Anather to attend him, 
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Perhaps 1 repeated the words aloud, or probably he guessed my 
reading of them, for he said, “ The motto was written by my grand- 
father, who gaye the book to my mother on her marriage, and who 
in her turn gave it to ma And how true the motto is, and even 
more than true, Not one world waits upon man, but a thousand, 
nay, countless thousands, T walk into the fields, and myriad blades 
‘of grass grow for me; I look into the heavens at midnight, and 
innumerable stars shine for me; I turn my eyes to the east at day- 
‘break, and the golden sun floods the earth with light and warmth for 
me ; I wander anywhere and hear happy birds sing for me ; I look 
to the east and to the west, to the north and to the south, and sce 
God waiting everywhere for me. 

More servants wait on man 
Pil take notice of 








‘Than 





© But Lam preaching,” he said abruptly, and he hastily finished 
his gin, and wished me a  good-day.” 





About three months afterwards I caught a glimpse of the old 
book-hunter in Holborn. His face was sunny with smiles, and his 
pockets were fat, which evidently denoted new bargains. I con- 
cluded he had realised a surplus from his book sale, or that the gin 
fever had fora time abated. I hope the former ; but I know not, 
for I never saw him again. 

Phyllis told me he died soon after the sale, and that he was 
buried under the south wall of the village church, I went to see 
his grave, and remarked a wreath of ivy-leaves and some white 
chrysanthemums upon it. Phyllis had not forgotten the old book- 
hunter. Neither had he forgotten Phyllis. On the day of his death 
he gave her the old green morocco copy of the “ Temple.” 

CHARLES T. LUSTED. 

















“Verdant Green,” the second p 
frequently-appearing volumes ia > 


probably 

the welcome which the college has offered them, 
which still remains separate from though not wholly 
Queen's College, will therefore be henceforward | 
the four Public Halls existing at the time of the” 
inission of 1877. St. Alban Hall, which was the oldest | 
and claimed as its founder one Robert of St. Albang in’ 
King John, was formally united with Merton College 
Inn-Hall, which was originally an offshoot of New 
in some mysterious way drawn into the vortex of Ball dons 
incorporated with it by the late Master's contrivance in 1887 ; and 
now “ Skimmery,” which, properly speaking, is the parent of Ond 
College, has performed upon herself the Happy Despatch, or rather 
(to vary the metaphor), bas impulsively thrown herself into the arms 
of a by no means ardent wooer, These changes were all sanctioned 
by the Commissioners, apparently with the object of abolishing the 
Public Halls. But at the same time they gave additional facilities 
for the opening of Private Halls, and thus, if one door was shut in the 
face of “the worthy but dull Pass-man,” another was 
unlocked, To-day there are three or four of the Private Halls in 
existence, while the older Public Halls are well-nigh extinct, 

‘These old Halls of the University have a special interest of thelr 
own. They represent, indeed, the transitional stage between the 


ee 





the first college was founded, and the presence in it to-day of some 
250 students who have no common place of abode, and acknowledge 
F authority except the University itself, is a 

revival of the stato of things which was universal in the days Of 


out of which, indeed, the earlier colleges grew. These buildings 
were at first occupied by two or more students, who would rent the 
whole of a house from @ citizen, Then there soon arose a natural 
_ demand for two of the modem * three Fs ”—fixity of tenure and fair 
rent—a demand which circumstances soon enabled the scholars to 
enforce on the citizens. These were the days of the beginning of 
those troubles between burghers and clerks, which have continued 
down to the present day as ‘Town and Gown battles. But the row of 
Mr. Verdant Green's day was a stage fight compared with the 
encounters of earlicr times. In the thirteenth century the murder 
of a young woman was avenged by the hanging of two apparently 
innocent students at the hands of the townsmen, and that was 
followed not only by the wholesale secession of the University, but 
by the placing of the city under an interdict. It was more than four 
years before the Papal Legate succeeded in arranging the dispute, 
and even then the citizens had to pay the penalty in purse as well 
as in person. Besides penitential processions and an oath to 
deliver clerkly prisoners into the hands of the Bishop of Lincoln— 
for until Henry VILL. Oxford was within that unwieldy dioeese—there 
was imposed upon them the obligation to sell provisions at reason- 
able prices and to submit disputes about the assessment of Halls to 
@ joint board of masters and townsmen. Later on, Hemy VIII. 
ordered these disputes to be settled by the Chancellor alone, and 
about the same time it was decreed that when once a house had been 
used as an Inn or Hall the proprietor should not be allowed to exclude 
scholars from it, or cyen to deinise it without reservation of the 



































the establishment. ‘The memories of 
in the names of private houses, of 
Hall, Leden Porch Hall, and others, are 


merely voluntary associations without en 
existence, And just as they had first grown 
absorbed the system of unattached students, so the « 
first grew out of and then absorbed the Halls. 
wealthy founders of colleges, following the example of 
Merton, endowed their foundations with houses and 
value continually increased. ‘The colleges began to at 
—commensales, of commoncrs—and their Heads were 
nised as holding a higher position than the Princig 
Halls ; and so it is not surprising to find that sixteen Halle 
abandoned in the reign of Henry VIIT, and that the one 
ber of scholars in those that remained was under 150. By the) 
teenth century nearly all the surviving Halls had drifted pres 
dination to some college. Merton had bipiager Alban 3 


Magdalen Hall was dependent on Magdalen College ; eS 
Oriel, me 
= 














College claimed rights over St, Edmund Hall; and 
it lost formal control over St. Mary Hall, still retained the 
of appointing the Mrincipals from among its own fellows, So 
matters continued for 200 years, and Chalmers, in his “History 
of the Colleges and Halls of Oxford,” written early in the 
present century, enumerates only five—that is, the four above 
mentioned and New-Tnn-Hall, which, however, about this time has 
hot a single member on the books, 

“Skimmery”” itself has had an interesting though uneventful 
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history. In the reign of Henry II. the original building was given 
by a pious citizen of Oxford to serve as a parsonage for the Rector 
of St, Mary’s, and when the advowson of the church was granted by 
Edward I. as part of the endowment of Adam de Brome’s new 
“ Collegium Scolarium in Diversis Scientiis Studentium," the Rectory 
House passed with it into the hands of that foundation, which was 
then known as St. Mary's House, but which was subsequently to 
become more famous as Oriel College. (The old name still properly 
belongs to Oriel, as that of St. Mary Magdalene does to Magdalen ; 
Cardinal Newman, while still a member of the Church of England, 
made many friends, both ecclesiastic and lay, during his visit to 
Ttaly ; and Mozley relates how “for a long time after his return tg 
Oxford there arrived frequent letters elaborately addressed to * The 
Reverend John Henry, brother of the college Ste Marie Virginy, 
em at Oxford.’”) Ir is probable indeed that the new socicty was at firey 
established in this very building, though it was soon removed to « Te 
Oriole,” or Senescal Hall, on the site of which the college Row 
stands, Henceforth the Hall seems to have been recognised ag w 
place of education under the control of the college, but distings 
from it” ; till Elizabeth's teign a door afforded means of commun; 
cation between them. The college always appointed the Principgy, 
@ of the Hall; but, as some compensation, members of the Hall yw, 
allowed to avail themselves of the nursing at the Hospital of g, 
Bartholomew at Cowley, which belonged to the college. At thig 
time St, Mary Hall held a higher place in the University than it hag 
ever held since: it numbered actually more members than Orig) 
itself, and among them was Sir Thomas More, who was afterwards to 
a heaves of King and Wolsey, the most important person in 
an = ough the old Hall has been less prominent since those 
ys lowever, it cannot be said to have shown any signs of dec: 
Tt is almost unique among Hall i Neath ceah se 
not asa rule hold 8 Halls (which, not being corporations, can. 
e holt Corporate property) in possessing an exhibition 
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» They wereall, indeed, rather 


counterpart at the origina? Hertford College, 

only i mecabar, ot eo hed son Sa eee 
3805 no one would accept the poorly-paid post, and all sorts of 
queer people “squatted” in the empty rooms, The late Mr. Cox, 
last of the Esquire Bedells, quotes the following verses from an 
Oxford paper of that date : 


‘You have heant of acephalons verses, 
Tn thie temple of metrical knowledge + - 
Things steanger my Muse now rehearses, 
For behold an acephalous college ! 
But wonder succeeds yet to wonders 
(Of greater you searcely have need), 
Here—a Head lives without any Body 5 
There—a Body without any Head. 





But New-Inn-Hall, or “ The Tavern,” as it was usually called, had its 
tranquillity suddenly disturbed about the year 1833, when it received 
un addition of four men, who migrated to it in consequence of some 
disturbance at Trinity, Mr. Pycroft, in his Oxford Memories” 
relates how “these four were joined by three others whose morals 
happened not to suit their respective colleges, and we called that 
worthy party ‘the seven deadly sins,’” Lastly, “ Skimmery” has 
always been the jovial Hall. It was to a Skimmery man that little 
Mr, Bouncer “swopped his Newfoundland for a regular slap-up set 
of pets of the Ballet, framed and glazed, petticoats andall.” Theodore 
Hook was a member of Skimmery, and every one knows the story of 
his being required to sign the thirty-nine articles at his Matriculation, 
and of how he professed his readiness to sign "forty, if you like "== 
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to the exceeding horror of the Vice-Chancellor, Another story of 
him relates how, on the evening before his Matricalation, Hook, 
being of course not yet ia statu pupiliaré, was enjoying himself at an 
inn in the town with such heartiness that the Proctor presently made 
his appearance. Advancing towards Hook he put the usual question, 
“Pray, sir, are you a member of this University?” and received 
~ ‘unusual answer, given witha most respectful bow, “No, sir, Pray, 

are you?” Even the sight of the Proctorial gown, which was 
aaeedelee youngster's notice in reply to his question, did not 
‘abash him ; he examined it carefully, and then had the audacity to 
remark, “Manchester velvet! and might I ask, sir, how much you 
paid a yard for this article?” ‘This fairly dumfounded the Proctor, 
who retired in confusion. Of late years the most remarkable student 
has been Bishop Hannington, who recently met his death in Eastern 
‘Equatorial Africa ; and though the boisterous joviality of Skimmery, 
may seem strangely out of harmony with the last years of such a life, 
it was quite characteristic of Hannington’s undergraduate days. He_ 
brought fireworks into the Hall on the Fifth of November. He 
headed processions which galloped round the quad. on chairs, 
more like an art student of the Quartier Latin as described in 
“Trilby” than a member of a staid English University. He even 
dared to joke with the Principal himself ; for when Dr, Chase wrote 
him a letter of remonstrance on his want of attention to his books, 
and asked how long he intended to continue ‘a gentleman at large,” 
Hannington replied, as his biographer tells us, “I hope you will in 
future regard me no longer as ‘a gentleman at large,’ but asa gentleman 
at ‘Small’s’"} So much was the atmosphere of the place answer. 
able for. 

For many reasons then we may fairly regret “Skimmery.” It 
has a venerable history, and many pleasant if not always dignified 
associations, and on the whole it has certainly fulfilled a useful 
function. Oriel at one time coveted it in vain; it is a curious 
instance of the irony of fate that the college should be forced to 
accept it now when it does not want it, 

W. K. STRIDE. 





bright water flash away from the vessel's si 

on the long Atlantic swell, and listening to the soft t 

guitar which floated up through an open r 

mile of blue water, the far-famed Valley of 

before me, fields of yellow maize, groves of fig-tree 

rising above the surf-swept beach ; higher still were 

yards, and the old Spanish town of Villa Orotava, 

peeping out amid the surrounding palms ; then, dark: 

which a great wall of black rock, “las Caftadus,” 

above sea-level. Veiling the summit of the rocky 

of silvery mist, and far above it, cut off by fleecy clouds from the 
world below, the snow-covered peak stood out cold and | 
the azure sky. . 

However, the tinkling of the engineroom telegraph, and the 
rattle of the anchor-winch, gave warning that T must take my last 
look at this, probably the most beautiful valley in the world ; anda 
few minutes later, with throbbing engines, the Zeon steamed away into 
the track of the sunset. 

‘Turning out at five o'clock on the following morning, the Captain 
Don Rosendo, Bos'n Carlos, and the writer, landed safely through 
the heavy surf in the picturesque bay, where beneath a grove of 
palm-trees, and shut in by a jagged line of volcanic mountains 4,c00 
feet high, lies the little village of San Sebastian. A quaint old 
place it is, built goo years ago, and more resembling a Moorish 
town than anything else, with its white and yellow houses, built 
round an open “patio” or courtyard, its overhanging date-paims, 
and women whose heads are generally covered by the long white or 
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yellow haique, which you see in Morocco, The inhabitants are of 
half Spanish and half Moorish blood, exceeding swarthy in com- 
plexion, and spare and short in stature, In fact, they are far more 
Oriental than European ; although it is not good to tell them so, 
unless you stand six feet away and are prepared for a lightning-like 
thrust of the long knife which every man wears, There is, however, 
a tinge of the Moresque in everything Spanish, which is especially 
prominent in their architecture and music ; modern architecture, I 
mean, as well as the lace-like stonework of Granada and Seville. But 
when once you know the Gomeros and learn their peculiar sing-song 
patois of corrupted Spanish, the intense jealousy of all foreigners 
disappears, and you find them an interesting, simple people. 

An hour after landing we embarked in a twenty-foot “barquillo,” 
or open fishing-boat, and hoisting the big latine sail, stretched away 
‘over the glittering sunlit water, out of the little bay where Columbus 
called to provision his caravels in his first voyage to the unknown 
West. 

Amidst a little fleet of similar boats we flew along with the wind 
over the quarter, a long curl of foam bubbling away under the 
sharp bows, and occasionally pouring over the lee gunwale as the 
barquillo swayed down to a fresher breeze, The sea had that 
intense deep blue colour only seen in depths like the one over which 
wwe were sailing—some 7,000 feet, for the Canary Isles have all 
been heaved up by subterranean fire from the floor of the Atlantic ; 
but where the bright sunlight caught the ripples the light flashed 
back with a glare that made me glad to turn my eyes away to the 
white cone of Teneriffe rising above its trains of mist some sixty miles 
distant, or to follow the rugged coastline of Gomera over our port 
hand. 

Huge precipices of calcined rock, dropping in many places a 
thousand feet straight into the sea, with the long Atlantic swell 
breaking into spouts of foam at their feet ; mouths of rugged glens 
split by volcanic power into the heart of the mountains; wide 
valleys, verdant with palms, sugar-cane, and vineyards, opened up 
and drifted astern; while behind all rose the jagged peaks of 
the central range, on whose rocky slopes grow the dwarf Canary 
pine and the giant heather which reaches a height of fifteen /ee/. 
At last, my eyes almost overpowered by the glare of the sunlit water, 
the gleam of the snowy surf, and the gorgeous colouring of the 
volcanic rocks—crimson and vermilion—mixed with the bright 
green of palm and vine, I was glad to surrender the tiller to Bos'n 
Carlos, and lighting a cigarette, to stretch myself in the shade in the 
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crouched down forward amid baskets of shrimps, S 
picces of fish skin to be used as bait, ele Cae 

Presently I noticed the boats ahead of us luff up and, hauling 
their sheets, stand out to sea, while the Gomero, pam 
bows, beckoned Carlos to follow them. 

“Never mind, it's only a little tide; keep her going?" ssid ake 
Captain, and the boat’s nose pointed steadily towards a great bead 
of rock which lay in front. As we got nearer, T noticed & very heary 
surf roaring against the feet of the cliff, while outside of the 
breakers the big Atlantic swell piled itself into foaming ridges 
of green water, evidently under the influence of a strong tide-race, 
and a little distance away a tall detached pillar of rock rose up 
amidst a cloud of spray. 

“San Telmo, protect us," said the Gomero, crossing himself, 
while jumping up I shoved one of the heavy oars over the side, 
shouting, “Helm a-lee, Carlos—go about ; come on, Rosendaysed 
row her round for your life.” 

We both tugged madly at the heavy-balanced oar, while Carlee 
put his helm down ; but these boats are very bad to stay, and she 
would not come oarid in time ; the strong stream caught us, and 
we swept towards the rock. Pushing Carlos away from the helm, 
for I had much experience of racing, and had sailed beats on many 
waters, from Alaska to Benin, I got the tiller, and taking one turn of 
the main-shect round a pin kept her full. There was now no possibility 
of getting outside of the race, for the wind was dead on shores 2 
we hardened our hearts and let her go, 








__-SAll the same in fifty years, ‘Lo mismo in cincuenta af” 









‘said Rosendo, as he lay down in the bottom of the boat. Putting 
the helm a-lee she shot a litte to windward and missed being hurled 
‘against the face of the cliff by the first big roller ; then, while the 
backwash roared down the side of the heavy rocks, the boat stood 
almost straight on end to meet the next glittering wall. There was, 
‘however, a weight of wind in the big sail, and instead of being 
‘smashed like a walnut against the jagged fangs of rock, we slid down 
the slope, while the crest went foaming away astern, and plunged 
our bows right into the following sea, For a moment I expected 
she was gone, but the barquillo lifted her dripping head as the water 
rolled aft, and we were still afloat. Then the end of the cliff opened 
‘out, and putting the helm up a little, we rolled down the side of a 
big wave, while Carlos bailed the water out for his life in a big 
bucket and the skipper with his cap; then the last of the rocks 
dropped astern, and we were clear of the cliffs. The question now 
‘was, whether any boat could live through the roaring tide-race or 
avoid being smashed on the pillar of rock at its end, but there was 
no chance of avoiding it; so, with our hearts in our mouths, we 
waited the end. As the first two or three ridges of water rose up 
ahead 1 tried to dodge them by the helm, and eased off the sheet to 
lessen the force of the blow; but it was no use, water poured over 
bows and stern alike, and fearful of capsizing, I clenched my teeth 
and drove her at it. 

We went through that race almost like a train, sheets of water 
flying all over her, while at times the boat plunged so heavily into 
the heart of a hollow-foaming sea that I never expected to see her 
rise again; but somehow she shook herself clear of the water and 
staggered along to meet the next, all hands bailing out for their 
lives ; while as he swung the big bucket, I could hear Carlos gasping 
“ Ayudeme, San Telmo.” At length, whirling through a smother of 
eddying foam in a cloud of salt-water smoke, we shot past the pillar 
of rock and out into the open water beyond. Here the tide ran 
slacker, and shortly afterwards we were in smooth water again. 
Ahead stretched a small bay, where at the foot of a towering wall 
of rock, amid a cluster of palms, stood a little Italian tunny factory, 
‘This large fish abounds round the Island of Gomera, and a few Ttalians 
having established a cannery, it is caught, boiled in olive oil, and 
‘exported to Genoa. Running closer in shore, we lowered the sail, 
‘and having bailed the boat dry, proceeded to set the lines, whieh had 
been washed all over her, in order. While a mile or two 
‘the depth of the water is 7,000 feet, here ir 




























smoking over the gunwale, 
But at last, looking down through the bluc ne shade 
of the boat, I could see something long and bright flashing in the 


head foremost, at the imminent risk of fouling the other lines 
Leaning over the bows with a boathook, carefully ground up point 
and hook to serve as a ‘klep,” the Gomero watched his chance, and 
as the victim flashed past him drove the steel through its shoulder, and 
with the aid of Carlos, swung it into the boat—a tunny, some ninety 
pounds in weight. My line was the next; while I kept my finger 
on the tight hemp I felt a quiver, and the next moment bad to hold 
on to it with all my force. Fathom after fathom I got it in, until 
my arms felt ready to drop off, for to haul 400 feet of line with 
a fighting fish at the end is no joke, but at length he neared the 
surface, and with a quick jerk the lad struck him with the 
and another tunny lay in the bottom of the boat. Although 
getting the line in the fish seemed big enough, I do not suppose 
this one would weigh more than thirty pounds. Cutting out a 
portion of the first fish, I rebaited the big hook, as none of the other 
baits had been touched, and let the line whistle out again after the 
heavy lead until the gunwale smoked. It had hardly reached the 
bottom before I felt several quick plucks ; then it moved along = 
little and stopped dead. Pull as I would, I could not move it, and 
Rosendo said it must have fouled a rock ; but I knew better—no 
fisherman of any experience can mistake the way in which a line 
fouls a dead object, and the quivering jerk which tells unmistakably 
of life. All hands tailing on, it came away with a wrench, and 










they hauled the evil creature to the surface. L 
‘seized the hideous thing and endeavoured to detach it from the line 
Immediately, the tentacles closed round his arm, and he lifted it intes 
the boat, a horrible palpitating mass with two large projecting eyes, 
wrapped around him. 

T felt a deadly nausea and that peculiar drumming in the 5 
which one experiences when under the influence of a horrible loathing, 
but Carlos, with his cap round his hand, grasped a peculiar hoock— 
like covering over the bead of the creature, and in an instant the 
quivering arms relaxed, and loosening its hold the pulp fell back xy 
the water, while as it slowly sank I estimated it at three feet Om, 
tentacle to end of body. There is only the one way to deal = 
pulp. If the fleshy caul can be tom back, some nerve or valves WHICH, 
supplies air to its many suckers, is paralysed and its grasp slacKe™ as, 
otherwise it may be hacked to pieces before the arms can BE 'Onn 
away. I had frequently seen this trick performed on dimindtives 
specimens by the Spaniards and had been invited to learns, bu) 
could never overcome my disgust at these repulsive 

Carlos and the Captain secured several 
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Tn an inotant there: was: a) wild p 


taf oatof the water wile ti crash 

gun spread a big charge of Nev's shot oreo si aaa 

moment there was silence, and as the smoke dri 

stood in the bow with a turn of the line round the the fist 
began to tow the boat slowly through the water, the end of the beat 
hook sticking up to show where it was, While we: the 
empty cartridges and pushed fresh ones into the chambers, it cam 
slowly to the top again. A second rifle bullet and the two loads 
shot tore through it, and after a few splashes it drifted lifeless om tht 
surface, Rowing cautiously alongside, Rosendo fired both barrel 
of his gun agai: 0 its head, and then two of us Icaning on tht 
shaft of the boathook, we drove the latter through the fish, and 
making it fast aft hoisted the sail and stood away inshore, towing 
the maroma astern, 

Reaching the beach opposite the little Ttalian factory, a nurnber ol 
the islanders came down, helped us to run the boat up, and dragged 
the “maroma” ashore. ‘These fish are met with every now and 
then round the Canaries, and resemble the Carolina “ devil-fish! 
They may be compared to 2 gigantic skate or ray, being diamond 
shaped and flat, with a long thorn-backed tail, black on the back and 
white underneath. This one we measured, and it was—these an 
the exact figures—11 ft. 6 in. long, without the tail; 12 ft. broad, 
from side to side ; about 2 ft. thick ; and the mouth 24 in, 
two peculiar feelers, a foot or two in length, projecting from eithe 
side of the mouth. 

Here the Gomera lad sold the tunny to the cannery fora fer 
pesetas, and sailed away for San Sebastian in his boat, while we wen 
most hospitably entertained by the genial Italians, who showed 0 
the whole process of boiling and preserving the tunny, which, whe) 
fresh, much more resembles veal or chicken than fish. Tn fact, any 
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one set down to a tunny steak would, unless he knew what it was, 
never believe it to be fish at all. 

Then at night we lay about in skin chairs under the palms outside 
the little factory, sipping Vermouth and Sweet Moscatel, listening to 
the quaint Spanish and Italian airs, sung to the accompaniment of 
tinkling guitars and mandolines. While the musical chorus of “ Las 
‘Campanadas,” which tells of the great clusters of purple grapes on 
the sunny hill slopes of Spain, and the famous song of Riverte the 
Toreador drifted out on the soft night air and mingled with the boom 
of the surf and the rattling of shingle on the beach, one felt that it 
was good to live, and longed to remain for ever beneath the clear 
Southern skies and the blue waters that surround the “ Fortunate 
Islands.” 

WEATHERGAGE, 


THE ORIGIN 
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when man first discovered fire, and learned to subdue it 

him. ‘That its first employment wasaccounted marvellous is evident 
from the host of myths and legendary traditions which are found 
among almost every people, regarding the way in which it was either 
given to man by the gods, or, more generally, stolen from its jealous 
guardian deities by the heroic deed or cunning stratagem of a glorified 
ancestor, The numerous forms of fire-worship prove abundantly 
that in primitive civilisations man fully recognised the importance of 
the conquest of fire. 

‘There is no period, however ancient, from which traces of human 
existence have been got, which does not show evidence of the acquaint- 
ance of man with fire. In the oldest archmological sites of Europe, 
along with the remains of the cave men, there have been found flints 
that have been cracked by fire, fragments of charceal, and burnt 
bones which have been split forthe marrow. Yet it must be supposed 
that there was a time when the primeval human family knew not fire, 
and this is confirmed by the traditions of the Egyptians, Phoenicians, 
Persians, Greeks, Chinese, and many other nations. 

The innumerable customs and ceremonial observances found 
among primitive peoples all over the world, which deal with the pre- 
servation of fire, and particularly with its rekindling at stated periods 
from natural sources, point to the time when man had not yet 
mastered the fire-making processes, but was wholly dependent on 
those activities of nature which produce fire for such uses as he was 
able to make of it. ‘The lightning stroke kindled great conflagrations; 
smouldering furnaces within the earth, spontaneous combustion by 
chemical action, the friction of falling rocks, and the chafing of thelimbs 
of trees in dense forests, kept the infant race provided with the flame 
at which the torch or the domestic hearth was lit, In the jungles of 
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southern India it is said that fires frequently occur from the rubbing 
together of the bamboo stems in a high wind, and many fires were 
started by falling boulders in the great earthquake which occurred in 
Arizona in 1887. As the discovery of fire dates back to the very 
dawn of human intelligence, the study of the rites and ceremonials 
in connection with the lighting of new fires may be expected to 
throw much light on the early history of human culture. 

No mee of savages appears really to have been found so degraded 
as to be entirely without fire. Plutarch gave currency to stories of 
fireless tribes. According to Pigafetta, who wrote the history of 
Magellan’s voyage, the Mariana islanders, in 1521, were ignorant 
of the use of fire, and at first imagined it to be some fierce, all- 
devouring animal. But in modern times, though many travellers 
have brought home circumstantial accounts of peoples ignorant of 
fire, careful sifting of the facts has invariably shown that such reports 
were without foundation, and, with no imputation of bad faith, were 
due to imperfect observation, or to untrustworthy reports which were 
too readily believed. 

Most savage races have devised some form of fire-making appara- 
‘tus, but there are some so very low in the scale that their mastery of 
fire has not gone beyond the finding of means to keep the smoul- 
dering spark alive. Only from the Andaman Islands and New 
‘Guinea have there come well-authenticated accounts of tribes which 
are without any means of making fire. The Andamanese have 
neither fire-drill nor any other fire-raising instrument, and they 
make a sacred task of keeping fire perpetually alive, since they have 
never learned to kindle it. They carry burning brands about with 
them, and if, by any chance, they lose their fire, they are sure of 
being able to rekindle it at their volcanoes, Mikluho-Maclay, in an 
outlying district of New Guinea, found some tribes which only carry 
firebrands, and do not know the fire-drill which is in use in other 
parts of the island. It has been clearly established that down to 
the middle of the present century the Australians and Tasmanians 
preferred to carry fire about with them to the trouble of procuring it 
artificially. Letourneau says that even nowadays the Australians 
are not very skilful in lighting a fire, and some tribes make Jong 
journeys to procure it, when by accident the women have let it out. 
All over Australia it is one of the chief duties of the women to keep 
small sticks or switches of éandsia constantly burning. These are 
something like wicks, having the property of burning slowly. 

‘Those tribes which cannot relight their extinguished fires by any 
artificial process, and generally believe that their ancestors had fire 
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from the old fire-goddess Mahuika by the hero r 
convenient power of turing himsclf into a bird at will, 
Samoan version the fire-deity is a male person, from 


into the centre of the earth, which suggests the 
ancestors of the Polynesians were accustomed to get their fire from 
yoleanic sources, but to Maui was due the discovery in Polynesia of 
the way to obtain fire by-friction, The Tlingit family of Indians 
in south-east Alaska say that the raven gave them fire, stealing it 
by a cunning stratagem from a great medicine-man, who kept it 
hid away in his sacred chest along with sun, moon, and stars, 
which flew off to their present stations when the maven opened the 
box, — 
Fire in primitive mythology for the most part docs not take rank 
as a deity of the first order, but is looked upon as a personal being, 
and worshipped both for the good and the harm it works towards 
man, and is also accounted a minister of the greater gods. Even 
the degraded Ainos, who worship the fire-god because of its general 
usefulness in cooking, heating, and purifying, sometimes speak of, 
him as the “ messenger" or mediator between the gods and man. 
‘There is abundant evidence of the almost universal existence 
some form of fire-worship in ancient times, and practices to this day, 
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or at least until very lately, prevalent in England and Europe attest 
the large place it filled in primitive religion. 

Among Aryan nations the first word of the Veda is the name of 
Pesict the fire-god, the priest of sacrifice. ‘The Parsees, typical firs- 
worshippers, represent the religion of ancient Persia, whose most 
sacred place was the temple at the burning wells of Baku, where a. 
hollow cane was stuck in the ground near the altar through which. 
gas rose and bummed at the mouth, while the pilgrims prostrated: 
themselves in adoration of the sacred flame, Among the old Greeks, 
Hestia, the goddess of domestic life, of the hearth, and of the sacred 
fire of the altar, was fed with offerings of fat and libations of sweet 
wine, The founders of a new colony were careful to take with them 
from the sacred hearth of the mother town the fire which was to burn 
on the hearth of their new home. The name and the worship of 
Hestia passed over to Rome, where the vestal virgins watched over 
‘the eternal fire in the sanctuary of Vesta, receiving great honours 
and privileges, but subjected to severe punishment should they neglect 
their duty so far as to allow the sacred fire to go out—an event con~ 
sidered the most fearful of all portents, betokening nothing less than 
the extinction of the State itself, 

‘The original idea of sacrifice as a propitiatory gift to the gods was 
modified in course of time, when the gods were conceived as. being 
without bodily wants, and sacrifice by fire, which was supposed to 
placate them by the odour of burning flesh, took the place of the 
simpler offerings of food, assuming the terrible form of human 
sacrifice in some cases, The custom of passing children through 
the fire was not only Semitic, but extended wherever the human 
mind had attained the idea of purification and sacrifice, Some 
North-American tribes used to burn to the sun a man-offering in 
spring, and to the moon a woman-offering in autumn, thereby express- 
ing their sense of the blessings of light and warmth and their desire 
for their continuance. Such practices culminated in the abomina- 
tions of the Incas and Aztecs. 

‘Traces of fire-worship and the accompanying horrors of hunian 
sacrifice lasted in Europe until late in the present century, and, 
indeed, in many places still survive. The Druids had three great 
festivals—May-day Eve, Midsummer Eve, and All Hallowe'en. On 
these days from innumerable cairns and hills there went up the 
smoke of fires and sacrifices to the sun-god Beal. Fyrom these fires 
the lords of the district took the entrails of the sacrifice, and walking. 
barefooted over the ashes carried them to the Druid who presided’ 
over the ceremonies, These old Druidical festival observances 
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‘festival of the Beltane 
which are first mentioned in 2 tenth century MS. of Cormac, : 
‘bishop of Cashel, and are lit still, or at least were until lately, in many 
parts of Ireland, Scotland, Northern England, and Cornwall, at the 
sammer solstice and at the equinoxes, forming the occasion of great 
merriment and rejoicings. All ages and sexes omit not the leaping 
through the flarmcs, which no doubt must be looked on as a relic of 
the days when men actually fell victims to them—a humane modifica- 
tion of barbaric custom. 

Much controversy has been waged round the origin of the term 
Beltane or Bealteine, whether it comes from Beal or Belus, the 
Pheenician god, from Baldur, the sun-god of Norse mythology, or 
from Paleteine—Pales’ fire—the last-mentioned derivation 
the worship with that of the Roman goddess Pales, who presided 
over cattle and pastures. At the Palilia, which were celebrated on 
April 21, the shepherds purified their focks by sulphur and fires of 
olive and pinewood, while the people leaped through straw fires 
kindled in a row. Most probably the Palitia and the Beltanes are 
connected rather as both descendants of some form of fire worship 
existing prior to either, than as borrowed directly from each other. 
‘Tylor, indeed, considers the attempts that have been made to 
identify the Celtic Beal with the Semitic Bel or Baal, as on a level 
with Sir William Jones's identification of Woden and Buddha. 

The proper date for Beltane fires, which are said to have been 
lighted in Scotland as late as 1865, was May-day ; bat the word 
was also applied to fires kindled in honour of Beal on other days, 
as on Midsummer Eve, All Hallowe'en, and Yeule, now Christmas. 
Tn Sinclair's “ Statistical Account of Scotland” the festival is thus 
described : 


‘On May Grst, all the boys (i.¢, womarried men) in a township ox hamlet meet 
on the moors, where they dig a trench in which they kindle 2 fire and bakes 
cake, which is afterwards divided into portions. One of these pleces fs blackened: 
and they are then put in a boanet, and all draw tots, “Whoever draws the black 
bit is to be sacrificed to Baal, whose favour they mean to implore in rendering 
the year productive of sustenance to man and beast... . They now omit the 


act of sactifice, and only compel the devoted person to leap three times throws 
the flames. 


According to the same authority, bonfires were set up on All 
Saints’ Eve in every village, and when the fires were extinguished the 
ashes were raked into a circle. Then # in the ashes 
for every person belonging to the familie onfire, and 
the person whose stone was found to be Abefore 
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the morning was supposed to be destined to die within twelve 
months. 

Curious customs still linger in many parts of the continent round 
the celebration of the Beltane fires or analogous rites, or are but 
recently extinct. On Midsummer Eve in Livonia one or two old 
boats were burned to the accompaniment of song and dance by 
young and old. In the neighbourhood of rivers the custom of 
rolling something lighted down a hill, and if possible into the 
water, indicates the probability of a sacrifice by water being as 
usual as one by fire. At Conz, on the Moselle, a burning wheel 
was rolled down the hill into the river. Scotch children at the 
Beltane feast used to roll their bannocks three times down a hill 
before consuming them round a fire of brushwood. In Swabia 
wheels of lighted straw were rolled down the Frauenburg, and in 
North Germany ot Easter lighted tar barrels are rolled down the 
Osterberge. So firmly fixed were such heathen customs that the 
Church, unable to root them out, attempted to sanctify them by 
making the day of John the Baptist coincide with Midsummer 
Day, teaching that they were symbolic of Christian doctrine. The 
fires signified the Baptist, the burning and shining light who pre- 
ceded the true Light; while the descent of the rolling fire-wheels, 
representing the gradual descent of the sun after it has reached its 
highest point, illustrated the diminution of the fame of John. In 
recent times, indeed, attempts have been made to show that the 
Midsummer fires, notwithstanding their heathen surroundings, were 
really of Christian origin ; but there are insuperable objections to this 
theory in the survival of heathen names for the fires, and also in the 
analogy both in the idea and mode of purification existing between 
the Midsummer fires for men and the need-fires for cattle. 

‘The sacrifice by fire having been gradually modified into the 
custom of only passing through ar over it, there arose by degrees the 
idea of the healing and purifying virtues of fire by reason of its power 
to drive away the evil spirits which are looked on by uncultured races 
as the cause of disease. 

‘The purificatory virtues of fire are peculiarly inherent in freshly 
kindled flames, which have not been contaminated by previous use 
for any purpose whatever—the “new fire” of ceremonial usage. 
‘Though the Indian peoples have for ages employed flint and steot 
to kindle fire for practical use, the Brahmans, to make sacred fire for 
the daily sacrifice, still practise the barbaric art of “churning” fire 
_ with a fire-drill driven by a hair-cord. ‘This waste of labour for the 
ake of obtaining pure and holy fire is manifestly the keeging wp, 6y 
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is pestilence about. Curiously enough in the last 
a law passed forbidding the superstitious friction-fire i 
the district now famous for its cheap dandstichor ox * 

The “folorn-fites” which were, and a 
districts are still, lighted in Scotland whena man thought that he was 
the victim of witchcraft, agreed closely with the need-fires in the rules 
observed, In such cases it was first of all necessary to send notice 
to all the householders between the two nearest streams, to put out 
all lights and fires on a morning named. ‘Then on the day. 
the bewitched man and his friends produced new fire by means of a 
spinning wheel or some other mode of friction, and haying by it 
kindled some tow, thence a candle, thence a torch, and Gnally 2 
supply of peats, messengers were despatched with these to reanimate 
the waiting cold hearths. 

The midsummer fires were also credited with similar purificatory 
powers, and possibly these were nothing else than annual and public 
need-fires. The ground covered by the glare of their lights wis free 
from sorcery for a year, and their gathered ashes insured against 
all kinds of calamity. Evil spirits were averted for a year by leaping 
through their flames, and often not only did men leap but eattle were 
driven through the flames. 

‘The need-fires of Scotland had their analogues in both America 
and Airica, The Mayas, holding festival in honour of their agricul- 
tural deities, danced around the ashes of a burnt pile of wood, and 
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passed barefoot over the coals without injury, believing thus to avert 
misfortune and appease the gods. The Hottentot drove sheep 
through a fire, and the Tartars had a custom of purification by 
passing between two fires, The Creek Indians of North America at 
their yearly harvest festivals extinguished the old fires, debased by 
their subservience to human needs, and commenced with new and 
pure flame, symbolic of new and purified life, The Minnetarees, at 
their feast of the new corn, obtained mew fire by the fire-drill, and 
the Sioux, at their sacred festivals, removed all fire from the lodge and 
rekindled a fresh fire before cooking their food, so that there might 
be nothing unclean at the feast. In India the Nagas, preparatory to 
clearing a new piece of jungle, first put out their old fires and produce 
a new fire by friction. Among the Inoits the new year is the 
favourite period for the celebration of their mysteries. Then two 
*angakout,” of whom one is disguised as a woman, go from tent 
to tent extinguishing all the lights and rekindling them from a 
vestal flame, crying the while, “From the new sun comes anew 
» 


Primitive peoples in general jealously guard their secret rites, and 
it is almost impossible for white men to see a complete performance 
of the more elaborate ceremonials, Then the qualified observer 
who has managed to have the privilege accorded to him is often 
unable, owing to their gross nature, to describe the mysteries fully, 
even in journals which circulate among anthropologists only. 
American anthropologists have paid much attention to the customs 
and institutions of the Pucblo Indians, the primitive sedentary 
peoples of Arizona and Mexico, The new-fire ceremony of the 
Mogqui or Tusayan branch has been twice observed from start to 
finish, ‘The complete ritual occupied five days, from November 13 
to 17, while preliminaries known as “smoke assembly” and “ official 
announcement" occupied the 8th and gth respectively. The 18th, 
when all serious ceremonial had ceased, was given up to the 
rejoicings of a general holiday. These Tusayan Indians can neither 
read nor write, and know nothing of our calendars and almanacs, 
yet they manage to make the performances commence on the same 
date cach year, within a day or two, determining the time by 
observation of the stars, 

If artificial means were resorted to for the sake of obtaining 
virgin fire, nothing could certainly be supposed to be purer than the 
fire which comes down from the skies in the lightning flash, This 
is recognised by some tribes, which put outall fires in a village 
lightning ignites any substance, and immediately kindle 










must be of oak or olive wood. Then some yerses are sung 

the excellence of fire is praised, and God thanked for bh 

man beneficent heat. These verses vary in different 

everywhere the ceremony of the silent libations ee 
of which the household partakes. 

At the feast of Sada the Persians, climbing to the sumiecenaeie 
hills, kindle heaps of faggots into which they throw animals with 
wisps of dried grass fastened to their tails, ‘The terrified animals 
flee, carrying the fire over hill and dale, recalling the performance of 
Samson with the firebrands. Reclus says it was long 
Paris that the magistrates, in presence of the King and 1 i! 
in the Place Saint Jacques, kindled a stack of wood in which were 
imprisoned hens and cats, and that a similar pmetice is nol quite 
obsolete in Upper Dauphiné. ‘There has even been cited the ease of 
an Englishman who, in the present century, burned a live calf to 
counteract the attacks of evil spirits. Near Speier, in Germany, if 
many hens, or pigs, or ducks died in quick succession, one of their 
kind was thrown into the fire ; and the Esthonians, if a fire broke 
out, were accustomed to throw in a black living fowl to appease the 
flames, 

Curiously enough, while many superstitious practices Hinger long 
in the remote districts of our own and other civilised countries, 
anthropologists have had frequent reason to lament the rapidity with 
which, from various causes, many interesting savage ceremonies are 
passing away before they can be fully investigated. A strange aie 
used to be practised by the heathen priests of Raiates (Honoluia), 
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whieh twas repeted'a year or two ago coud ely be pformed by 
two men, descendants of these priests. It consisted in 

to walk in procession over a hot earth oyen without sr pepo 
applied to their feet, whether barefooted or shod, yet on emerging 
they did not even smell of fire. ‘The ovens used were frequently 
thirty feet in diameter, and were filled with various roots, which when 
‘buming give out a fierce heat, but no solution of the mystery has yet 
‘been got, and probably never will be. Similar “fire-walking" per- 
formances are known in India, which appear sometimes to be of 
expiatory nature, and sometimes of the character of ordeals, 

Among curious superstitions regarding fire there is the belief that 
milk alone can extinguish a fire kindled by lightning, which formerly 
existed in Cambridgeshire, and is still entertained by the Arabs of 
the Soudan. Among the Sinhalese, on the occasion of an epidemic, 
@ procession headed by the Kapurila (lay priest) goes from house to 
house, carrying an earthen pot filled either with cocoa-nut milk or 
‘water medicated with saffron leaves, with which he extinguishes the 
flame of a lamp—symbolising the fire of the pestilence—provided at 
each threshold, chanting 2 song about a fire in Madurapura which 
‘was quenched with milk by the goddess Pattini. 

Among the innumerable experiments always going on in early 
times the savage must have sometimes unwittingly brought together 
in some way substances that ignited. Knowing nothing of the 
modern ides of the unity of the physical forces, primitive man in his 
pytogeny always endeavoured to transform motion into heat. Most 
interesting of all fire-raising devices is that in which the friction of 
two sticks is made to yield the divine spark. The methods in use 
vary among different races. The fire-plough is used by the 
Polynesians, the Australians, the Papuans, and in some parts of the 
New World. One of the clearest accounts of the “ stick-and-groove,” 
or “fire-plough,” method of kindling fire is that given in Moseley's 
“Notes by a Naturalist on the Challenger.” Professor Moseley 
used to say that the Chadlenger expedition saw nearly the last of the 
unsophisticated savage, and even then he found some difficulty in 
inducing a native to show the process. Matches were so common 
that the natives no longer cared to undergo the labour necessary 
Moseley's account is as follows = 


‘The method adopted in Tongs is the usual Polynesian one of the stick and 
groove, The wood of the Hibiscus tiliaceus is made use of It is extremely 
light when dry, and must be extremely dry in order that 
fire, ‘To procure fie a stick or stoat splinter of the 
ig cut at one end so that one side of the tip f* in 





mendo eo after practice ; and especially Dr. Goode, R.N., who 
& candle in this way to show me the process, on board FLM.S, Digs, at 
is casy cnough to get smoke and char the wood a little, but very differ 
the actual fire. The slightest halt during the friction {s fatal. 





The natives of New Britain rub a sharpened piece of hard stick 
against the inside of a dried piece of split bamboo, making a fine 
dust which readily kindles. The spark once got, the fire is carefully 
fed with dried grass, or some more artfully prepared tinder. The 
Malays use the fire-saw, which is peculiarly suited to a bamboo 
region. Two pieces of bamboo are used ; a sharp-edged piece like 
a knife is rubbed across a convex section in which a notch is cut, 
nearly severing it, After a time the bamboo is pieréed, and the 
heated particles fall below and ignite. 

Another device for kindling fire by the conversion of the 
mechanical force of friction into heat is the fire-drill, which is very 
widely spread and very varied in its modifications, ‘This is, in #8 
simplest form, a rod of dry hard wood twirled in some fashion, it 
pointed end resting on a very dry piece of softer, and perhaps partly 
decayed wood, placed on the ground and held firm by the foot of 
knee. The rapid revolution of the vertical rod produces a fine 
wood meal which soon ignites. The vertical spindle may be twirled 
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ae by a thong wrapped round it once or twice, and the 
ends pulled backwards and forwards as rapidly as possible ; aed 

some form of bow, like the bow-drill of toolshops. In every form 

of this tool there is generally a top-piece required to hold down the 

drill on its bearing with the necessary pressure. Some tribes have 

elaborated this simple implement {nto a remarkably ingenious 

apparatus, particularly the Iroquois, whose “pump-drill” requires 


baa one hand to operate it, lexving the other free to manipulate the 
tinder. 

‘The old-fashioned flint-and-steel is the descendant of a method 
of fire-raising that may be older than any form of fire-stick, All 
that is really required is a glowing hot particle or spark, which can 
be got much more easily by striking together a piece of flint and a 
piece of pyrites, or two picces of pyrites, than by the laborious frie- 
tion of wood, Modern savages know this—even the miserable 
natives of Tierra del Fuego—and the neat-fingered Eskimo do up 
complete “ strike-a-light” sets of flint, pyrites, and tinder in dainty 
little bags, with leather pad to preserve the fingers from injury. 
‘That the prehistoric men of Europe knew it is attested by the bits 
of pyrites found in their caves, while in the old civilised world the 
Greeks gave the mineral its name, “purites,” or “fiery.” Homer 
and Virgil speak of Hint as containing the “ seeds of fire,” an expres- 
sion used in Polynesian traditions to express the inflammable nature 
‘of certain kinds of timber. Substituting a piece of iron for the 
pyrites there is the flint-and-steel which dates from the entry of 
nations into the iron age, and is not yet absolutely unknown among 
civilised peoples, though rapidly banished into obscurity by the 
lucifer match, which dates from about 1833. 

Curious rather than important fire-raising devices are the burning- 
Jens and concave mirror which were known in ancient Greece ; and 
again, the wooden air-condensing syringe made use of by the Dyak 
and Burmese—a hollow tube of hardwood, bound with cane, and 
fitted with a piston of the same material, packed with string The 
piston has a hollow in its under side, into which a bit of tinder is 
inserted, and when the piston is suddenly and skilfully driven home 
the tinder ignites from the heat generated by the sudden compres- 
sion of the air, and on being withdrawn is tenderly blown into 
incandescence. 

When to the friction of wood, the percussion of minerals, the 
compression of air, and the focussing of the sun's rays by lens or 
mirror, we have added the id electrical fire-generators of 
modern days we have range of fire-making usages. 
A. WANS. 





























characteristic attitude, the gazer would be . 
look. ‘There is, in short, here the dramatic clement present, there 
are innumerable figures and faces ; rich, old-fashioned dresses, jost 
as on the stage. We can hardly help feeling that such were persot 
of mark ; on every second face, at least, there is some note of ability, 
firmness, or oddity, Hence, as I say, this miscellancous crowd, 
shuflling on from room to room and posting up the short flights of 
stairs, as though it feared to be late forsomething, has the general 
air of being thoroughly interested or even amused. A strange 
contrast to the bleak, dismal regions at South Kensington, where these 
same portraits used to be entombed. Tt was but dreary work going 
round the show : they were hung up on white dilapidated walls, and 
every one, it seemed to me, was glad to get it overand have done with 
them, It is really astonishing how much the pictures have gained by 
being placed among these genial, handsome surroundings and furnish- 
ings. They seem at home now. They are watched and cared for 
by State officials, who wear the State uniform ; Mr. Cust controls = 
they have gained self-respect and show to advantage. 

It is, indeed, a curious and original feeling to find yourself among 
faces and nothing but faces. A really good portrait is always 
excellent company, second only to 4 living thing. Nay, it will show 
many “facets,” revealing new expressions, with more acquaintance. 
It is popularly thought, but it is only a vulgar error, that a photograph: 

























ie Oe giles, ee we en et 2 ee eet ee 
eerie —s gut oO ee ee ce Se 
es wath dhe of coe eis oo ee oS ee 
character of Ge goon Te eee = eet oo 
eerdy pum Ve al oe eet toe See 
pp cambding shor acer ack o ore —tem en et Ep 
eroyoo:@c eramiacl Fe eee se oor of Stee 
Cemex, end tee: mad of be Gump and of he St ee 
Were 1 ciliet am a mpty aos come of ths pee, § Sot 
base Gnced eager ef abe po Se 2 ted 
cupped cose and suititix.2 whet deal Ge Tht wes the ey, 
or something in that dimecten. 3 comfem: to hewe been taken beck 
with eeopeise wthes 2 come wen bi bere em See Gallery (Room 5) 
and found befee me = moe socom Erie face, wth 2 wel, 
protendimg, semmuues mocth an meliige, famiker air, bet certainly 
trademmas-ice So Gieser is the picture thet onc can swxar & is 
Eheness, axis good one But it & so strange, with your eyes fixed 
om such commongiisce Sestures, to think and believe that this was the 
Cranmer of English history whom we learned about in school, 
‘Most cariows! There is the sxme feeling im the case of his 





lending, unwholesome fellow. 
Let us now enter the first room—the lobby, at the top of the 
stairs, No. 24—which may be called the Royalties Room, Hew 
from George II1,—an interesting your 
4760, a strange contrast to the tenlbie 
sixty years Or 80 later, unshaver 








somewhat stiff, and with 
erererereret sy 


way tranquilly ; yet she was full of feeling 

do not know whether it has been protec nn 
‘Majesty in her youthful days bore to her cousin : there was the same 
foll and placid face and the same faimess of tint 

The portrait of her father, by Lawrence, though unfinished, is 
truly characteristic, and might illustrate ‘Thackeray's description. 
‘There is the glossy wig, the general padded air, and the perky set- 
up look of the old rake and dandy, the truc 
Beside it is this fine head, done when he was a young man, of the 
Duke of Sussex. We can read here all the turbulence of youthful pas 
sions, the roving eye, the flushed.and handsome 
Her Majesty's father, the Duke of Kent, is a very unrefined personage, 
it must be said, with a coarse jaw and mouth, made more “pro- 
nounced” by the “mutton-chop” whiskers. He does not took 
cither a Royal or very sagacious man, which in fact he was not. Sir 
William Beechey, the painter, did not, however, impart much refine- 
mont to his faces. 

In Room No, 25 we pause at once before the striking and 
pleasing cabinet likeness of Sir Walter Scott by Allan, ‘This brilliant 
and interesting picture, familiar enough from the engraving, is full 
of dramatic movement, is most original in composition, and has a 
subdued theatrical treatment, which is not at all unweleome, Tt 
answers perfectly to the ideal we have, an ideal which we believe to be 
true, of the great novelist. There is an air of life and quickness, of 
intellectual alertness, which contrasts with the easiness of his costume, 








is a fairly general likeness, and we are certain that she must hare had 
this coldly white face with the sharply peaked chin and long pinched 
mouth. ‘his extraordinary woman is surely one of the main attrac. 
tions of our Gallery, Her rival—she of Scots—is here, and, as she 
is always, a perplexing thing, From the innumerable contradictory 
Portraits it is difficult to get any very clear idea of what she was really 
like—whether she was plain or a beauty, or soft or interesting. 
“Bor” has humorously described in his letters the unsatisfactory 
nature of his sittings to that great artist Ary Scheffer. The artist 
could satisfy neither himself nor his sitter, and the likeness seemed 
to travel further and further away. No one who knew Dickens 
would recognise it. It might pass as a fair likeness of the Am: 





ur 


trace of imitation, he might have come down from the Renaissance. 
There is the mark of style about everything in Watts... . This is 
what makes him a master of contemporary painting and of the 
Painting of all times.” But it may be, too, that this antique tone, 
with the softened tints and shadows which suggest the idea of having 
beef painted centuries ago, rather impede the oraisemblanc. We 
feel that nobody could ever have seen Matthew Amold or 

under such highly spiritualised conditions ; they are all in dreams as 
it were, The finest is, perhaps, that of Mill, from the pathetic 
delicacy of the treatment, the nervous lines, the high-strang feeling. 
It is only when we look close into those wonderful works that wesee 
the amazing amount of touchings and tints that are combined to pro- 
ducethe effect, The boldest and most effective for depth and brilliancy 
is surely that of Panizzi, which seems almost a carving. What life, 
vigour, and purpose: and what colour! And itis only the necessary 
colour. As likenesses they are all recognisable, but there is always 
something that we feel does not exactly belong to the man. Cardinal 
Manning is a fine piece of bravura; the crimson of the robe was 
tempting; but those who knew the prelate will own that the mouth 
is too hard and too tightened. That mouth was exquisitely tender 
and mobile, In process of years the flaming tint will be toned 
down. 

The portrait of Charles James Fox (Room 15) is a genuine and 
almost startling surprise, For who would take this portly “grazier” 
—so he seems—with his enormous paunch, full rubicund face, bushy 
black eyebrows, for the famous political lender? He wears a low. 
crowned waggoner's hat, with a roomy blue coat and roomier buff 
waistcoat, his well-known “uniform,” the tints of which are copied 
in the familiar “ buff and blue” cover of the Edinburgh Review of 
to-day; he seems indeed like a person dressed for the stage, and 
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cke dressed grotesquely. But a most remarkable picture it is 
altogether. " r 

Jn one of the lobby galleries we find Haydon’s gigantic picture 
of his “Slavery Convention,” and shrink appalled. For it is a 
terrible performance—so crude, and limned in the best “sign- 
painting” fashion. It seems incredible that he could ever have been 
recognised af ad as a painter of respectability. His strange diaries 
show the delusions as to high art and his mission and his own 

‘of execution which preyed upon the poor man. Dut this 

picture and another monstrosity on a similar scale in the National 
Gallery prove clearly why he was not tolerated, One would almost 
think that he scarcely knew the common rules of colouring. The 
grouping of the figures is execrable—the heads being disposed in 
regimental line, 
‘The unfortunate Mr, Perceval—Prime Minister—has, odd to 
say, a very “skull-like” physiognomy. When a boy, and visiting; 
Hampton Court, I remember being so struck with this political 
death's head that I made a sketch of it. Another eminent political 
personage is also here, Sheridan by Russell, whose pastel drawings 
were very brilliant pieces of work and are now being sought out. 
Indeed, it was lately thought necessary to write a “life” of this 
artist. Sheridan's mouth has that rather foolish projection which is 
found in all the portraits of members of the family, even in those of the 
“womankind.” There is much the same thing in Goldsmith's face, 
and it may be noticed a good deal in many of the Hibernian race, 
This placid, full-cheeked, rather amiable and genteel-looking 
man, who wears a full-bottomed wig, "bands," and gown, is the 
“unfortunate Dr. Dodd,” who was'certainly put to death in a rather 
harsh way, Having written his life and investigated his case 
thoroughly, I may be entitled to say this. I possess a of the 
head of this divine taken after his violent death, I recall a dinner 
given by the late W. H. Wills, Dickens’ aide-de-camp, at his house 
at Regent's Park Terrace, where were “ Boz" and Wilkie Collins 
and many more, and I recall how pleasantly the amiable Dickens 
joked on my two “disreputable parsons,” as he called them—Dodd 
and Sterne—whose lives, albeit I was of the old faith, I had written 
on amore. Dodd, as he appears here, isa sleck, perhaps sfy por= 
sonage, inclined to “cure” the souls of ladies in particular, The 
feeling, however, curious one, to look on this genteel divine, all 
quite “correct” in every way, particularly dress, and then recall 
that he was “ Aanged by the neck until he was dead." W 
for such a yery “mice man.” 



















allowed to talk during the function, ; 

objections he protested vehemently. rt 

His rautnce wes only he skint the bar. We ba ach 
now, 

‘There is the attractive Angelica Kaufuicha (nova 
has been recently written by Frances Gerard—a rather rs 

person, but a thorough German. Who cannot detect : 
ness.as of disappointment in the pinched no 
‘She would no doubt have: imade the amiable Sir Joshua’ unt 

We have, of course, here one of the innumerable Lady Hamiltons 
that the infatuated Romney painted. But stay—this is rather « 
superficial view of the matter. ‘There might have been method in 
his infatuation, ‘The world has by this time ratified the painter's 
view ; and a Lady Hamilton, in whatever attitude, would command 
all suffrages and great price at Christie’s or elsewhere. ‘This romark- 
able favour, and the exquisite charms of the fice itself and varied 
attitudes, seem to prove that the painter had sufficient sagaciousness 
in choosing his subject and multiplying the copies and in varying the 
attitudes, It is certain that this great artist has given this curious 
lady a sort of immortality. 

The portrait of Hunter, the great surgeon, is worth looking at 
from the characteristic animated attitude, the refined clear face, anc 
slight figure. ‘The painting is really excellent, though only a copy of 
the original by Sir Joshua, and made by “Jackson, RA," an 
eminent portrait painter. ‘This shows clearly how admirably a clever 
artist can simulate the methods of another artist. The American, 
Gilbert Stuart, has hardly received sufficient credit for his gifts. 
He is well known for his fortunate privilege of having painted 
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George Washington from the life, He was really a fine portrait 
painter, with great fecling for colour. In this gallery we have 
several of his works. There is a striking effect in his portrait of 
‘Wolleit, the engraver. There is a fine dread about it, a round- 
ness and boldness 3 the red cap and the round) burly, face suggest 
something of the coarse vigour of Hogarth, 

General Wolfe, the defender of Quebec, is somewhat of a disap- 
pointment. ‘Lhe “ meagre” side face does not impress ; one would 
almost say there was something weak or foolish about it. There 
is a kind of eager good-nature; but the notion of weakness is 
refuted by events, There is again a hint of Goldsmith's face, and 
still, it is curious, Wolfe was also an Irishman, 

Personages who wear scarlet robes furnish exceeding difficulty to 
the painter, ‘This tint is so difficult to deal with ; while in the case 
of “hunting suits" or judges’ robes our Portrait Gallery has an 
abundante of these judicial presentments, This ‘killing scarlet re- 
quires an artist of the first class to deal with it, The late Sir Francis 
Grant was much employed by committees of hunt-clubs, and exhibited 
some terrible warnings inthis way. Now here we have an abundance 
of judges in their robes, and there is something harsh and unpleasant 
in the exhibition of that gaudy colour. Tt is extraordinary that the 
artists could not suppose that there are hues and tints of scarlet. 
And here we have a picture of Blackstone, the jurist, thus arrayed, 
and painted by his friend Reynolds (22). This example shows clearly 
what contrasts and shadings, what richness even, can be produced by 
asuperior man, It is quite in the Rembrandt key, 

Our modern judge and hunting-men painters might also study this 
fine and dignified picture of Lord Mansfield (Room rs) by Reynolds. 
What solidity in the handling, how subdued the reds, and how rich 
the gold lace and ermine, yet amid this finery the face asserts itself 
to the full, 

Sir John Franklin, the intrepid, persevering navigator, is a dis- 
appointment. This “platter-faced" man seems scarcely made for 
daring deeds, Here also is J. Philpot Curran, a most characteristic 
face, but of a decidedly low Irish type. It is curious to note how, 
working on the same material, Lawrence contrived to refine the 
comparative meanness of the same face, and inspire a sort of keen 
intelectual feeling. Dundas is here too. We know the story of 
“Wha wants me?” and it is pointed by this shrewd, “ pawkie,” 
Scottish Dominie sort of face, which would have served for Sir 
Pertinax himself. 

Cromwell's face and head has always remained clear, distinct 








was 
the picture by Mrs, Carpenter we note an air of distinction and refine- 
ment. A very peculiar face it is, and there are to be found in it 
signs of the consumption thar carried him off prematurely. 


Pictures of themselves painted by the artists are always highly 
interesting. Some take care to flatter, others find an equal pleasure 
in giving the truth only a little worsened. Its being their own work 
compensates, and perhaps qullifies these defects, There are some 
very characteristic specimens—witness the well-known one of Sir 
Joshua in @ cap and shading his eyes with his hand ; this is familiar 
from the engravings and is very effective and fullof character. There 
isa suggestion of Rembrandt's treatment. ‘Then there is the fine, truly 
drumatic sketch of Wilberforce by Sir Thomas, the head only tolerably 
complete, the rest “rubbed in,” but still the whole effect most telling 
and satisfactory. ‘This sketch was reproduced in the marble sitting 
figure in Westminster Abbey, though sculptors say the subject is too 
grotesque for euch treatment. Other painters here, who haye thus re 
produced themselves, are Hogarth, Gainsborough, Harlow, the**actors’ 
own painter,” Dobson, Barry, Morland, Angelica Kaufmann, Conway, 
Constable, Haydon, Lawrence, Jackson, Hone, and many more. 
The little group of the “ Pretender” Stuarts, in Room to, 
interesting. ‘There we see the Pretenders young and old ; and there 
is the handsome intelligent face of the Cardinal York set off by his 
robes. In Room 1 we find that master of the graces, Lord 
Chesterfield, with his cold face—a fine, rather brilliantly painted 
portrait—the work of Allan Ramsay. Near him is Lord Lytiletoa 
with his long nose. Opposite is Hogarth at his casel, painted by 
himself, What energy in the legs | ere is here also an inimitahle 
bust of him by the far-famed Roubiliac—what a life-like expression 
—what firmness and certainty in the touches, the very buttons, &, 
and what “character" in the whole! There is a portrait of this 
Roubiliac, by Charpentier, in a professional attitude. The gallery is 
fortunate in having a work of “Wright of Derby "—a painter whose 
works are scarce. There is a sort of plain simplicity in his treat 
ment that is very pleasing. ‘This is his own portrait by himself 

In Room 23 we come upon quite a crowd of admirals in thelr 
old effective uniform. ‘There is a pleasant feeling in 
these heroes, some of whom are visibly thorough “sea dogs,” and 
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One of the most striking portraits 

of George Eliot, from which the popular 
the work of a most accomplished artist, one ¢ 
fine training, of the school of Mulready, e; 
Burton, so lately director of the Gallery close b Not 
tragic tone, the marked features, the gaunt ugliness 
it?), There is a decidedly masculine w a 
Matthew Arnold and a little of Newman, 

A very clever and at the same time very striking m 
artistic crayon drawing of Mrs. Browning (Room ; 2 
‘Yalfourd. ‘There is something very artistic in the tect 
drawing, and the face of the poetess attracts from the tt a 
curls, the strange weird expression of the mouth. ‘These sort of 
half sketches often furnish a better idea than more pretentious efforts, 

It is a curious speculation whether many of the pictures of say two 
hundred years ago were likenesses at all. Curtain it is that 
the so-called Hampton Court beauties seem scarcely disti 
from each other. This, however, may be owing to the costumes and 
the mode of dressing the hair in little curls on the forehead. "There 
is the conventional cavalier portrait in wig, moustachios, and. glowing 
collar, To my mind this of portrait is uninteresting. 

Actors’ portraits are always interesting and successful, for they 
practise expression, and no face has so much wear and tear. Here 
we have Garrick—a fine one—Woffington, Colman, Fawcett, and 
the stately Kemble, full length and in his sables as Hamlet, His 
great sister stands near him as she appeared reading to the 
family, She was then a fine massive personage, N 
O'Neil, ‘PERCY ELTZGERALD, 
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TOWN LIFE 
THREE CENTURIES AGO. 


N interesting picture of town life in the provinces in old times 
may be drawn from one of the recently-published volumes of 
the Historical Manuscripts Commission, which deals, among other 
‘matters, with the records of the city of Lincoln. The formation and 
regulation of trade guilds, the introduction of the manufacture of 
eloth, and the management of the corporate property figure largely in 
these documents; and there are numerous ordinances regulating the 
prices of commodities; that of 1540, directing that oysters are to 
be sold only at 4d. the “wasche” (é¢. ten bushels), and forbidding 
those who refuse to conform from selling cither mussels or cockles, 
is likely to call up vain longings in the mind of the latter-day lover of 
good things, In 1323 it was ruled that no pig be sold above 4, 
and in the term of Lent in the year 1562 herrings were to be sold at 
sixa penny. At about the same date wheat was selling at gos. 
quarter, cheese at 20d. a stone, eggs were five a penny, and brewers 
were ordered to sell their ale at 2j¢, and their beer at 2d, a 
gallon. 

‘These prices are only apparently low—indeed, compared to pigs 
at 4d., ale is dear—otherwise one might feel tempted to attribute to 
the price of the beverage the frequency with which the question of 
drunkenness came before the city council. 

‘There are quite a number of regulations relating to “tippling- 
houses” and “tipplers,” the latter term, by the way, indicating, 
not those who drunk the ale, but those who sold it. In 1515 is a 
list of the names of twenty “typolers that fynd sewerty for gud 
abeyrynge acordynge to the statute,” 

In 1553 a number of the tippling-houses are closed, Later on 
more stringent measures are adopted, “no artificer or labourer, 
under the degree of a chamberlain of the city, after monition by 
proclamation, shall be or remain in any ale-house in the city on any 
working day to drink or spend any money for any ale, beer, or any 
other thing there to be found upon pain of 4d.” 





aa 








London to the fair, one to see his grandmother, another to sell ale, 
the third to seek work, and the fourth to sell pins and laces, are all 
commanded to the stocks to be punished as vagabonds, although & 
is said of the first that no trespass can be found in him.” A little 
later we find recorded the examination of a saffron seller as a vaga- 
bond “who dwelleth nowhere and hath no ware to sell.” Our friend 
the maker of smoked glasses for the observation of solar eclipses 
would have fared badly in those days. 

A recent police-court case will, perhaps, lend additional interest to 
an instance of the regulation of labour to be found in the ordinance 
of 1440 respecting barbers, according to which Sunday shaving ix 
prohibited, and the charge of shaving a poor person is fixed at = 
farthing, while a priest can be made to pay a halfpenny. Why this 
discrimination against the Church is not apparent. Had the priests 
more jaw than the laymen? 

At the beginning of the 16th century the fortunes of the city 
appear to have fallen to a very lowebb, In 1528 it is stated that 
there are 200 houses clearly decayed, and the records of the demoli- 
tion of churches are very striking In 1533 all the “stone and 
ramell" of All Hallows’ Church was sold for 26s. 8d, and the 
chamberlain of the cast ward received permission to take down 
the tiles, timber, and stone of St, Augustine's Church. In the follow- 
ing year it is “agreed that, as St. Austin’s Church and the Holy 
Trinity Church at the Grece Foot are ruined and at falling down, 
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In 1562 thechurchel & Peer a the Pies is ede wo bebe 
down ; and im 15¢6 we sead “St Johe’s Choch im Newport, now 
decayed, shall be trikes down; St. Stepien's in Newland, now decayed, 
granted to the sherifis in place of £12 given to them for the expenses 
oftheir office” 

In 1559 the chapel on the high leidge is ordered “to be made 
into a dwelling -hovse,” and in 1¢¢1 the Clothiers receive a church for 
a walk mill and dye-house. 

‘There is an account of 2 trade school as far back as 1591, when 
Jobn Cheseman, the knitter, undertakes to set on work in his science 
all such as are willing to come to him, or are sent by the aklermen, 
and to hide nothing from them that belongeth to the knowledge of 
the said science. In the following year be makes an agreement with 
Francis Newby, who, with Jane his wife, after a thorough course of 
instraction, are to have the oversight and teaching of thirty scholars, 
for which they are to receive ges. per annum, in aiidition to ad for 
every pair of stockings made by the scholars, as well as tho privilege 
of amending and footing all stockings brought to them for that 
Some 80 or go years later there are again accounts of a koitting 
school, of which Joseph Newton, of Leicester, is appointed master at 
a yearly salary of £50, and in the meantime Gregory Laweock had 
made an attempt “to set all the poor of the city upon work to spin, 
knit stockings, weave garterings, make stuffs, and other manufactures 
of wool, and out of the gain to clothe the same poor.” 

In connection with this, we have one of a very lange number of 

i Easter every citizen and 
other inhabitant of ability one suit of apparel and 
shall be mede in the 
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fancy 
Upon the day that the king's present was 


council, one of the councillors was expelled for 

probably there is a connection between 

from the number of regulations and 

common councillors, to say cg ot ae 

have been a very choleric and unruly lot. 

council agree that “if any members have communing 

inordinate words, and will not cease when et 

with the mall, they shall forfeit one halfpenny 

culpable,” This is preceded by an order of Se 

keep convenient silence when the mayor commant 

of forfeiting one penny ;" and later it is found 

the fine upon each succeeding offence. But things become 
serious in 1559, when we have “agreed that no alderman shall, in the 
presence of the mayor, deride one another with vile words, mor one 
of them call any other Anave, deygar, or use any other undecent ‘talk, 
upon pain of forfeiting 4os. every time, and to be committed to ward 
until payment; nor any alderman or other officer to rail or speak 
untrue or vile words of the mayor or any aldetman behind their 
backs and in their absence.” Just before this we have, ‘no one to 
tell abroad what has been said or done in the council chamber on 
pain of losing their franchise and being set in the pillory™ ed 
‘an account of a dreadful fellow, David Brian by name 

the Emerald Iste), who is “ committed to ward Hares 
out bail for disobedience to the mayor and aldermen, for breaking 
the stocks, and for calling the mayor a false man and a buteherly 
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officers,” i aa 

"insas99 wa mead ofa yar covou procondiog: When rep 
books to the Gildhall, as well concerning the common 
council as other writings, be embezzled and withdrawn .. . and if 
no person will acknowledge the having of them, then a monition 
shall procecd of ewrsiny against all such persons as keep any such 
books, rolls, evidences, muniments, or other writings.” And in the 
following year, no one having come forward to acknowledge the pos- 
session of the stolen papers, it is agreed that the mayor shall cause 
a cursing to be published through the city against all those that 
have withdrawn records and books of the common council. The 
idea of, say, the chairman of the London County Council pro- 
claiming a sort of general curse is too comical to be dwelt upon, 
In 1572 constables are appointed to search out persons absenting 
themselves, without lawful impediment or license from the mayor, 
from attendance at sermons in the Minster every Sunday, such 
persons to be fined 2¢. To make a jump, we find in the chamber- 
Jain's accounts, a century later, the following items : 





For the making of a new ducking stool 
For a new chair for the ducking stool ~ 
For an engine for burning prisoners in the cheek 
‘Spent on Sergeant Saul and the soldiers when the rabble was up 14 





‘There are orders for paving the streets in 1550 and 1560 ; andin 
1563 and subsequently we hear of provisions of leather buckets being 
made for quenching fires. In 1589 there is a lighting order directed to 
the householders in the main streets, Orders as to river and stream 
pollution occur in 1571 and 1584; and in 1577 it is ordered that 
“every housekeeper except poor people to pay towards the killing of 
moles, one penny.” 

The dustman makes his appearance in 1538. “A common 
carrier appointed to carry away all such vylde stuff as lieth in the 
streets, every man giving him for his labour as they may agree.” 
Possibly this voluntary system did not work out very well ; at any rate, 
upon the occasion of the king's visit three years later, a special effort 
had to be made to clear away “all dunghills, gravel, stones, and other 
like stuff now lying in the city and liberties." Later on, in 1607, we 
read : “Whereas the apprentices and other servants of the citizens do 
weekly carry the sweepings of their houses and doors into back lanes 
and not to the places appointed for that purpose, whereby many 
highways are straitened, and corruption of the air is procured, and 
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annoyance to ‘the passengers that way given and daily increased, it 
is agreed that the bellman shall keep under him a man or twoto play 
the scavengers of this city, and with carts or carriages to carry away 
the dust and sweepings of the houses and streets from the doors twice 
in the week, viz, on Wednesday and Saturday, to such places as the 
mayor shall appoint, and for his pains and charges to be paid as the 
bellman and housekeeper can agree, and, if they cannot agree, then 
the mayor to compound the matter between them.” Our modem 
arrangements are far from satisfactory, but we should not feel inclined 
‘to go back to this state of affairs. 


RHYS JENKINS, 





TABLE TALK. 


Winuiam Morais, 


REFRAIN, as a rule, in these pages from every form of obituary 
notice ; and when brilliant and distinguished friends, such as 
Lord Leighton and Sir John Millais, and now latest of all George 
Du Maurier, have passed “to the majority" I have sighed over the 
darkening horizon of vision, and have held my peace. The passing 
away of another old friend in the person of William Morris draws 
from me afew words of comment, not because the figure of the man 
is more conspicuous, but that the conditions of intimacy were 
different, and I have more of what seems to me of public interest 
to say. Few individualities stranger, more wayward, or more potent 
than that of William Morris haye mixed in the struggle of literature 
and art. A relentless foe to tyranny and convention, he stands 
before the world an armed champion of all that is most advanced 
and progressive, To those who knew him longest he was not only, 
as he himself proclaimed, “the idle singer of an empty day," but 
the dreamer who could find 2 means for the emancipation of humanity 
in the retum to medizval institutions. “Topsy” was the endearing 
name bestowed upon him for no apparent reason, physical, moral, or 
intellectual. It suited, however, his ebullient, impetuous, ardent, and 
explosive temperament, and had, though difficult of explanation, at 
least a symbolical significance. 


Mowais axp Rosserm. 

¥ own acquaintance with Morris, at one time all but broken 

of, began and comt@nued pleasantly enough. I was so 
frien, a# T shall now show, the mouse’s service 
therefor 2 plenary and gratefal recognition, 
Hin was in that world, the pleasantest surely 
Gabriel Rossetti was the centre—a world 
ae extinguished, and the remaining 
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things were, That were most pleasant to me.” 
Monts’: Fixst Votume ov Pokas, 


iptiraessa misses some at least of this. brotherhood that I 
first heard of William Morris, whom I 
poet. Mr. Swinbume recited to a few of us, with his matchless 
delivery, Morris's poem of “Rapunzel.” Twas 
this, and turning over the volume came upon such 
“Shameful Death” and “The Haystack in the Floods.” 
lishers of the volume were Bell & Daldy, whom Iknew, T called 
accordingly upon them at the house of the firm, then close by St. 
Dunstan’s Church in Fleet Street. With an apology to my readers for 
the obtrusion upon them of my own personality, I will tell them what 
occurred as exactly as a distant memory, no longer, I grieve to say, 
wholly trustworthy, will allow me. I asked Mr. Bell if he had a 
copy of Morris's “Defence of Guenevere, and other Poems.” He 
smiled and said, “I have an edition.” In answer to my further 
questioning, he told me that a few copies were sold at the outset, a 
few given away, and a few sent out to the press. For some years he 
had never been asked for it, and the entire remainder rested on 
his shelves, If I called again he would look me out a copy, I 
called, received the book, and offered to pay for it, Mr Bell 
laughed, and said, ‘No, I will not charge you for it; pray accept it 
as a gift.” It was holiday weather, and a few dayslater I slipped the 
hook into my pocket and went to Ventnor, where I was the guest of 
Sir Thomas Duffus Hardy, the Deputy Keeper of the Records 
Under the sunny skies of Ventnor we, Sir Thomas and Lady Hardy, 
their daughter, and the other guests, saturated ourselves with the 
volume, calling ourselves even after the names of the characters. T 
personally, with a panning reference which those who’ penetrate 











Table Tate 2 


beneath the disguise of Sylvanus Urban to the half-concealed in: 
dividuality will at once understand, was christened, out of “The 
Chapel in Lyonesse,” Sir Ozana le cure Hardy. 


Trs Bounp mo Prosperity, 


N our return to London, Westland Marston, Philip Bourke 
‘Marston, and other members of that amiable and accom~ 
plished family joined in our cult. While under the influence of the 
spell I published, in no very specially literary paper, two articles 
entitled, if I remember rightly, “A Neglected Poet.” To the con- 
versations in the brilliant circles of the Hardys and the Marstons, 
rather than to any written words of mine, I attribute the swiftly 
succeeding vogue of the pocms, When I saw Bell he said, * You have 
moved the book ; I’ve sold ten or a dozen copies.” Next time it was 
five-and-twenty. Within six months the entire edition of a wark of 
which for years not a single copy had been demanded was sold. In 
a year or two the book became a rarity, and I have received for my 
thumbed and seedy, but still prized, copy from a bookseller an offer 
of many times the published price, Morris had meanwhile by him 
the manuscript of “ Jason,” at which a year previously Bell would not 
have looked, Now it was looked at, accepted, and printed. Tt was 
@ conspicuous success, and the “ Earthly Paradise” and a score of 
other works have followed and raised the fame of Morris to the 
point at which it now stands. I made the acquaintance of Morris 
then or shortly afterwards, and the first letter I received from him 
expressed his surprise and gratification that anyone should have been 
found to hunt out his hapless little volume. 


Txsprrep ny FRoissarn, 


'T is, perhaps, but natural that the book with which T was then 
pleasantly associated should remain foremost in my estimation. 

I think, however, seriously, that Morris’s best inspiration was derived 
from Froissart, the atmosphere of which ‘The Defence of Guenevere” 
everywhere breathes, rather than from any other source, Scandinavian, 
Oriental, or other, from which the best and pleasantest of story-tellers 
drew his materials, Quite delightful is it to possess an estate such as 
the “Earthly Paradise,” over which, with little dread of reaching its 
limits, you may wander at will. The book is as long practically as 
the “ Fairy Queen,” and as full of delight, You will read through 
neither the one nor the other, but you can turn to them at any time 
and open them at any place with the certainty of gratification. Laay 








would lose all music if the final e's in bell 
as they must needs be in French poetry. 






‘Tue Ecewenrs or Romance anp MysTERY IN” 


MUST not venture upon quotations from 
how, at least, every lover of poetry is familiar. 

then adopted has been entirely disearded, and none 

work bears the slightest resemblance to this. It is as i 
and mystery as Keats, as wild, pitcous, and ghastly facter 


that Milton exhibits when he talks 
Of calling shapes, and beckoning shadows dire, 
And airy tongues that syllable men’s names 

‘On sands and shores and desert wildernesses 3 
and Keats when he writes of the 


undescribed sounds 
That come n-swooning over hollow grounds 
And wither drearily on barren moors 5 


or, better still, in the entire environment of “La belle Dame sans 
merci.” The colour, meanwhile, in most of the pocms is tran- 
scendent in beauty and glow. The ballads have a terror which no 
other writer with whom I am familiar has reached, the nearest 
approach to it being, as I have to some extent indicated, in some of 
the work of Maeterlinck. When I think of Morris as one of that 
great trio of poets, friends at the outset of life and nursed onthe same 
poetic influences, Swinburne, Rossetti, Morris, it is the | 
“The Defence of Gucnevere” of whom I think. The author 
“Love is Enough” is a great poet, but to me he is another m 

Next month I shall have something more to. say 
Morris, 
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with heart and soul and voice, those lines which he was ‘never weary! 
of trolling forth, as the laureate of the Beef Steak Club >— 

‘Then in town Iet me live, then in town let me die, 

For in truth I can’t relish the country, not Ij. 

Af man must have a villa ia summer to dwell, 

‘Then give me the sweet shady side of Pall Mall. 

* To such as these, we repeat, the Square and everything connected 
with it are invested with an interest of no ordinary character, It is, 
therefore, with feelings of deep satisfaction that we direct attention 
in these pages to the fact that St. James's Square has of late found a 

able and candid historian in Mr. A. I, Dasent. It is 
I difficult to speak too highly of the manner in which he has 
i himself of his task. No reproach is more frequently levelled, and in 
our opinion more justly levelled, against works of this character than 
that of soporific dulness. The perusal of antiquarian and topographical 
books in general might be ranked among works of 
and only produces the effect of sending the reader to sleep. Mr. 
Dasent’s pages are entirely free from this reproach. From first to 
last he instructs while he amuses, We lay down his book with the 
conviction that the man has at last arisen who knows how to narrate 
| ‘a8 it should be narrated the history of a Londonsquare. Taking his 
work as our text, we shall proceed to hase upon it a short, though 
‘we trust a not altogether uninteresting, homily of our own. 

If we cast our eyes over some good map of Charles L.'s London, 
we shall at once sec that what we now understand by “the West End” 
had then practically no existence. Broad green fields, bounded by 
the coach roads which led to Uxbridge, Oxford, and Bath, occupied 
the places of the present imposing array of squares, crescents, 
and terraces. The charming raiment of Nature undisturbed and 
unsullied by grime, smoke, and filth stretched far away north, 
south, and west of Charing Cross. In those times many fashion- 
able gentlemen lived in the Strand; the City was still the abode 
of people of “quality.” Hatton House lay at the end of Hatton 
Garden ; people in high life resided in considerable numbers in 
Drury Lane. Opulent merchants selected Pudding Lane and 
Pie Corner as their abodes. The stately Duke of Newcastle, the 
great tamer of horses, resided with his august consort in the 

ibourhood of Clerkenwell. The Duke of Lauder- 
of London both tenanted houses in Alders- 
Rupert practised chemistry and chattered 
in the Barbican. We might easily multiply 
ling to show that, practically, what modems 
te 
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term the West End, was not previous to the outbreak of the Great 
Fire of 1666, « 

“When things began to return to their proper channel,” to 
borrow the appropriate language of Defoe, when London's citizens 
had sufficiently recovered from the pening sec San 
Plague and the Great Fire, their thoughts naturally turned towards 
the question of building for themselves suitable and commodious 
dwelling-places, It was an anxious time. Money was scarce; 
credit was ata low ebb, Like the little band of Jewish exiles when 

g to rebuild the walls of Jerusalem, they might have ex- 
chimed, “The strength of the beasts of burden is decayed, and there 
is much rubbish, so that we are not able to build.” Still a beginning 
was made, and in the catalogue of these beginnings, so far as the 
West End of London is concerned, we must place the beginnings of 
St. James's Square. 

‘The foundation, as we may term it, was laid by Henry Jermyn 
{Jermyn Street still perpetuates his name), Earl of St. Albans, who 
from the complaisant “Merry Monarch ” got a building lexse of 
forty-five acres, and subsequently a grant in fee of the site of the 
Square, which was then occupicd by St. James's Fields. The 
Plague and the Fire had brought building operations, which had 
already begun, to a standstill, but now they were pushed forward more 
extensively than ever. North of Pall Mall there soon arose for the 
tenure of the deaw monde Jermyn Street, Charles Street, and King 
Street, St, James's Square, as a whole, first appears in the parish 
books as a separate place of residence under date of the year 
1676. During the interval which clapsed between this date and the 
time of Queen Anne, no mean army of the great ones of the 
earth succeeded in installing themselves in the Square, and the 
Bellasises, Cavendishes, DeVeres, Greys, Herveys, Saviles, are among 
those who figure in the list. We wonder what the merry milk- 
maids of the vicinity thought of the gay company who plumped 
down in the previously rural shades on St. James's Fields, and sent 
them further aficld to milk the cows, Deati possidenfes, we sus- 
pect, said envious mortals, 

It was, of course, long—very long—before St. James's Square 
presented anything like the spick-and-span appearance which it now 
presents. For no inconsiderable period it seems that it was possible 
for the seventeenth and eighteenth century predecessors of Messrs. 
Brock and Pain to utilise the large vacant space in the centre of the 
Square for those pyrotechnic displays in which British loyalty and 
patriotism then invariably found expression, but which in these 
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degenerate days, we fear, are only too often associated with suburban 
‘back gardens on the night of the Fifth of November, The 

state of the Square at this time may be inferred from an entry in the 
garrulous Diary of Narcissus Luttrell, who avers that on one foggy 
noonday a gentleman while crossing the Square was robbed by 
‘an ancestor of Mr. William Sikes, who held a couple of pistols to 
his head, of three pounds. Various attempts were made to per- 
petuate the renown of the hero of the Revolution by the erection 
of his statue in the Square, but this was not eat) until 
long after he had finished his course, 

Early in the reign of George Ti. the residents of st, James's 
Square presented a petition to Parliament, praying it to give 
attention to certain eyesores and grievances which they specified. 
Tt will hardly be credited, and yet it is true, that at this date the 
central open space had, either through the culpable apathy or 
neglect of the inhabitants, been converted into a local dust-heap. 
Not only did the dead cats and dogs, the cabbage-stalks and the 
potato peelings, the ashes and the cinders, find a local habitation: 
thereon, but an enterprising coachbuilder built a shed in the 
Square about thirty feet long, and stored bis timber within it. 
Such daring encroachments on ground so sacred to the tread of 
none but aristocratic feet proved too much when disclosed to the 
horror and indignation of the Peers, who had no difficulty in pass- 
ing a Bill in April, 1726, which put a stop for ever to these vagaries, 
‘The lighting of the Square was subsequently projected, and very 
much must it have been needed if the following paragraph which 
found its way into the columns of the London Journal of August 19, 
1727, cited by Mr. Dasent, speaks at all truly —On Tuesday night 
last, between 10 and rr of the clock, Mr. Rambouilet, Lieutenant of 
the Grenadiers, and Quarter Master of the first regiment of Guards, 
was set upon by five foot robbers in York Street, near St, James's. 
‘Square, three of them keeping their pistols presented at his body, 
while the others rifled him of a diamond ring, a broad piece, two 
guineas and a half, some medals, and a silver watch, together with 
his hat, periwig, and cane, and then commanded him to kneel 
‘on the ground while they made off, which he did; but one of the 
villains turned back suddenly, and cut him on the head with an 
hanger in a barbarous manner, though he did not attempt to rise; 
and then they all made their escape.” 

‘The presence of so large and distinguished a company in the 
Square soon occasioned a necessity for a suitable place of public 
worship, which was accordingly erected. We are sorry to have to 








addressed by Bersinthia, the young widow, “ Pray, which church does 
your Lordship most oblige with your presence?” replies, “Ob! St. 
James's, madam ; there's much the best company.” Amanda then 
asks, “Is there good preaching, too?" Whereupon Lord Foppington 
replies, “Why, faith, ma'am, I can't tell. 4 man must have very 
Uittle to do there that can give an account of the sermon.” In theyears 
which followed the Revolution St. James's Square was suitably 
paved, provided with lamps and an ornamental basin of water 
railed round, and a gravel walk to boot. ‘The equestrian statue of 
William IIL was, however, not erected until 1803. Tt is a specimen 
of the handiwork of John Bacon, junior. 

Having said so much about the Square regarded as a fowl ensemble, 
‘we pass now to discourse concerning some of the mansions which go 
to make it up. What Mr. Dasent terms “the great houses" are six 
in number. Of these, Norfolk House, Derby House, and Ossulston 
House have occupied the eastern side, Ormond House the northern 
side, Halifax and Clevcland Houses the western side. Norfolk 
House occupies the site of St. Albans House, which was inhabited 
by one of the first comers to the locality in the post-Restoration era, 
Henry Jermyn, at whose death in 1684 it passed into the tenure of 
the Earl of Feversham, The Duke of Norfolk did not acquire 
possession of it until 1721. On its site a new house was built under 
the auspices of Matthew Brettingham, and finished in 1756. In an 
ancient building at the rear of Norfolk House, which stilt exists, the 
third George was bom in 1738, Ossulston House occupied the site 
of the present numbers 1 and 2, and was the residence, among other 
celebrities, of that Lord Tankerville who cut such a prominent 
figure on the Turf under the first and second Georges, Derby House, 
bought by the Earl of that name about forty years ago, had several 
noble residents. One of these was Lord Osford, who, as Mr. 
Dasent's researches establish, gave considerable trouble to the parish 
authorities, Halifax House took its name from George Savile, Bart 
of Halifax, who was destined to be known to posterity chiefly in the 
character of what is commonly called a “trimmer” Cleveland 
House, which was demolished in the month of August 1894, was 
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desuetude in these critical days. Astrampsychus, Artemidorus, and 
Cagliostro are, we believe, cither but lightly esteemed or clsc not 
esteemed at all by the present generation, We cannot help thinking, 
however, that any budding necromancer would beamply repaid if he 
selected St. James's Square as the trial scene of his operations. He 
who possessed the requisite amount of fortitude and the power of 
summoning spirits from the vasty deep at the touch of his wand, 
and prepared to take his stand in te Square and entice from their 
aérial abodes an array of those who had tenanted the mansions while 
im the flesh, and exercised their dormant conversational powers, 
would assuredly hear something worth listening to. provided these 
hoary-headed phantoms refrained from all attempts at philosophising. 
No doubt the dread of that insufferable philosophy has been the 
means of precluding more than one adventurous mortal from trying 
‘his hand at spirit-raising. That the freezing of the young blood, the 
harrowing-up of the soul, and the making of cach particular hair to 
stand on end like quills upon the fretful porcupine, are gratifying and 
even recuperative sensations if experienced in the right time and in 
the right place, we have never doubted, but the philosophising of the St. 
James's Square phantoms might well daunt all but the most hardened 
and most cynical. What a tale, for example, might the first Earl of 
Chatham unfold about his political contemporaries could he be 
summoned into the reception-rooms of No. ro, which was his town 
residence until 1762, during years that were fraught with wondrous 
events in the political annals of our realm! What a tale, too, might 
another distinguished statesman of a later generation unfold, Lord 
Liverpool, who came to live in the Square as Lord Hawkesbury, in 
the year 18031 And what a tale, too, might the shades of the Earl 
and Countess of Blessington, who tenanted the same mansion 
between the years 1820 and 1829, unfold concerning #leir con- 
temporaries! For was it not here that that * most glorious lady,” as 
we believe someone has styled her, started on her, somewhat erratic 
career? Most true. Possessed of grace, talent, and energy, her 
ladyship determined that it should be from no fault of her own if she 
did not become, not merely a leader of society, but a leader in the 
sphere of noble intellect, Nor did she fail to accomplish her object. 
Holland House had soon to look to its laurels. The Blessington 
salon began to vie with the Kensington salon, and some people cven 
began to tremble for the ascendency of the latter. “The Blessington 
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salon," wrote Dr. Madden, “in a short time ‘became the rendezvous 
of the édie of London celebrities of all kinds of distinction ; the first 
diterati, statesmen, artists, eminent men of all professions, in a short 
time became habitual visitors at the abode of the newly-married bord 
and lady. ‘Two royal English dukes condescended not unfrequently 
to do homage at the new shrine of Irish beauty and intellect, 
Canning, Lord Castlereagh, the Marquis of Lansdowne, Scarlett, 
and Jekyll, Erskine, and many other celebrities, paid their devoirs 
there. Whig and Tory politicians and lawyers, forgetful of their 
party feuds and professional rivalries for the nonce, came there as 
gentle pilgrims. Kemble and Matthews, Lawrence and Wilkie, eminent 
divines like Dr. Samuel Parr, poets like Rogers and Moore, wits 
like Luttrell, were among the votaries who paid their vows in visits 
there, not angel-like, for they were neither few nor far between.” 
Lord Blessington, eventually growing satiated with this kind of life, 
sought a refuge in foreign travel, and the establishment in St. James's 
‘Square was broken up. Lady Blessington was destined again to be the 
queen of a literary coterie in a spot further west, where, however, we 
cannot follow her, What a wonderful tale of one kind and another 
too, by the way, might the shade of Lord Castlereagh unfold, who 
tenanted the same house at a later date! 

Memories of the good and great, the bad and the indifferent, 
confront us at every house before which we pause. At No. 11 we 
are reminded by Mr. Dasent that Hudson Gurney, the antiquary 
and poet, resided, and Henry Hoare after him. No. 16, from 1825 
to 1843, was the abode of the Marquess of Clanricarde, and in the 
library of No. 15, the residence of Lord Lichfield, a political 
compact was made between the Opposition and Dan O'Connell 
in 1834. Lord Rosslyn lived at No. 12, and was succeeded by 
Lord King, son-in-law of Lord Byron. Two lights of the scientific 
world resided at No. 14. One was John Vaughan, Earl of Carbery, 
who was Governor of Jamaica and President of the Royal Society. 
His lordship acquired vast wealth in Jamaica, but his avaricious 
propensities were so shameless that, so it is said, he sold some 
Welshmen for slaves, and his chaplain too, whom he did not wish to 
bring back with him to this country when his time was up. Another 
noble President of the Royal Society was the Earl of Macclesfield, 
who lived at No. 11 St. James's Square. His knowledge of the 
exact sciences was very thorough, and probably he made good use 
of it when, in 1752, the Legislature had under its consideration the 
question of the revision of the calendar, which stirred the passions 
of the mob to so great an extent. Despite all the forebodings and 









The Memories of St. James's Square. 565 
-vaticinations of the false prophets, the Gregorian calendar, as most of 
our readers know, was adopted, and the Earl's carriage was chased 
by a rabble who loudly importuned him to return their “eleven 
days" which they imagined had been cut off from their lives. 
“N.B.—Eleven days annihilated by Act of Parliament,” runs an entry 
extracted from the register of St. James's Church, in reference to 
this event. Lord Morton, Macclesfield’s successor at the Royal 
Society, lived in the Square, and the famous—or shall we say 
infamous ?—Earl of Chesterfield was born in the house numbered 18. 
Sir Philip Francis, “the suspected author of the ‘Letters of 
Junius,” came to reside at No, 17 in 2790, next door to Lord 
‘Thurlow, and Francis’s widow lent the same house to Queen 
Caroline while undergoing her trial. In Mr. Dasent’s volume there 
is a curious print of the manner in which the queen proceeded daily 
from the Square to the House of Lords. At No. § lived Lord 
Harley, whose collection of manuscripts in the British Museum will 
‘ever serve to keep his name alive. At No. 13 lived that ardent 
book-lover, John Duke of Roxburgh, and here in May 1812 fell his 
valuable library under the hammer of Evans, the Pall Mall auctioncer. 
‘Some of its contents still line the shelves of the house which is now 
the headquarters of the Windham Club. Next door, in the early 
‘Gcorgian era resided another lover of books, the cighth Earl of Pem- 
broke, the “ Curio” of Pope's Moral Essays,” a noble who not only 
had the dubious honour of being the executor of the will of Mistress 
Eleanor Gwynne, but the more solid and durable honour of bearing 
the sword at the coronation of four English kings in succession, 
During the latter decades of the seventeenth century, and indeed 
down to the close of the second half of the following century, 
St. James's Square was often selected as a place of residence by 
foreign ambassadors, who with certain exceptions spent vast sums 
of money during their stay amongst us. What rows of carriages, 
what arrays of velvets and satins, knee breeches and silk stockings, 
what equipages and pageantry the old Square witnessed in those days, 
to be sure | 

We catch a glimpse of the interior of No. 9 St. James's Square in 
August 1768, which was then occupied by the Austrian Ambassador, 
the Count de Seilern, in the garrulous “Letters and Journals of 
Lady Mary Coke,” which were privately printed a few years since by 
‘the Earl of Home. The King of Denmark had been expected to 
grace the banquet with his presence, but did not arrive, by reason, 
to it is said, of his having caten, not wisely but too well, of the fruits in 
‘season, oritmay have been out of season, But the guests got on well 
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enough without him, “We were were fourvand-twenty at table,” says 
Jandy ay ands var ates aia Same 
bassador’s disappointment. 


andme. After dinner Lady Holdemesse, Lord Weymouth, Monsieur 
de Mello (Portuguese Ambassador), and Madam de Very (wife of 
the Sardinian Minister), played at loo for an hour. I lost twelve 
guineas. The party then broke up, as Lady Holderncsse and Monsieur 
de Mello were engaged to the Duchess of Hamilton. I played one 
rubber at whisk (whist) with the Spanish Ambassador (Prince 
‘Masserano) which I lost, and then impatiently waited for my chair, 
which did not come till half an hour after ten o'¢ tn At this very 
same house in the following year, Lady Coke met another di: 

party, and, what must have been very galling, the fates being unpropi- 
tious, had another spell of bad luck at cards. We may mention that 
her ladyship was accustomed to pay frequent visits to that famous 
cand-loving lady of quality, Lady Betty Germain, who lived at No. 16 
for half a century. Right dear indced must the sight of the king of 
clubs and the ace of spades have been in the eyes of this antiquated 
dame. At her card parties Lady Coke was ever a weleome guest, 
and she records that she generally sat down with a carp bone in her 
pocket in order to insure her success. Here on one occasion the 
lace ruffles of the aged Lady Suffolk, while abstractedly leaning over 
the silver candlesticks on the table, caught fire, and the hands of the 
host, Lord Vere, an equally aged gentleman, were sadly burt in an 
endeavour to put out the flames, From the selfsame record we lear 
that at another time the sedan chair in which Lady Mary Coke was 
being borne in state to the same house was stopped in its progress by a 
riotous concourse who effectually barred its progress until the chairmen 
had confessedly espoused the side of the notorious demagogue John 
Wilkes, who, as it happened, was just then the hero of the hour. 
‘The very same night a near neighbour of Lady Betty Germain, the 
Count de Scilern, the Austrian Ambassador, was dragged bodily from 
his carriage by the mob, who chalked the famous number “45” on 
the soles of his shoes. ‘This, of course, had reference to the number 
“45” of the North Briton, the periodical which brought Wilkes 
into such terribly hot water. On the site of Lady Germain’s house, 
which was demolished in 1790, a more commodious residence was 
erected by Edmund Boehm. Here on the memorable night of June 
21, 1815, a5 Mrs. Boehm was entertaining a select party of friends 
and admirers at dinner, the Heir Apparent and Lords Liverpool and 
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Gatenash tog of the company, the Duke of Wellington's despatch 

‘Lord Castlereagh, announcing the victory at Waterloo, was received. 
is acca surged beneath the house the tidings were 
-made known from the balcony, and spread rapidly thence in every 
direction, Lady Brownlow, who well remembered that eventful 
evening, told some interesting facts in connection with it ina little book 
of reminiscences which she composed in the evening of her life. “I 
received a message,” she wrote, “from Lady Castlereagh telling me 
to dress and to join her at Mrs, Bochm's. This T did quickly, ‘The 
ladies had left the dining-room, and I learnt that Major Henry Percy 
had arrived, the bearer of despatches from the Duke of Wellington, 
with the intelligence of a glorious and decisive victory of the Allies 
over the French army commanded by Buonaparte in person, The 
despatches were being then read in the next room to the Prince 
Regent, and we ladies remained silent, too anxious to talk and longing 
to hear more. Lord Alvanley was the first gentleman who appeared, 
and he horrified us with the list of names of killed and wounded : and 
such names ! great and distinguished in the campaigns of the Penin- 
‘sula, and become almost household words. There were several for 
whom I felt a true regard. The Guards, he said, had suffered 
severely, but the fate of a subaltern could not be known, I had 
wished to hear more, and what I heard stupefied me, I could scarcely 
think or speak, Presently the Prince came in, looking very sad, and 
he said with much feeling words to this effect; ‘It is a glorious 
victory, and we must rejoice at it; but the loss of life has been fearful, 
and I have lost many friends,’ and while he spoke the tears ran down 
his cheeks.” 

Passing on we are reminded that of No. 6 in the Square the 
owner during the last decades of the last century was a bishop and 
@ peer rolled into one, the eccentric Frederic Augustus Hervey, 
fourth Earl of Bristol and Bishop of Derry in Ireland. We very 
much doubt whether the Irish Establishment in even its worst days 
ever had a greater scandal in the person of a prelate than in this 
‘man, who squandered the revenues of his See in dissipation on the 
Continent, and his epistles, very different it must be confessed from 
the epistles of St. Paul and St. Peter, are preserved in the correspond- 
ence of Lady Hamilton. His lordship troubled St. James's Square, 
however, very little during his chequered career ; and the Duke of 
Gordon, George Rose, and the Earl of Liverpool rented the house in 
his absence, 

At No, 21, which in these days constitutes a branch of the War 
Office, the Bishops of Winchester, from the time of Charles Sumner 





have mentioned. Lord Loughborough, who sue him on the 
woolsack, was a resident in the Square at No. 12 between 1803 and 
1804. No, 13 was the abode of Edward Law, the first Lord Ellen- 
borough, who died there in 1848, and Mr. Dasent believes that he 
was the first common law judge who quitted the gloomy region of 
Bloomsbury for that of the western quarter of the city, Eflenborough 
was evidently impressed with the magnitude of his new abode, for in 
a letter to a logal friend he declared that the firing of a picce of 
ordnance in the hall would not be heard in the sleeping apartments. 
Josiah Wedgwood the younger, of pottery fame, tenanted 
No, 8 during the first decades of the present century, some of the 
rooms being utilised for the display of choice specimens of the 
remarkable ware for which the firm acquired so wide-spread a 
celebrity. Within those walls was sometimes seen the graceful figure 
of the famous Lady Di Beauelerk, whose artistic endowments were 
soremarkable. As spouse of the second Earl of Bolingbroke she 
graced for a brief season the halls of the adjoining mansion. The 
eighteenth century chronicles of scandal are occupied at great length 
with the varied shortcomings of this erring beauty, and we shall not 
seek in these pages to draw her frailties from their dread abode. Her 
admirers and lovers, it must suffice for us to say, were not represented 
by unity, and when she went the way of all flesh we suspect that there 
were not a few among her friends who would have applied to her 
ladyship the verse which Robert Hawker, the eccentric Comish vicar, 
composed upon the demise of a neighbouring member of his 
cloth :-— 
sy Lady Di Benuclerk is certainly dead, 

“ De mortuis nil nisi bonum " is said ; 

Let this maxim be strictly regarded, and then 

Lady Beauclerk will never be heard of again ! 


With this reference to a famous lady of the last century we must 
bring our desultory survey of St. James's Square and its past history 
to a close, leaving a crowd of points unnoticed which might yet afford 
food profitable for reflection. As we close Mr, Dasent’s volume and 
so draw the curtain over two vanished centuries and more, our feet- 
ings are comparable only to those of the invading Eastemn despot as 
his eyes rested on that vast host which the flight of a single century, 
he knew, would tum to dust with all itspompand its pageantry, The 
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only difference is that in our case the centuries have passed, and 
while we contemplate the record of the ambitions, the grandeurs, the 
dignities, yea, even the vanities of departed generations, and recall in 
mental view something of their real magnificence and their worth, we 
know that the fate which the Oriental tyrant could not predict without 
tears has overtaken them, and that 


All that is left of this proud array 
Is dust and ashes and bones and clay. 


W. CONNOR SYDNEY. 





ANDREW RPE 


Naess MARVELL is best known to us as the lyric poet of 


the Commonwealth, and as the secretary of Milton, whose 
attached fricnd and follower he was alike in good and evil fortune. 
‘He was probably better known to his contemporarics as a political 
pamphleteer and a writer of bitter satire in prose and verse, but these 
later works, in which he held up the obsequious corruption of his 
time to scathing ridicule, and boldly championed the cause of 
toleration, have faded into oblivion, because they had for their sub- 
ject the passing politics and Court gossip of the day. Moreover, 
Marvell's satire (which was commended, and perhaps imitated, by 
Swift), though it is powerful in invective and overflows with 
trenchant humour and biting irony, often becomes coarse and 
violent. His ridicule, fastening as it does on the gross vices and 
corrupt manners of the Court of the Restoration, is tainted by its 
subject, and frequently degenerates into scurrilous vituperation not 
unworthy of Billingsgate. 

Marvell was a party man, and the estimate formed of his political 
writings and their justification will always differ according to the 
private opinions of the critic, 

But Marvell was not only poet, pampbileteer, and satirist ; he was 
also a busy member of Parliament and an assiduous letter-writer, 
and his correspondence, chiefly with his constituents at Hull, which 
town he represented from 1658 to 1678, covers the greater part of 
twenty years. These letters not only throw interesting light on the 
history of the day, but also on the writer himsclf and his relation to 
current politics, ‘They are exceedingly discreet in tone, and present 
colourless narration of facts, for the most part without note orcom. 
ment to betray the opinions of the writer. In this they form 
startling contrast to the rancour and outspokenness of 
satirical writings ; there he roared like a lion ; in his Hull 
“soars you as gently as any sucking dove,” even in 
‘yery measures and events which roused his indi 
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‘The writer presumably considered himself bound to strict im- 
partiality, as representing men of different opinions ; probably, also, 
he felt, in the early years of the Restoration, that men of his way of 
thinking being In a hopeless and discredited minority, it was 
pradent tokeep a discreet silence, and to hope for the best from the 
new régime. Yew of Marvell’s poems were published during his life, 
and his earlier satires appeared anonymously. Possibly, also, some- 


thing of the guarded tone of the Hull letters was due to fear of 
their being tampered with by the Government—a practice which was 
not unknown. 

The busy M.P, of the present day would hardly care to supply 
the place of parliamentary reporter to his constituents in addition to 
his other duties ; yet this is what Marvell, in the absence of news- 
papers, undertook to do, and during the session he seldom allowed 
even a@ post to pass without sending his chronicle of the chief 
business, both local and public, which was going forward. 

“'Tis much refreshment to me," he wrote, “after our long 
sittings, daily to give you account what we do.” 

Another time he pleads :—* Really the business of the House 
hath been of late so earnest daily and so long, that I have not had 
time and scarce vigour left me by night to write to you, and to-day, 
because I would not omit any longer, I lose my dinner to make 
sure of this letter.” Marvell seems to have kept up his letters 
regularly throughout his parliamentary life, for, fifteen years Iater, 
he refers to his “habit of writing every post,” which meant about 
every third day, as the dates show. 

‘These protestations of his devotion to his constituents’ interests 
were thoroughly justified by his practice, and his attention to local 
‘matters seems to have been untiring. Letter after letter makes 
reference to parochial business and private Bills connected therewith, 
while tedious negotiations were slowly dragged on for many years con- 
cerning the erection ofa lighthouse at the mouth of the Humber, a 
qatter in which Marvell had to meet endless difficulties and claims, 
and engage on behalf of the Trinity House at Hull in protracted 
litigation, All this he undertook as a matter of course, besides 
Keeping a constant look-out for the more persona! interests of his 
fellow-townsmen, as when he intercedes with the Admiralty for the 
‘release of Hull prisoners from the Dutch, and, at a time when ships 
ed for the Navy, tries to get orders for building some in 













es burgeases of Hull seem to have appreciated their 
services, and the tone of the letters shows the 


572 The Gentleman's Magazine. 


friendly relations that subsisted between them. It was a not un- 
common practice of the time for counties and boroughs to, pay their 
tx ce snes i to Eicap ok Comms add 





barrel of ale, or sometimes a salmon. Of one such present of “ your 
town liquor,” he remarks that it “ will give oceasion to us to remem- 
ber yon often, but the quantity is so great that it might make sober 
men forgetful.” 

After the dissolution in 1660 he did not even go to Hull to 
present himself to the electors, but was re-elected without 
“as if it were grown a thing of course.” 

But the interest of Andrew Marvell's correspondence lies less in his 
faithfatness to his constituents, and the amenities exchanged between 
them, than in his chronicle of current events, In the official letters, 
as has been said, he carefully suppresses his own opinions, but 
luckily a few private letters are preserved in which Marvell speaks 
out his mind, and the comparison between the two kinds is not 
uninstructive. The correspondence docs not begin until some 
months after the Restoration, and so we have no record in it of the 
first burst of loyalty on the part of the nation, but Marvell officially 
reports such events as the public outrage done to the remains of the 
Protector, and the burning of the Covenant by the common hangman, 
without comment, while he refers constantly to the Conventicles 
Bill before Parliament, and the “insolencyes” of “refractary” Non- 
conformists which occasioned it. Marvell seems to have been absent 
from his place when the Bill for the Ejection of Ministers was passed 
in.1661, but he refers to the Five-Mile Act without remark. In a 
private letter, however, he speaks plainly of “the terrible Bill against 
conventicles ” as being “ the quintessence of arbitrary malice,” which 
“must probably pass, being the price of money,” ic, the King would 
give a reluctant consent to it in order to get supplies. 

With similar caution he gravely reports in an official letter of 1670 
the gracious act of the King in prosecuting “one Fox, a teacher of 
some fanatical people in Wiltshire," who “did conventicle there," 
and had libelled the King and the Duke of York in words which 
(says the writer in a horrified parcothesis) “are words so odious as 
scarce to be written. ,.. Whereupon the House ordered their thanks 
to His Majesty ”—and so forth. Marvell’s own opinion of the perse- 
cution of these same oe a few months later in a 
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private letter, where, after speaking of their being harried by the City 
‘tmin-bands, who “wounded many and killed some Quakers especially, 
while they took all patiently,” describes the trial of two of them, 
Pen and Mead, at the Old Bailey. 

“The jury not finding them guilty, as the Recorder and Mayor 
would have had them, they were kept without meat or drink some 
three days, till almost starved, but would not alter their verdict; so 
fined and imprisoned. There is a book out which relates all the 
‘passages, which were very pertinent, of the prisoners, but prodigiously 
barbarous by the Mayor and Recorder. The Recorder among the 
‘rest, commended the Spanish Inquisition, saying it would never be 
well till we had something like it.” 

Even in Marvell's public letters, however, we get some hints of 
the corruption and extravagance of the Court and of the mismanage- 
ment and double-dealing which led to dangers abroad and aggravated 
misfortunes at home. ‘These scandals, public and private, were the 
subject of Marvell's bitterest satires, and were deseribed in no 
measured terms, as we shall see, in his private correspondence. 

‘The carlicr Hull letters refer largely to the settlement of the 
revenue and the means by which it was to be raised; the loyal 
Commons were not long in finding out that the King's demands 
were insatiable, for bis affairs were always, as Marvell puts it, 
“argent.” We read in a letter of 1663 :— 

“The House hath taken very much pains in His Majesty's 
revenue, and strives to improve such parts of it as seem to admit of 
it..., The House is as zealous as ever for His Majesty, but is 
sensible also of the necessities of the country." Again, in 1666 he 
swrites :—" Our House hath been ever since my last intrieated still in 
the way of raising this money forjthe King. . .. Foreign excise, home 
excise, a poll-bill, subsidies at the improved value at sixpence per 
pound, privy seals, sealed paper, a subsequent land-tax, have all 
been more or less disputed, with different approbation, but where we 
shall pitch Tam not yet wise enough to tell you; for, indeed, as the 
urgency of His Majesty's affairs exacts the money, so the sense of the 
nation’s extreme necessity makes us"exceeding tender whereupon to 
fasten our resolutions. ... I observe, that as the House is much jin 
camest to furnish His Majesty’s present occasions, so they are very 
careful to prevent the perpetuating of any impositions.” 

In 1663 Marvell reports that complaints were being made of 
offices of trust and honours being bought and sold. This led to a 
Bill being passed against it, and about the same time a Bill was 
brought in against the increase of debaxchery and profaneness, 
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to the “miscarriages of the late war,” and before the end of the year 
the Chancellor, Clarendon, was impeached and banished. 

Something of the state of society may be inferred from, the out- 
rage on Sir John Coventry, of which Marvell writes, Sir John, 
having made a joke in Parliament at the expense of the King’s 
morals, was waylaid by some of the royal guards, and had his nose 
slitopen. The case came before the Commons, and led to an Act 
being passed against such “assassination,” as. Marvell calls it. 
About the same time he relates an incident, which reminds us of 
Dogberry and Verges, of the watch being attacked by “some persons 
reported to be of great quality,” who “ killed a poor beadle, praying 
for bis life upon his knees, with many wounds.” 

These things are discussed at more length in one of the private 
letters, where Marvell writes -— 

“The Court is at the highest pitch of want and hocury, and the 
people full of discontent. . . . Doubtless you have heard how Mon- 
mouth, Albemarle, Dunbane, and seven or eight gentlemen, fought 
with the watch, and killed a poor beadle. They have all got their 
pardons, for Monmouth’s sake ; but it is an act of great scandal. 
‘the King of France is at Dunkirk, We have no fleet out, though 
we gave the Subsidy Bill, valued at £800,000, for that purpose. I 
believe, indeed, he will attempt nothing on us, but leave us to die a 
natural death. For, indeed, never had poor nation so many compli- 
cated, mortal, incurable diseases.” In a letter to a friend in Persia, 
dated 1673, Marvell decribes in detail some of the abuses of the 
Court ; “The King, haying upon pretence of the great preparations 
of his neighbours, demanded £300,000 for his navy (though in con- 
clusion he hath not set out any), and that the Parliament should pay 
his debts, which the Ministers would never particularise to the House 
of Commons, our House gave several Bills, You see how far things 
were stretched, though beyond reason, there being no satisfaction 
how these debts were contracted, and ‘all rae foreseeing that what 
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was given would not be applied to discharge the debts, which I hear 
are at this day risen to four millions, but diverted as formerly, Never- 
theless, such was the number of the constant courtiers increased by 
the apostate patriots, who were bought off, for that turn, some at six, 
others ten, one at fificen thousand pounds in money, besides what 
offices, lands and reversions to others, that it is a mercy they gave 
not away the whole land and liberty of England.” ‘The writer con- 
demns the Parliament hardly less than the King. A year before he 
had written : “The Parliament was never so embarrassed beyond 
recovery. We are all venal cowards, except some few," and in the 
letter from which we are quoting, he says ; “The House of Commons 
has run almost to the end of their line, and are grown extreme 
chargeable to the King, and odious to the people.” 

He goes on to describe the power of the Duchess of Cleveland, 
and the immense revenue given to her—"All promotions, spiritual 
and temporal, pass under her recognizance.” “Wetruckleto France," 
he continues, ‘in all things, to the prejudice of our honour.” 

A few years later, it is the same tale. Charles called his Parlia- 
ments only when he wanted money, and was ready to scheme in any 
way, however unprincipled, to get it, So Marvell writes to one of his 
private correspondents in 1675 : 

“ It seemed necessary for the King’s affairs, who always, but now 
more, wants money, the Parliament should meet. . . . And the King 
should ask, forsooth, no money, but only mention the building and 
refitting of ships, And thus the Parliament meets, and the King 
tells them ’tis only to see what farther is wanted for religion and 
property.” But the House was not so complaisant as of old, for 
Marvell goes on : “The Commons were very difficultly brought to 
give him thanks for his gracious expressions,” and proceeded to pour 
in Bills of all sorts. 

In addition to abuses at home, the progress of the war abroad 
and the growing power of France stirred the whole country, and led 
the House of Commons to address the King, praying him to enter 
into alliances “to secure his kingdom, and quiet the fears of his 
people.” Marvell reporting this to his constituents, ejaculates : 
“ God direct all counsels to the true remedy of the urgent condition 
of this poor nation, which I hope there is no reason to despair of.” 

It is of no small interest to trace in the letters the tone in which 
Marvell speaks of the King personally. We know from other evidence 
that Charles did not regard the member for Hull as an avowed 
enemy, else he would not have appointed him secretary to Lord 
Carlisle on the Mission to Russia in 1663, There is also an oft- 

a2 





The Correspondence of Andrew Marvell. 577 


“Tris also my opinion that the King was never since his 
in, nay, all things considered, no King since the Conquest, so 
absolutely powerful at home as he is at the present ; nor any Parlia- 
ment, or places so certainly and constantly supplied with men of the 
same temper. In such a conjuncture, dear Will, what probability is 
there of my doing anything to the purpose ?” 

In his next letter to the same correspondent, Marvell describes 
the King attending a debate of the House of the Lords on Lord 
Ross's Divorce Bill, which the gossips thought meant that he 
contemplated divorcing his own Queen. The letter goes on: 

“The King has ever since continued his session among them, 
and says it is better than going to a play. In this session the Lords 
sent down to us a proviso for the King that would haye restored him 
to all civil or ecclesiastical prerogatives which his ancestors had 
enjoyed at any time since the Conquest. ‘There was never so 
compendious a piece of absolute universal tyranny. But the 
‘Commons made them ashamed of it.” 

One of Marvell's cleverest piece of satire is the mock King’s 
Speech, anonymously published before the opening of Parliament in 
1675, in which Charles is made to plead with much humour for 
supplies to meet the many and vasied claims of his private exchequer. 
‘The speech begins as follows : 

“My Lords and Gentlemen,—I told you at our last meeting the 
‘winter was the fittest time for business, and truly I thought so till 
my Lord Treasurer assured me the spring was the best season for 
salads and subsidies, I hope, therefore, that April will not prove 
80 unnatural a month as not to afford some kind showers on my 
parched cxchequer, which gapes for want of them. Some of you, 
perhaps, will think it dangerous to make me too rich, but I do 
not fear it, for I promise you faithfully whatever you give me I 
will always want; and although in other things my word may be 
thought a slender authority, yet in that, you may rely on me, I 
will never break it,” 

The speaker goes on ruefully to detail his expenses, and to 
declare his zeal for the Church and his people's interests, and ends 
with this announcement : 

“T must now acquaint you that by my Lord Treasurer's advice I 
have made a considerable retrenchment upon my expenses in candles 
and charcoal, and do not intend to stop there, but will, with your 
help, look into the late embezzlement of my dripping-pans and kitchen 
stuff... . I do solemnly promise you that whatsoever you 
give me shall be specially managed with the same conduct, trust 
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sincerity, and prudence that T have ever practised since my happy 
restoration.” 


How admirably this mock spesch hit off Charles's own style is 
easily seen by comparing it with some of his genuine speeches, and 
we may well imagine that Marvell's witty touches and polisted 
shafts of irony would go far with the casypnatured, jestloving 
King (who, it is said, interposed on his behalf in his controversy 
with Bishop Parker) to atone for a multitude of political sins. 

We may gather something of the customs of the contemporary 
House of Commons from casual references in Marvell's correspond- 
ence. As all social engagements then took place much earlier in 
the day, we are not surprised to learn that it was unusual for the 
debates not to end in good time in the afternoon. ‘Thus Marvell 
excuses himself for writing a short letter on the ground of the 
House having sat till five in the evening, Occasionally, however, 
the House sat much later, and one case is mentioned when, after 
a dispute with the Upper House, the Commons sat without inter- 
mission till five o'clock in the morming. But this must have been 
quite exceptional. One day Marvell writes : “This day had been 
appointed for grievances, but it being grown near two o'clock, and 
the day being indeed extraordinary cold, to which the breaking of 
one of the House windows contributed, it was put off till next 
Tuesday.” 

‘The attendance of members seems to have been often very small, 
and strong means had to be employed to keep up the numbers. We 
read of absentees being summoned to the bar of the House, fined as 
much as #40, and even sent to the Tower in default. On another 
occasion a “ solemn letter” was ordered to be drawn up, signed by 
the Speaker, and sent to each place represented by an absentee 
rember, which, the writer observes, “is thought a sufficient punish- 
ment for any modest man ; nevertheless, if they shall not come up 
hereupon, there is a further severity reserved.” 

Before ending these notes on Marvell's correspondence, we may 
refer to one letter which has nothing to do with polities or public 
events, but which shows the writer to have been a firm friend, who 
could sympathise with the private sorrows of others, and express his 
sympathy with much tenderness and beauty. The letter is one of 
condolence to a father on the loss of his son, and while it shows 
much of the Puritan spirit in the references to Scripture, and a certain 
sternness of tone, it is also full of true and poetic feeling. 

“T know the contagion of grief and infection of tears, and 
especially wher in a Wood. And I myself could sooner 
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imitate than blame those innocent relentings of nature, so that they 
spring from tenderness only and humanity, not from an implacable 
sorrow. The tears of a family may flow together like those little drops 
that compact the rainbow, and if they be placed with the same 
advantage towards Heaven as those are to the sun, they, too, haye 
their splendour ; and, like that bow, while they unbend into season- 
able showers, yet they promise that there shall not be a second flood. 
But the dissoluteness of grief, the prodigality of sorrow, is neither to 
be indulged ina man’s self nor complied with in others... . On a 
private loss, and sweetened with so many circumstances as yours, to 
be impatient, to be uncomfortable, would be to dispute with God. 
‘Though an only son be inestimable, yet it is like Jonah’s sin to be 
angry at God for the withering of his shadow. . . . I could say over 
upon this beaten occasion most of those lessons of morality and 
religion which have been so often repeated and are as soon for- 
gotten, We abound with precept, but we want examples. . . . "Tis 
true, it is a hard task to learn and teach at the same time, And 
where yourselves are the experiment, it is as ifa man should dissect 
his own body and read the anatomy lecture. But I will not heighten 
the difficulty while I advise the attempt. . . . All that I have been 
able to do hath been to write this sorry elegy of your son, which, if 
it be as good as I could wish, it is as yct no indecent employment.” 


TRAVERS BUXTON. 








THE AGE OF GENIUS. 


The gaia oo tained Yale 
Are shulows, not sabatantial things 5 

‘There is no armour against fate : 
Death lays his ley hanvls on kings. 


HUS says the old song, and emperor and beggar, warrior and 

poct, all men, be they great or lowly, have to vanish sooner 

or jater from the face of the earth. We have only a few years’ lease, 

and, when our time has expired, we must quit, Even genius is not 

exempt from this, and any glory it may sow must generally be reaped 
after death, 

But this is not now the point to be considered. We would 
rather put a question —one of a not uninteresting nature :—" Whether 
genius is long-lived?” 

At first hearing, one says ‘*no,” and this emphatically ; for has 
it not been a well-known truth, from the earliest infancy of civilisa- 
tion, that brain-power is incompatible with health? Was not Achilles 
offered the choice either of undying glory, coupled with an early death, 
or of long Life and inglorious ease? He could not have both. One 
cannot possess the crown of laurcls as well as the crown of snowy 
locks. 

If we wish to become octogenarians, we must lay aside all 
ambition, We must rise with the sun and lie down with the sun. 
We must be careful, very careful, in our diet ; must give our bodies 
so much exercise and so much recreation. We must be fragal in ail 
ourdesires. But, above all other things, we must keep our minds as 
much as possible out of sight. 

So we have been taught to believe ; though we now beg leave to 
contradict the whole theory, for it is erroneous. In arder to prove 
which, let us turn from empty words to solid facts. 

‘The subject may best be considered by stating the ages of a few 
of the most distinguished men, representing all types of genius, who 
have ennched the world during the last three thousand years with 
their power and excellence of mind. 
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And let us first take the “man of blood.” The following are 
amongst the greatest names celebrated in the annals of war and con- 
quest—for manslaughter also fosters genius :— 


S272 | Napoleon 2 
Tl pa | Alexander the Great 
Maayan Ras, 





‘These haye been chosen with strict impartiality, and the figures 
may be taken as representative of the whole class of renowned 
warriors, ancient and modern. It will be observed that nearly 6o 
per cent, of the above reached the Biblical standard of “ three score 
years and ten.” 

Statecraft is half-sister to War, and she is entitled to enrol under 
her banner many of the names already mentioned, which properly 
belong, however, to the foregoing list, Classification is always difli- 
cult, The following are well known in history :— 











Name Name 
Benjamin Frankia Cicero ae ae 
‘Talleyrand ... 8q | William the Conqueror 
Paolt . Bo | Louis the Eleventh 
Palmeret | Cromwell a ase 
Lord Bul 77 | Macchiavelli . 
Augustus Cxsar w+ 76 | Richeliew ... 
Cosmo dei Medici... ey I$. | FOX. one 
Disraeli ws sess vee 75 | Julius Corsa 
Chatham se. wae 69 | “Alfred the Great, 
Edward the First aon rive OB | PRE ote ee 
Walpole... ve are 68 | Mirabeau 2.0 ue 
Washington aaa? Vasari 


To these must be added the two most celebrated of all living 
statesmen, Gladstone and Bismarck, both well over their eighticth 
year, 
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‘Let us now turn to Science and Philosophy :— 


f 


‘ES | Nem 
. $9 | Linnees 








Hegel oe - 
Tycho Brahé 
‘Descartes ... oo 
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Note that, of all these men, whose brains were worked to their 
very fullest, no less than 63 per cent. managed to complete their 
seventy years. 

In the next division let us include, for the sake of convenience, 
literary men of all classes—historians, essayists, novelists, poets, 
dramatists, and others :— 


‘Name 
Cervantes ... 
Dryden 
Milton... 
Sir Walter Scott .. 
Bunyan ww. 











There is no comment to make here. Some few, we see, died 
early—Chatterton, the boy-poet, put an end to his existence when 
only seventeen years old—a good many died late, and about the 
same number died in maturity. 
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‘Music next claims our attention :— 
Name 

Haydn... Es 

Handel a oe 

Spohr o 





This does not bear out our theory: it would rather seem to 
prove that music is really the gift of the gods, for “those whom 
the gods love die young.” 














In the Fine Arts we find :— 
63 
or 
7 
we 42 
= 40 
a 9 





One of these at least grew to a hoary old age, and he not the 
least distinguished among them. 

It is a far cry from Art to Religion, but let us take a peep at the 
gallant little band of Reformers — 








Nave MER | Nome ge 
Milley Ga a ae Ne Oy)| Mio aa ae a eres 
Swedenborg ew aad RQ) MaNomeds. om cae Se WR 
Brigham Young we 76 | Luther sh a 62 
Confucius «1. eee Pt, | alia ane nie aie 4 
Erasmus vu we 68 | Savonatolane sie sue 46 


The following are among those who have left behind them 
something more than a mere name by which to be remembered, for 
it is owing to them that we enjoy many of the luxuries and comforts 
—nay, necessities—of life. Let us, therefore, be grateful to the enlight- 
ened body of inventors, discoverers, and their kin :— 





Mame fon ‘Name 
William Harvey + 79 | George Stephenson 
Réaumur eon se nee aun 74 | Arkwright ens ore 
Jeonet ene awe 74 | Robert Fulton sve 





Here, a8 before, no comment is needed. 
We do not for one moment pretend that the foregoing catalogues 
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of names are exhaustive, bat they are representative, and so will 
answer Our purpose. e quae 
Summarising, we shall now get at the following analysis: 
At an age of above 80, 17 percent. died, 
0) Oe ee 
o 4 MMB y yy 
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So that almost one-half of the greatest geniuses the world has yet 
een have attained and passed the great age of 7o years ¢ 

‘Most of the best work of these. men, however, has been done at 
a comparatively youthful age. 

Hannibal won his most decisive victory when he was 31 years 
old ; Henry V. fought the battle of Agincourt at 27; Edward IL. 
that of Cressy at 33 ; Napoleon that of Austerlitz at 36, 

Gibbon's “Decline and Fall" made its appearance when he was 
395 Kingsley’s “Westward Ho!" when 365 Carlyle's “French 
Revolution” when 42; Johnson commenced his Dictionary ™ 
when 38 On the other hand, “Paradise Lost" was not given to 
the world until Milton was §9 ; and Cervantes was only one year 
younger when “ Don Quixote” was published. 

Sir Christopher Wren lived to see his ninetieth birthday, but he 
was less than half that age when he started building St. Pant’s 
Cathedral ; George Stephenson invented the locomotive when he 
was 38; Harvey discovered that blood circulated when 38 ; Jenner 
put forward his theory of vaccination when 47. 

What, then, are the laws that control the age of genius? 
should a Keats die at 24 and a Chaucer at 72? Why should 
philosophers and men who look deeply into the heart of things, and 
who would naturally be supposed to wear out their vital energy more 
quickly than other men—why should these be longerdlived than 
musicians ? 

To this latter question there is an answer. Tt is not until after 
long years of technical training and brain-working that such men as 
Leibnitz and Descartes blossom out into all their glory of genius ; 
and there are doubtless many great thinkers even now in our midst 
who may some day astonish the world by the brilliancy of their 
teachings—but they may first die. With music it is different. 
Beethoven, while yepipihis. early infancy, showed unmistakable signs 
of his natural abil he was a mere youngster he composed 
works which, to stand on their own merits. This the 
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same with every great musician. Granted that he live to reach early 
manhood, his fame is secured. And, at the time when all Europe 
is ringing with his praises, his science-loving brother is toiling in 
obscurity, not to step forth into the light of popularity for maybe 
another quarter of a century, or perhaps not at all, for in the mean- 
time, as we haye said, he may dic. 

Tt is true that the very greatest masters of all do not usually live 
out their normal length of days ; Napoleon, Cromwell, Shakespeare, 
Beethoven—none of these passed into old age, But it is hard to 
define the term “genius.” If we are to limit it to some score of 
men, we must then, perhaps, consider that it is incompatible with 
length of life, If we give the word larger meaning, and honour 
with it the thousand lesser lights who illumine the page of history, 
why, then, it would seem to be a healthy thing to be a genius, 


DAVID LINDSAY. 
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4 MASTER OF ARTS. 
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some mirth-provoking quip, so undeniably challenge to a combat of 
wit, and there would so magnanimously vanquish you, that you left 
him in the sunniest of tempers, believing for the moment that you 
were his bedesman, not he yours. But were you quite absorbed in 
some business, perhaps at the very mid-point of a headlong course to 
catch a train, which was only punctual when you were late, then was 
this most politic of all opportunists far too wise to attempt to detain 
you, but, instead, he would pursue with some conceit so curt, 
pregnant and whimsical, that you could not withhold from flinging 
him, with the same motion, a tester and a smile, nor—when you had 
gained the desired haven of a comfortable and solitary carriage, while 
you sank luxuriously into the cushions and wiped from your brow 
the traces of your recent travail—from dissolving into laughter at the 
recollection, 

Yet he was not limited in his apprehension to such broad dis- 
tinctions as these. Those nice differences which are induced, not so 
much by the impress of avocation, or temperament, or of the immediate 
occasion, as by the influence of circumstances so peculiar and private 
as no stranger could possibly guess at—those he was somehow 
apprised of by an almost morbid sensitiveness of instinct, A very 
worthy clergyman, by no means prone to delicate observation or any 
degree of fantasy in his thinking, has told me that, on at least two 
occasions, he was more than startled by finding a tone in the lad’s 
yrecting which sympathised with his own (unaccustomed) mood, 
although he himself, before remarking it, was scarcely conscious of 
the unusual tenor of his own thoughts, Only an ardent philanthropist, 
the promoter or distinguished support of half a dozen charitable 
organisations, would find a scandal in this prince of mumpers. It 
never occurred, I believe, to those on whom he levied an irregular, 
but cheerfully yielded, tribute thar he might be branded with the 
odious name of mendicant. Not the representative of Bumbledom 
the most punctilious, the most puffed with self-importance, had 
ventured, that ever I could learn, to reprehend his manner of life, 
to commend to him—fond and trivial commonplace—an honest 
livelihood and the duty of diurnal labour. Labour, forsooth! He 
yas an exponent of one of the fine arts, and no novice, nor journcy- 
Tan, nor bungler, but 2 master confessed. Still less did any taint 
of imposture attach to his representations. One thought as litle of 
asking whether the piteous tale (if he proffered a piteous tale, but he 
loved rather to appeal to more cheerful emotions) had any foundation 
in reality as of identifying the actor's life off the boards with the 
charactets which he is wont to assume. You were grateful to him 





Yad been spent, in a cathedral opel Bop ee 
trod its streets as a great actor would tread the stage of 
country theatre. ‘The audience, great or small, appreciative or 
stolid, was nothing to him. He acted to himself. 

In these unpopulous cities (nerve-centres which, for lack of blood 
to circulate through them, are falling into paralytic torpor), a certain 
sharp contrast between the artificial and the natural is never wholly 
absent. ‘The most fetid rookery in them has glimpses of a distant 
semi-cirque of hills, where the heath—the purple heath—is fragrant 
and freshened by wholesome airs, and the gorse blazes with gold for 
half a year, and the bracken uncrumpics its tender, green fronds, or 
‘barns with a deep, autumnal gtow. The bustest, the closest-trod 
‘avense of traffic is strewn with Ieaves that flutter down from, 
perhaps, the last survivor of the forest primeval. No slave of 
Mammon is so hard-driven, so pent in his gloomy prison-house, but 
that be can (I had almost written, must) sometime discover what life 
is In the open fields, under a clean, unsullied heaven. 

Such a life the young Iras (but Irus, though an epical, was a 
celess, unlikely character ; Autolycus rather, or Hermes himself, 

vm and patron of all precocious mumpets and vagabonds)—with 
ya life he was by no means unacquainted. Sometimes, drover- 
wise, he would follow the trailing-footed kine for miles along the 
winding roads, between hedges that drooped with musk-rses and 
honeysuckle, and tasted the hospitality, the ale and the sweet bread, 
baked over a fire of wood, of many a jovial farmer (requiting ix, 
doubtless, 2 hundredfold with all such quips and salliesas their slow, 
rustic intelligences might apprehend) ; and slept luxuriously—as one 
jn no wise enamoured of silk hangings or pillows of cider-down— 
through the short summer night in a hay-tallet, Or he made one in 
an expedition up the river to set night-lines, in coraeles or low, dark 
punts, skirting cautiously the reed-grown banks, or the willow-beds 
in mid-stream, for fear of the water-baliffs. Or he joined Kimself— 
and this he may well have often done—to some band of gipsies, 
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begging, tinkering, fortune-telling, and occasionally, it may be, 
filching (but kindly and without malice) through a score of villages ; 
camping in waste places by night, making a ring of red fires about 
which the shadows lurched and staggered, inciting the west wind to 
play hide-and-seek with the stars and moon through the white- 
clouded sky, with snatches of song flung defiantly out into the dark 
from the little round-shouldered tents, 

He entered with zest into these ways of life for a while, just as 
the actor, to whom I have already likened him, relishes the novelty 
of a green plot for a stage and hawthorn brake for tiring house. 
But he came back always with a more assured confidence of his own 
vocation to the places where men are most jostled and crowded 
t0fether. The gas and the asphalte, a hurdy-gurdy or a water-cart, 
these were more to him than stars and the earth’s soft lap ; he loved 
with a passion that was exclusively unreasoning, yet not unreasonable 
—for it seemed to fulfil the law of his being—the sbrill cries and the 
deep murmur, the sights and smells and bustle of the street, The 
dripping pavement, reflecting the lights that flared from every shop- 
front, the smell of the river underneath the dark arches, the burst of 
wind round acorner driving the fog full in one’s face, the steady 
tramp, tramp, of the double stream of workpeople promenading after 
dark ; these things seemed to possess his soul, to satisfy some un- 
explained, otherwise insatiate, longing in it. 

‘The close atmosphere of a cheap lodging-house, its warmth of so 
many lusty bodies, was comfortable to his senses, and he delighted 
to take his part in the conversation which grew fast and eager in 
little circles crouched close together in the dark, or the doubtful 
illumination of a guttering candle. Their talk was coarse, obscene, 
blasphemous often in its expression, scarcely in intention ; but I do 
not think it was actually depraved ; certainly, when he was one of 
the company, it never lacked the redecming qualities of wit and 
good-nature, 

In the tap-room of how many a tavern, full of drunken good- 
fellowship, of the mingled odours of tobacco, of spilt beerand saw-dust, 
he hushed, with his clear and plaintive pipe, the hoarse conviviality 
into attention, and mingled a touch of not unworthy sentiment with 
their rough merriment. 

I do not think that he had any shade of local patriotism, that he 
would have preferred before any others the streets of the town where, 
if not native, he had at least been so long endenizened. He pro- 
bably had no appreciation nor even consciousness of its peculiar 


features. The hush of green churchyards, holding quite aloo! 
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some moss-grown sundial, jeaint 
design, or other relic of antiquity—the medieval streets that mounted 
upwards in such steep ascents, the old gables and twisted chimneys, 
the houses rising so abruptly, tier after tier, from the river, and that 
iver itself which all but encircles the town with its silvery loops and 
indented gli 

For these things he was utterly blind andcarcless. Yet the f&me 
of his own town he would strenuously maintain, and had cheered for 
it, and, on occasion, fought for it to the utmost at many a cup-tic 
and league-match, But that, of course, was incidental to his part. 

Thad almost passed over in silence one of his chief distinctions, 
IT mean that the fair sex distinguished him with an especial regard. 
Of the passions which he had kindled—often quite unwittingly—in 
the bosoms of servant-maids and orange-girls, of country damsels 
who trudged in weekly to set up their stalls in the market-place, and 
others not too far removed from his sphere I hesitate to speak. But, 
in truth, I believe he had a certain charm for the whole sex. And 
contemporary legend confidently affirms that on a certain gala-day— 
the precise circumstances have escaped me—a great lady, to whose 
notice some chance presented him, stooped to kiss the begear-lad 
before hundreds of admiring eyes. 

‘We often used to speculate what the future could bring to him. 
Fortune seemed to owe him some tum more than a little out of the 
ordinary, And an event which was not of every day did in fact befall 
him, An American millionaire, wifcless, childless, and somewhat 
belated in his success, chanced, by a very unlikely series of accidents 
to find himself in the home of our admired hero, and—so it fell out 
—was accosted by him in the streets, was struck by his address, 
inquired of his past and present way of life, and taking him into his 
household to satisfy a curiosity, at last, in the merest freak it may 
be, proposed to make him the heir of his millions. The news 
fluttered for a moment patrician dovecotes, where hopes had been 
building on the susceptibility ofa strangeand (to state the unvarnished 
truth) a somewhat uncouth Midas, 

For a time we heard no more ; we knew that he who had played 
his part so far with such vividness and piquancy was not likely to 
fade of'a sudden into a colourless worldling. Soon a reverse of the 
wheel alarmed us. He had tired of the new life, flung off the 
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adscititious peacock-plumes, and plunged once more, it was supposed, 
into the clashing vortices of the streets. 

A nature so pliable, so cheerfully disposed to tum with all tides 
and take advantage of every wind, could not, we feel sure, have been 
baffled by the sheer strangeness and unaccustomed aspect of the 
great world. The great world ! the very thought and shadow of it 
‘must have made his heart beat high with anticipation, But he was 
really introduced, under colour of enlargement, into a narrow, strictly 
confining ward. ‘That for which foolish monopolists arrogate the 
name of “great” is really a world made infinitely little by the 
cribbing, cramping violence of conventions and disabilities. 

And the would-be patron, one could believe, was a thorn in 
the flesh, Purse-proud, ignorant, vulgar—how could he fail to be 
all that ?—and having fought his own way up from the most extreme 
poverty to the possession of boundless wealth, he looked for the same 
shallow, unlovely faculties in his successor as had served himself 
so well, He was quite blinded to the vast gulf that gaped 
‘between his own level and that of the so-gifted child of Nature. As 
it gradually dawned upon him that there was a difference between 
what Je had been and this boy, he never hesitated to impute it to 
the other's disadvantage. His dissatisfaction grew with knowledge. 

So I explained the situation to mysclf, But what, I was always 
fain to ask, had become of Aim? Certainly his old haunts have 
never seen him again. But whenever a rare visit may happen to 
bring me into a great crowd, I look into the faces of all kinds of 
men—for who knows what he may be now?—and look and lookand 
wonder, But that isall. 

J. & NICKLIN, 





fis ‘place io that amemblage of: 
In all the conflict of opinion regarding him } 


Win yor rf op et tet 
Baudelaire, bis pretensions again became a matter of 
great deal was again said of his force, his 
opinion, and a great deal of the bad use he had 

Journalists on the one hand, waving the cap of liberty, critics on 
the other, jealous for the sanctity of art, renewed the old contention, 
and the matter was only settled (so says the cynic) “when Monsieur 
Drunetitre descended from his rock on the slope of Olympus and 
rent the body of the half sainted Baudelaire.” It was not altogether 
denied even by his admirers and his copyists that the poet permitted 
himself to become at times the victim of grotesque illusions and 
attempted to make fine verses out of ignoble subjects. ‘The final 
verdict will probably be this ; but in fairness it must not be forgotten 
that he lived on the confines of Romanticism, in a time of pure ex- 
travagance, where every flight of fancy was oversteained, where 
nothing could be too highly coloured, where exuberance, prodigality, 
profusion were no} tolerated but insisted upon as the signs of a 
new day. 

Théophile beginning had said of him, “I fancy it 
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‘will fare with Baudelaire as with Petrus Borel : in our young days, 
when the romantic school was in full flame and I wore my crimson. 
satin doublet, it was predicted that when Petrus published Hugo 
would disappear. Well, Petrus has published and Hugo has not 
disappeared. To-day we are threatened with Baudelaire, and are 
told that when he prints his poetry Lamartine and De Musset will 
vanish in smoke. I don’t believe it!” However, when settled 
down to serious criticism, Théophile had nothing but good to say— 
the gentle Théophile, critique par excellence, the basc of whose 
judgments was always admiration—and he proclaimed that there 
could be no doubt of the immortality of a poet so original, so strong, 
so disdainful of conventional banalities ; seeking only the rare, the 
difficult, the strange ; and of so supreme a literary conscience that 
in the midst of life's galling necessities he always sought with 
indefatigable patience to realise his ideal. 

Less embellished portraits are to be found in other memoirs 
where it is generally agreed that he exaggerated the pessimism of the 
day, making it his aim to celebrate humanity’s worst aspects and to 
put on ridiculous affectations, with what object it is difficult to say. 
Maxime du Camp's likeness of him was taken from life—from study, 
from long aquaintance—and there was no keener or more reliable 
reader of men; an able interpreter of looks, minute peculiarities 
and tendencies, he was moreover free from party or political bias, a 
rare distinction in that passionate and turbulent age. 

His personal recollections of the poet are prefaced by a scene 
which took place at the French Embassy at Constantinople, when 
having been asked by General Anpick, the then ambassador, if there 
‘were any new recruits in the army of Romanticism, he replied that 
in a letter from Louis de Cormenin it appeared that Paris was in a 
fever of excitement at the arrival of a new poet—one Baudelaire— 
remarkable for his originality—a little forced, perhaps—but that his 
‘verses were strong. 

From the sudden pause in the conversation which followed this 
simple om dif, Maxime perceived that he was on delicate ground, 
and he was presently informed that Baudelaire's mother was present, 
‘that General Anpick was his stepfather, and that they were on the 
worst possible terms, a furious quarrel at the General's own table 
having been the talk of the day. 

The incident came back to Du Camp when, on his return to 
Paris, he became acquainted with the new celebrity, and, prepared as 
fhe was for some amount of strangeness, he owns to surprise at the 
Appearance of a short, squarc, ungainly figure, conspicuously attired, 








Charles Bandelaive. 595 


mitting the poet to the critic that was within him, not satisfied till 
he had found the certain particular word best suited to his thought, 
which, he said, every accomplished writer ends by finding. 

But it was to please himself rather than to please his readers that 
he was so scrupulous, and nothing pleased him better than adverse 
criticism, 

Tt was with immense satisfaction that he fell under the ban of the 
tolice correctionnelle, He said it was a piece of exceptional good luck, 
since everybody would read the book in order to discover what it did 
not contain ; and this was undoubtedly the case, for many unpre- 
judiced readers starting on the same pursuit have been unable to find 
much fault with it on the score of morality, whatever else that was 
displeasing they might have found, 

Maxime du Camp has often been confirmed in his shrewd 
remark, ‘En matiére de littérature les gouvernements ont toujours 
manque d’esprit.” 

Much as good feeling and good taste must inevitably be obscured 
by contact with baneful subjects, there is no reason to believe that 
Baudelaire’s original nature was corrupt, and there was some 
glamour about him which enlisted liking and a certain sort of 
sympathy. It was the fictitious side he voluntarily showed, and a 
literary perversity and monomania. Had he found himself censured 
for moral obliquity he would have been as much struck with the 
absurdity of the idea as if a family of poisonous plants were to be 
denounced for similar characteristics. 

“Les Fleurs du Mal” has been compared to a garden described 
in one of Nathaniel Hawthorne’s fantastic tales, wherein the fowers 
were neither lovely nor sweet-smelling, but of livid hue and fetid, 
penetrating emanations. Upas, aconite, deadly nightshade filled the 
air with a poisonous miasma ; even the morning dew was turned into- 
acque tofana in their cups, which were only visited by venomous 
insects ; but in the midst of it all the gardener’s daughter lived 
unharmed, defended by some mysterious dispensation, 

And so with Baudelaire, who was impervious to the poison he 
dispensed. It was his belief that noble deeds and generous senti- 
‘ments had been already dealt with to such exhaustive perfection that 
there was nothing left for poets less successful or less inspired to say. 
‘The time, he said, was past for a decayed sentimentalism, and in 
the requirements of a less refined age it would be puerile to copy a 
worn-out literary style ; the age was clamorous for something new, 
and to his great satisfaction he found this novelty in American 
authors, 
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Hiasieg spent the first years of his Ife away from France, he was 
3 proficient im foreign Languages, and it was from the New World that 
{be Sromgic ew ideas wherewith to open the eycs of his countrymen, 
‘who had never yet conceived it possible that monstrous and horrify- 
img sottects cold come within the realm of verse. In the weird 
ami givcury frscies of Edgar Poe he discovered a field of thought 
winch becmonised wh bs own His translation of “The Raven” 
Ss a marvel of Seicitocs acccracy, and to pour the spirit out of one 
Tamgumge inoo amocher without losing its subtle aroma is one of the 
smost SScxk and the beast remumerative of tasks. He endeavoured 
22 pra! Hixwthorne in the study of human frailty, but he failed, for 
xf was at = Ms mrcre to conceive anything but the worst side of 
eva. 2n¢ be was szerty bind to the germs of pity and purity that 
mmzt cGec exist in its meaghbourhood and under its shadow. An 
Ameriaz crisis was ace slow to discover this disparity, and shrewdly 
semucked Sac a good way to embrace Baudelaire at a glance is to 
say Shar 2 SS Seatinss wih vice be was exactly what Hawthome was 
eet Ani 35:5 cee. 














ss iss piccare of remorse, intense, vivid, true to life, 
Bundeiaire the mere existence of such a feeling was in a 


coded by the sense of original sin, and the 
rz no place for repentance. 

eGea inconsistent ; his theories were thin 
bis nivwmé of De Quincey’s “Opium- 
An Artificial Paradise,” he depicts all the 
-¢ seductive drog—its brilliant dreams, its 





¥ of so vain and fugitive a source of satisfac- 
er trom this treatise that he was aware of the 
own delirious fancies, and that he almost 
talents had taken a wrong tum ; but it was 
was far too long established to be 
curable. He could rot trom himself that his work was 
neither popular nor remunerative: the temporary craze was due to 
its singularity as a novel phase in French literature, for although 
Sainte-Beuve, De Vigny, Gautier were said by Baudelaire himself 
to have expressed every variety of human nature and to have added 
a new force to rational poetry, “Les Fleurs du Mal” is a work 
absolutely unique, >” ~"* Which stil exercises a certain amount of 
attraction, since 'Y Modern writers carrying out the ideas 
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by which he had endeavoured, as he said, to extend the réperioire 
and enlarge the dictionary. 

For example, if he did not actually invent what may be called 
olfactory poctry, at least he gave importance to a neglected sensation, 
undeniably real, and appealing to much that is tender and human, 
‘but a sensation which was not intellectual enough for Hugo and 
‘Lamartine, and which is doubtless very capable of misuse. Had he 
Kept to the melody and tenderness of the verses, which must be 
quoted to show what he could do with the subject, no poet need 
have hesitated to follow his example. 

En ouvrant un coffret venn de Orient, 

‘Ou, dans une maison déserte, quelque armoire 
Pleine de Nicre odeat des temps, poudreus: et nolre, 
Parfois on trouve un vieux flacon grid se souvient, 
D'ok jaillit tout vive une dame gui reviews, 

Mille pensées pete funtbres 
Frémissant doucement dans les lourdes téntbres, 
Qui dégugent feur aife et prennent leur essor, 
‘einés darn, glacés de rvs, lsnés or, 


Voili te Souvenir, : 

But Baudelaire preferably employed his pen on odours which 
possess far other associations than still living though long-forgotten 
memories, secking to invest them with a sort of symbolism, much 
affected latterly by those with whom poetry has become not so much 
the art of idealising as the art of suggesting. 

In Zola’s “Symphonies d’Odeurs,” in Huysman’s novels, in the 
lyrics of Mallarmé and Paul Verlaine, in Swinbume’s “ Mystical 
Rose of the Mire,” and his painfully characteristic verse— 

‘The fumes of the incense abounding 
To sweeten the sin, 
and in a good deal of modern prose, both French and English, there 
are unmistakable tendencies towards Baudelaircism. Even Owen 
Meredith can hardly be exempt from the charge when, in his other- 
wise perfect poem ‘ Aux Italiens,” he gives one verse to the tender 
memory of his first love, brought back to his mind by the scent of 
+ + « the jasmine flower 
She used to wear in her breast, 
and then compares it, in the next, to 
The sent that steals from the crumbling sheet 
Where a pnmmy is half unrolled. 


Tt is impossible to extend to Baudelaire the sympathy so many 
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poets command when they dwell on the suffering of the universal 
‘world and the secret of the existence of evil. 

‘When Chateaubriand exclaims, “Man, you exist, but in a 
mournful dream” ; when Sainte-Beuve, the most sober of thinkers, 
“gathers only the flower of disenchantment” ; when Alfred de Vigny 
asserts that human beings are “culprits brought to the bar without 
means of defence”; when Byron in “Childe Harold” and Goethe 
in “Werther™ employ their great gifts on a melancholy neither 
wholesome nor useful in the battle of life, their pessimism is only 
too much in concord with the secret consciousness of every intellec- 
tual being; but there are few people who can own to much fellow 
feeling for Baudelaire, unless on the charitable supposition that he 
‘was very frequently of unsound mind. 

‘There is no lack of ground for this, and towards the close of his 
life it no longer remained a matter of doubt that, having been so long 
inclined to act the madman, he was really parting with his reason. 
His last literary performance was a set of ghostly and ghastly tales— 
still carefully polished, but spectral and incomprehensible. ‘They 
‘were scattered about in periodicals, and are now happily consigned 
to oblivion. . 

His writings did not bring him in his daily bread, and, bitterly 
disappointed and poverty-stricken, he left Paris in search of employ- 
ment in Germany, but was brought back paralysed; dying alone 
and, were it not too sad to say, unregretted in a maison de santé. 


C, E, MEETKERKE. 





DRUIDISM. 


“Ad viscum druids 1" druids clamare golebant. 


ARD by the city of Marseilles stood a grove, inviolate for 
long ages, enshrouding with its interlacing branches a 
darkened atmosphere, and excluding the sunshine from its icy shades, 
No rustic pans, no woodland gods, no nymphs who preside over 
groves were there, but sacred rites of deities worshipped with 
barbarous ritual, places of sacrifice furnished with dreadful altars, 
and every tree was sprinkled with human gore, If we may credit 
ancient tradition, the very birds feared to perch upon its branches, 
and the wild beasts to repose in its thickets. No breezes blew upon 
its boughs, no lightnings discharged fram inky clouds struck them, 
and though there was no breath of air to agitate the foliage of its 
branches, yet they possessed the power of ruffling themselves. Many 
a spring of black water dripped within it, and gloomy figures of 
gods devoid of art stood there, rudely formed of felled tree trunks. 
Its very mouldiness, and the pale hue of its decaying oakwood, filled 
men with alarm. They would not have felt the same reverence for 
deities represented in familiar form, but the mere fact of their being 
in ignorance of the gods whom they worshipped added greatly to 
their terror, Report has it that the hollow caverns of the grove 
sometimes bellowed with the shaking of the earth, and its yew 
trees, when thrown to the ground, rose upright again. Sometimes 
a fire fared up in the wood, but it was not consumed, and serpents 
encircled the oak trees with their folds, The people, when engaged in 
worship, did not approach too near the spot, but left it in possession of 
the gods, When the sun was at the zenith, or when black night had 
covered the sky, the priest by himself approached it in great terror, 
fearful of meeting the lord of the grove. (““ Pharsalia,” 3, 399-) 
Such is the account which the poet Lucan has given of the 
Druids’ sacred wood, and there are several points in it which merit 
our attention. In the first place he, like other Roman writers, 
speaks from mere force of habit of “the gods” in the plural 
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number, but, at the same time, s if 
lord of the grove who was the sole object of 
Origen says distinctly that the Druids 

god, and Maximus Tyrius states that the Celts 

cof whom they made the highest oak to be the n 








upon the Capitol at Rome. ‘These ancient trees were considered 
to be manifestations of the deity, Lucan, no doubt, refers to the 
symbolical representation of the supreme god under the form of a 
tree when he speaks contemptuously of the figures of gods formed 
of tree trunks which adorned the Massilian grove. The same belief 
in the unity of God lingered amongst the Scmndnes or Senndnes, 
‘a nation who dwelt between the rivers Oder and Elbe, ‘Tacitus 
describes them as “ Suevi,” a term which he uses to designate the 
inhabitants of a great part of modern Germany, irrespective of race. 
‘Their name, however, implies that they were Celts, for it is identical 
with that of the Sendnes who lived at the headwaters of the Scine, 
and had their capital at Sens, in the Druids’ country. But even if 
the Semniines of Germany were not of Celtic origin, they must 
have adopted their religion from their Celtic predecessors, for it was 
clearly of a Druidical nature. At a certain time of year delegates 
from all the tribes who were allied in blood assembled at a grove, 
hallowed by the auguries of their forefathers and the reverence of 
past times, and there publicly sacrificed 2 human being, and cele- 
brated the dread inaugural ceremonies of their barbarous worship. 
‘There was another sort of reverence which they paid to the grove, 
for no one entered it unless he was bound with a chain, to signify 
that he was a dependent, and one who acknowledged the superior 
power of the deity. If he fell to the ground he was not allowed to 
be helped up, or to rise to his feet, but he rolled himself along upon 
the ground. ‘Their superstition amounted to this, that from the 
grove their race derived its origin, and within the grave resided God, 
who was ruler of all mankind, and to whom all things were subject 
and obedient. (Tacitus, “ Germany,” 39.) 











Druidism, 6or 
‘The second point to notice in Lucan's account is that he speaks 


which they regard with reverence only." (“ Germany,” 9,) 

‘The above passage also explains another allusion in Lucan’s poem 
which deserves remark, and that is where he speaks of the Massilians 
being in ignorance of what they worshipped, just as though the 
Druids had erected their altars to.an unknown God. Strabo makes 
the same remark with regard to the Celt-Iberians, or Celts of Spain, 
who sacrificed to a god witout @ mame every full moon before their 
doors, and passed the night together with all their family in dancing 
and celebrating the festival. (Book 3, 4, 16.) And so it was from 
motives of piety and not from ignorance that the Druids abstained 
fsom mentioning the name oftheir supreme god. 

Druidism was peculiar to the Celtic race, and at one period it 
must have prevailed throughout the large portion of Europe formerly 
occupied by that pcople, but, at the time when Cesar wrote his 
Commentaries, it was confined to very narrow limits, and, indeed, 
was fast dying out. The reason is not difficult to guess. For ages 
the Celts had been suffering from the encroachments of other nations 
advancing from the north and cast, until Gaul, Spain, and the 
British Isles only remained in their possession. Still the pressure 
from without continued, and prior to Cisar's invasion a powerful 
people of Teutonic stock with a large admixture, no doubt, of Celtic 
blood, known as Belgz, had occupied not only the whole of northern 
Gaul as far as the Seine, but all the south-eastern portion of Britain 
as well. If the theory (suggested by a writer in the old * Edinburgh 
Encyclopedia”) is a sound one, the purely Celtic clement in the 
population of our country must have been giving place to the 
Teutonic for centuries before the Anglo-Saxon invasion. -These 
Germanic Belgasare not likely to have regarded Druidism with much 
favour, for Caesar distinctly tells us that the “Gen 
Druids. The consequence was that the Celts and 


























made an expedition in the year 61 Ap, against the Isle of Anglesea. 
‘That is the only occasion on which the Romans appear to have come 
into actual collision with the British Druids, Along the sea-shore 
was drawn up a hostile army, a dense array of armed men, 
whose ranks ran women resembling furies, clad in funeral garb, 
with streaming hair, and holding torches in their hands, while Druids 
stood around and poured forth dreadful imprecations with hands 
upraised to heaven. (Tacitus, “Annals,” 14, 30.) 
Anglesea, or Mona, as it was then called, was the last refuge of 
the Druids in Roman Britain, and when their community in that 
island was broken up, we hearno moreof them. ‘There isan obscure 
reference to Anglesea in one of Plutarch’s works:—“ Demetrius says 
that there are many desert islands that lie scattered around Britain, 
some of which are named after genii or heroes. This Demetrius 
was despatched by the king to make investigations and report there- 
‘on, and sailed to one which lay nearest to the desert islands, Tthad 
but few inhabitants, and they were regarded by the Britons as sacred 
and inviolable. Justas he arrived there, there was a great confusion 
of the elements, and many portentous storms, the winds burst forth 
and fiery whirlwinds descended from heaven, and when the tempest 
ceased the islanders said that the death of one of their presiding gent 
had taken place, for just as a lamp when lighted shines does no 
harm, but when extinguished is offensive to 
spirits shine benign and harmless while they) 
their extinction and destruction frequently, a8 
stir up the winds and the sea, and poi 
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diseases. In one of these islands Kronos is imprisoned asleep 
guarded by Briarcus, Sleep has been devised as a chain for him, 
and around him are many genii as guards and attendants." (De 
Defectu Oraculorum," 18.) 

‘The Druids answer to the description of “ sacred and inviolable” 
persons, and the quaint idea of the mortality of genii may very well 
have formed part of their alleged Pythagorean views on the subject 
of the transmigration of souls. The ancient Greeks conceived these 
genii to be the souls of just men who lived in the golden age of the 
world, when Kronos ruled in heaven, and who became after death 
genii, ‘of mortal men, going to and fro in the earth, wrapped 
in mist (Hesiod, “Works and Days,” 107), a conception evidently 
borrowed from an Oriental source, We do not know anything about 
this Demetrius except that he was 2 grammarian of Tarsus; but, 
judging by his name, he must have been a Greek, and if, as some 
suppose, the king (Bus:Aeic) by whom he was despatched was a 
Roman Emperor, it may have been Caligula, who, according to 
‘Tacitus (“ Agricola,” 13), formed a design of invading Britain; but 
the story, and especially that part of it which relates to the sleep 
of Kronos, seems rather to belong to the category of marvellous 
tales brought back by early explorers like Pytheas, who used to 
set sail from Marseilles and other Greek ports on voyages of 


dis 

Strabo subdivides the Druids into three classes :—(1) Bapéor, or 
Bards, (2) dudresc, or Quates, and (3) gpvtde, or Druids properly so 
called ; of whom the Bards were singers and poets, the Ouates 
priests and physiologists, while the Druids, in addition to physiology, 
practised moral philosophy. (Book 4, 4.) And Ammianus Marcel- 
linus, on the authority of a Greek historian named Timagenes, gives 
us the same information in a more expanded form :—‘“As men 

‘became by degrees more civilised, there grew up in those parts” 
in the neighbourhood of Marseilles, which seems from all accounts 
to have been a great centre of Dmuidism, “the study of laudable 
doctrines, inaugurated by the Bards, the Euhages, and the Druids, 
‘The Bards used to sing the braye deeds of illustrious men, composed. 
in heroic verse, to the sweet strains of the lyre ; the Euhages, on 
the other hand, investigated the course and sublime facts of nature, 
and essayed to unfold its secrets ; while the Druids, men of greater 
united in sodalic societies ach as the authority of Pythagoras 
applied themselves to questions concerning occult and 
and, despising worldly things, pronounced. men's souls 

immortal,” (Amm. Mar., book 15, 9.) 
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religion of foreign nations must always be received with caution. So, 
when Strabo tells us that these priestesses worshipped “ Bacchus,” 
we may be pretty certain that they did nothing of the kind, but 
merely adored a native divinity, the form of whose worship bore some 
resemblance to the Greek deity to whom he is compared. In the 
present case it was evidently the frantic orgies of the Gallic Druidesses 
which suggested a comparison to the “noisy god” of wine, It may 
have been the Celtic moon goddess Koridwen, “La Fée Blanche,” 
confounded by Strabo with the Greek Kore, who was worshipped in 
the unnamed island near Britain. (Martin, “ Hist, France.”) 

‘The third class of Druidesses acted as servants and attendants to 
the other priestesses, as we gather from certain ancient Gallic inscrip- 
tions, 

‘Strabo gives a ghastly account of the mode in which the priestessee 
of the Celtic nations delivered their predictions. Amongst the 
women who accompanied the Cimbri on their campaigns were grey- 
haired priestesses, who were also prophetesses. They were clad in 
white garments and cloaks of fine fax fastened with a clasp. 
They wore a belt of copper, and had their fect bare. Armed with 
swords, they met the prisoners of war as they came through the camp, 
crowned them with garlands, and carried them to a copper cistern 
capable of holding twenty amphore. They had a sct of steps, which 
a priestess mounted, and, raised aloft above the cistern, cut the throat 
of cach prisoner as he was held over it, and drew some prediction or 
other from the blood that poured forth into the cistern. Other 
priestesses used to cut open the dead bodies, deliver oracles from 
the appearance of the entrails, and loudly prophesy victory to their 
own people. (Strabo, book 7, 2.) 

‘The word drwidk in the Gaelic and Irish dialects means a 
‘magician, and was derived by Pliny and all the old writers from the 
Greek Spe, “an oak,” or from some corresponding term in the Celtic 
language, but this explanation of the name does not find favour with 
modern critics, though they are at a loss to supply a better one, 

Diodorus calls the Druids “Saronides," which according to 
‘Hesychius is derived from the Greek capwric, “an old hollow oak." 
Diogenes Laertius calls them “Semnothei,” and although he offers a 
Greek derivation of the term, we cannot help suspecting that the 
syllable sem or sen is a Celtic word containing some allusion to the 
religion which we are considering. It appears, for instance, in the 
names of the Semmnénes of Germany, and the Sendnes of Gaul, who, 
as we have seen, professed the Druidical religion ; in the name of the 
islands of Sen-a and of the Samn-ite women, inhabited by societics 
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of the Druids. Occasionally they even contended 

the presidentship of the sacred order. (Cassar, 6,13) 00 
The Druids attended to things diving, and thy 

‘nd private sacrifices. They interpreted religious matters 

them ‘esorted a great number of young men for purposes of 

education, ‘They were held in great esteem by the Gauls, for they 

settled almost all controversies, public and private ; and if any crime 

‘or murder was committed, or if there was any dispute about succes 

sion to property, or in regard to boundaries, they decided the matter, 

‘When there was an unusually large crop of murder cases they pre- 

dicted an equally large crop of produce from the land. ‘They 
ven known to arbitrate between two hostile tribes when they were 


avoided them, and shunned their company and ‘conversation, lest 
they should suffer harm from contact with them. Justice was denied 
them when they sought it, and no honour was conferred upon them. 
At a certain season of the year the Druids held a general assembly in 
a consecrated grove within the territory of the Carnutes, “le pays 
Chartrain,” which was considered the central region of Celtic Gaul, 
as already defined. Chartres and Dreux are places in this district 
which are thought to preserve the sound of the names Carnutes and 
Druids, Thither resorted from every side all who had disputes, 














Druidism, 607 


and they obeyed the judicial decisions and decrees of the Druids 
The Druids were in the habit of abstaining from war, and did not 
pay tribute like the rest of the people. They were thus excused from 
military service, and enjoyed immunity from all civil matters. 
Attracted by these great privileges, many disciples came to be in- 
structed of their own accord, or were sent by their parents and 
relations, They had to learn a great number of verses by heart, and 
some remained as disciples for twenty years, because the Druids 
deemed it unlawful to commit to writing what they learnt, although 
for most purposes they made use of Greek letters, and this rule was 
made for two reasons, because they did hot with their doctrines to 
be divulged to the laity, or their disciples to impair their memory by 
trusting to writing. They desired particularly to inculcate the fact 
that souls do not perish, but pass after death from one body to 
another, for they considered that doctrine especially incited men to 
valour, and led them to disregard the fear of death, They also 
treated with force and ability, and imparted to youth, many facts 
concerning the stars and thelr movements, the size of the heaven and 
the earth, the history of nature, and the immortal gods. (Caesar, 
Book 6, 13, 14.) It isthe general opinion of critics that Caesar was 
mistaken in attributing the use of Greek letters to the Druids of Gaul, 
or else that a clerical error has crept into the Latin text ; butitis not 
at all unlikely that the Druids were acquainted with the Greek 
characters in Cresar's time, for Strabo, writing not much later, in- 
forms us that the city of Marseilles had for some little time past 
become a school for the barbarians, and had rendered the Gauls such 
Phil-Hellenes that they even wrote their contracts in Greek style, 
and, at the period when he was writing, it had persuaded even the 
most distinguished of the Romans who had a thirst for knowledge to 
resort thither instead of going abroad to Athens. (Book 4, 1.) 

A passage that has given rise to much controversy is that in which 
Cesar informs us that the Druids taught the doctrine that men's 
souls pass from one body to another, Diodorus says still more 
explicitly: The opinion of Pythagoras prevails among the Druids that 
the souls of men are immortal, and come to life again after a definite 
number of years, when the soul enters another body.” (Book 
5, 28.) In order to appreciate this remark we must bear in mind 
that Pythagoras, the celebrated Greek philosopher, lived 540 years 
u.c,, and taught the transmigration of souls into the bodies of men 
and animals, He established at Crotona, in Italy, a society of 300 
members, divided into several grades, and formed for the purpose of 
studying religion and philosophy. His disciples were bound by a 
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applied to their priests, meant literally *northmen,” but is obviously 
‘a corruption of the text, and one would imagine that in the original 
it was épvitai or Bépdo. Those who ascribe to the Druids a profound 
knowledge of the sciences in general and astronomy in particular 
cite this passage as proving that they used some instrument in the 
nature of a telescope in order to make the moon appear nearer to. 
the earth, But the Druids were not great scientists, Their know- 
ledge was only relatively great when compared to the crass ignorance 
and superstition of the people whom they kept in subjection, An 
enthusiastic Welsh scholar has expressed the opinion that Abaris 
isa Greck form of the well-known Celtic surname Ap Rees. Be 
that as it may, Abaris was, as we learn from Porphyry and 
Tamblichus, a priest of the Hyperborean Apollo, and a contemporary 
of Pythagoras, He professed to be able to fly through the air upon 
nn arrow, which was given to him by his god, to cure diseases by in- 
ecantation, and to perform other magical arts. He visited the: 
celebrated shrine of the Greek Apollo in the island of Delos. In 
connection with this visit we may note that Pausanias relates how: 
the Hyperboreans were in the habit of sending first-fruits to Delos. 
‘They were wrapped in wheat straw so that no one should look at 
‘them, and were passed on from one nation to another until they 
reached the birthplace of the god. (Book 1, 31.) Herodotus gives 
the Delians’ own version of the same story. (Book 4, 33.) But, in 
a still more remarkable passage, Pausanias tells us that even the 
great temple of Apollo at Delphi was of Hyperborean origin, and 
that Beeo, a native poetess of the country (Phocis), who composed a 
‘hymn for Delphi in very ancient times, says that that oracle was set 
up to the god by Olen and others who came from the Hyperboreans, 
and that Olen was the first to deliver oracles and sing them in 
hexameter verse. (Book 10, 5.) Again, Ausonius, of Bordeaux, 

who was the author of a collection of poems addressed to the 
professors of his native city, especially associates the Druidical 

religion with the worship of the Gallic god Belénus, whom he 
treats as identical with the Phoebus Apollo of the Greeks, From 

these and other circumstances it may be inferred that the Pytha- 

gorean philosophers of Greece and the professors of Druidism in 

Gaul alike derived their tenets from the ancient Hyperboreans, who 

dwelt in Northern Europe, “beyond the one-eyed Arimaspians and 

the gold-guarding griffens,” and who were in all probability the 

ancestors of the Celtic Gauls, 

Although Ciesar imputes the doctrine of transmigration to the 
Druids, he appears to contradict himself later on, when he comes to 
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serious discases, or were engaged in war and perilous pursuits, either 

| sacrificed human beings as victims, or made a vow that they would 
do so, for they held that the will of the immortal gods could only be 
appeased by offering one man’s life in place of another, and they had 
also instituted public sacrifices of a like nature. Some of them had 
images of vast size, whose limbs, formed of interwoven osier twigs, 
they filled with living men, and when they had set fire to therm from 
below the victims were enveloped in flames and perished, They 
considered that the sacrifice of persons convicted of theft, robbery 
with violence, or other crime, was more acceptable to the immortal 
gods, but, when the supply of that class of men failed, they did not 
scruple to offer innocent persons. (Book 6,16.) The people of 
Marseilles kept criminals in prison for five years, and then impaled 
them as an offering to the gods, or prepared immense pyres, 
and burnt them with many first-fruits, They also made use of 
prisoners of war as victims in honour of the gods. These they 
butchered, together with the animals taken in war, or burned, or put 
to death with other kinds of torture. (Diodorus, 5, 32.) 

Whenever the same people were visited by a pestilence, onc of 
the poor used to offer himself ay a voluntary victim, on condition of 
being maintained for a whole year on choice food at the public 
expense ; after which he was wreathed with vervain, dressed in 
sacred garments, and led in procession all over the city, loaded with 
imprecations, in order that all the public aMictions might devolve upon 
his head, and finally flung headlong from a rock. (Petronius Arbiter, 
“Satyricon,” ad fia.) Sometimes the Druids used to shoot their 
victims down with arrows, or impale them on stakes, At other 
times they prepared a colossal heap of hay, threw wood upon it, 
and made a holocaust of men, cattle, and wild beasts (Strabo, 4, 4), 
and instead of consulting oracles they devoted a man to sacrifice, 
struck him with a sword just above the diaphragm, and, when the 
victim had fallen, ascertained the future from his manner of falling 
and the flowing of his blood, putting faith in an ancient and time- 
honoured observance. (Diodorus, 5, 31.) The Druids further 
possessed a great system of magic lore. Pliny says that in his 
day Britain celebrated the magic art to such an extent, and with 
0 great ceremonial, that people would almost imagine that she 
‘had taught it to the Persian Magi, (Book 30, 4, Delphin edition.) 
And te tells us the names of several plants which, according to 
the Druids, possessed great magical virtuc, First there was a herb, 
resembling savin, called se/ago. It was gathered, without the use 
of a knife, and with the right hand thrust through the left sleeve 
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the oak, and when it was so discovered they repaired to the spot with 
great religious pomp. To begin with, they chose the sixth day of 
the moon, which was the first day of their month, their year, and 
thelr cycle of thimy years, because the moon has then considerable 
influence, though not as yet balf full, ‘They called the mistletoe in 
their language “all-healing.” When they had duly prepared sacrifices 
and a religious banquet beneath the tree, they led up to it two white 
bulls (of the same breed possibly as those now preserved at Chilling- 
ham Castle), whose homs were then for the first time bound. Then 
‘a priest, clad in a white vestment, climbed the tree and with a golden. 
reaping-hook cut the mistletoe, which was received in a white sagum 
{a Celtic term, apparently, for a cloak), after which they sacrificed the 
victims, praying that God would make His own gift prosperous to 
those to whom He had given it. They believed that fecundity was 
granted to every sterile animal that drank a decoction of this plant, 
and that it was an antidote for all kinds of poison, (Pliny, 16, 95.) 

‘The Druids also possessed an amulet called the “ serpents’ egg,” 
and they gave the following account of the manner in which it was pro- 
duced. In summer time numberless snakes rolled themselves into a 
knot, and by skilful intertwining formed a ball with the saliva of their 
mouths and the foam of their bodies. This ball was cast high into 
the air with violent hissing, and had to be caught ina sagwm before it 
reached the earth. The person who caught it galloped away on 
horseback, for the snakes pursued him until they were stopped by 
some intervening river. A test that it was a genuine serpents’ 
egg was that it floated upwards against a current of water 
when encircled with a golden band. They also held that it 
must be taken at a certain phase of the moon. Pliny 
had seen one of these so-called eggs. It was the size 
of a small round apple, and its shell was formed of cartilage, 
thickly covered with small cavities, like those on the arms of a 
polypus, The Druids used it asa badge, and extolled its virtues 
for obtaining a successful termination to matters in dispute, and 
procuring access to royal personages. It is said that the Emperor 
Claudius once killed Roman knight, belonging to the Gallic tribe of 
the Vocontii, because he was so superstitious as to wear a ‘serpents’ 
egg” in his bosom during the progress of a law-suit in which he was 
engaged. (Pliny, 29, 12.) 

Cicero had actually seen a Druid in the flesh, for he represents 
his brother Quintus as reminding him that he had received as 
his guest at Rome the celebrated Divitiacus, an A&duan who pro- 
fessed to be acquainted with the science which the Greeks called 
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4 UNION WITH IMOGEN. 


A LITERARY FANTASY. 


Y happy, and yet unhappy, friend, 7, is firmly and gravely 
convinced that to him it was permitted to be united—for 
a time—with Shakspeare’s Imogen, 

A dreamer of dreams he may be, but heisnot mad, A s2d and 
wise man now he is ; walking through a quiet life, shadowed by the 
sadness of infinite loss; but he is also given to ecstasics—to 
raptures of memory upon which none may intrude, Awaking, at 
least partly, from such a dream, he may well cry to dream again. 
Only in rare moments of expansive confidence, and then only to me, 
can he be induced to speak of his strange, blissful experience. THe 
seems to be of imagination all compact ; and yet his utter conviction 
of the truth of his strange story is very startling, and almost con- 
quers my conviction. He is still very young of heart, and holds fast 
to a sublime hope of reunion with his lost Jove, He believes that 
she is often present with him, and feels that a sorrow’s crown of 
sorrow is remembering happier things. He lives (but for her) a 
very solitary life, and I have often begged him to record his ex- 
periences or beliefs. Desirous of pleasing him, I always assume the 
truth of his story ; and T haveat last won him over to write down the 
following brief, confused, interjectional account of his happy halluci- 
nation(?). He is very reticent upon some important points; but, 
allowing for all imperfections, readers may be interested in analysing 
such a singular—it may be morbid—or high fantastical confession. 

And now we will let him speak for himself +: 

“Twas very young at the time ofour union—not, I think, above 
twenty. How it came about? Nay, there are strange, sacred mys- 
teries around this mystic life of ours; and I may not dare to draw 
aside the bridal veil of union with such a woman, Tt may be, 
silence suiteth best. Enough that we were united in most spiritual 
pure, and passionate wedlock. 

“T never cared to think of her as the relict of the late Posthu- 
mous Leonatus, She was not Mrs, P. L. tome. She was the fairest 
offspring of her true begetter—Shakspeare, I hardly ever thought of 
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“T dared not look at her. Slowly she unclasped from her white 
arm a royal bracelet, and laid it down by me, I bowed my head 
upon myarms and wept. Then I felt her hand upon my head, and then 
I felt a tear, and then her kiss—the last !—and then she disappeared, 
rapt up to Heaven as it seemed in a Hansom of fire, 

“Then I was left alone—as I shall be to my life’s end. Imogen 
was mine no more. And I was truly widowed ; but I still fondly 
hope to meet her again. 1 love William, though he behaved harshly 
to me: but then who can estimate as I can his need of fair, dear 
Imogen? No man has ever lived through such a loss. as mine was 
—and is—and yet ''tis better to have loved and lost than not have 
loved at all'—and to have loved, and been beloved by such a royal, 
princess woman. Oh, my peerless Imogen !—Shakspeare’s fairest, 
noblest, loveliest creature. She deserved to be with him: I was not 
worthy of her, Let that comfort me ; but no comfort comes as T 
think and feel that I shall see her face no more! No—that way 
madness lies. 
iltiam was very nice about it He said that it was a delicate 
‘matter—and so it was ; but he explained that he could not find in 
Heaven any woman that could be compared with Imogen; that he him- 
self could not create another woman that should be the peer of such a 
royal creature. He hoped that I should sce the matter in what he 
termed the right light, and trusted that I should not oppose his wishes 
for her peerless society. He could feel for me—he admitted that—but 
still maintained that he had the prior and superior claim. He half 
conceded that Imogen herself might feel the separation from me at 
first ; but he delicately insinuated that he could do more for her 
permanent happiness and welfare than I could do, He conjured 
me not to be selfish. That I must feel a pang, at first, he felt; but 
he also knew that I should soon be happy in contemplating the 
certainty of her higher happiness. There were many considerations, 
he remarked, that he was not at liberty fully to explain; he could 
not be guilty of the eternal blazon to ears of flesh and blood: but he 
asserted, positively, that he knew what he was about, and could 
answer for her fel He added, that he should be eternally 
obliged if I would meet his wishes; and promised that he and I 
should, in future, live together in even greater intimacy than I had 
enjoyed with him heretofore, 

“T could not analyse, and cannot describe my feelings, I knew 
that William had it in his power to offer her a better establishment 
than I could ; and I tried to think unselfishly of and for her happi- 
ness—but then, to lose her—to be parted from my Imogen! In my 
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may have led him to resent morbidly any 





“plain.” She may be bony or balgy; buniony or flat-footed ¢ red-nosed oF 
greasily sallow ; may be fic, ignorant, ill-bred, giggling 
may have the cracked voice of Punch with a cold. ‘There is the expectorating 
tchelfer"—T met her at Stahdea—and the grimy, uikempt ‘hetfer,” who is a 
failed reminiscence of Mandle-and-Postlethwaite sstheticism, 

‘The ‘‘heifer” is a very inferior creature masquerading in the smered guise of 
eo aerate i consdads a oclen’ 8 ees oe a 
not detract from, bat enhances the charm of the seal woman, ‘The “New 
Woman" is new; but the true woman is old as loveliness and light. A plain 
woman may be full of worth ; thoogh then she ceases to be plains bat, ob, the 
manners and the style of the ‘*heifer™! Jupiter's fifth moon is but dimly visible, 
Jost in the glorious brightness of that mugnificent planet, to which it stands so 
near that itis quite outshone 
shade thousands of deleterious " heifers”; onedivine woman shines into obscurity 
métiions of dim, Youthly * heifers." 


‘There is more in this strain ; but T have allowed my unhappy 
widower friend sufficient opportunity of suggesting his depraved 
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doctrine, which might have some interest for Nordau, and which must 
have more interest for thinking and suffering men ; especially for those 
who—though they have never enjoyed the inestimable advantages of 
poor Z—have yet learned to know, to worship, and to love the 
women of Shakspeare, and particularly his almost divine Imogen, 
‘The state of my poor friend’s mind is very deplorable, and yct 
there may-be some excuse for him. Happily united, in an ideal mar- 
riage, which knew nothing of coarseness or of commonplace, with 
“ beauty such as woman never wore,” with the temper of a seraphand 
the manners of an angel, he might too easily be revolted by those 
mock-turtle women—he calls them“ heifers”—who seem born only 
to illustrate the occasionally sarcastic moods of the Unseen Powers. 
Intimacy with Imogen might produce undue bitterness towards such 
burlesques upon womanhood, Yet he will not, I imagine, incur the 
dislike of really charming, good women. The galled jade may wince ; 
but ¢Acir withers are unwrang, and he may reckon confidently upon 
the sympathy of Imogen. 
H. SCKOTZ WILSON. 
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SCHUBERTIANA. 


L 
Exrracts rrom Scucsert’s Diary. 


March 25th. — Safferimg sharpens the understanding and 
strengthens the character, whilst joy seldom troubles herself about 
the former, and enervates the latter or makes it frivolous. 

From the bottom of my heart I hate that one-sidedness which 
makes so many poor creatures believe that only just what they do 
themselves is the best, and everything else is of no importance ; only 
one form of beauty should inspire a man’s whole life, yet the glow of 
this one inspiration should illumine everything else. 

March 27th.—There is no one who understands the sufferings, no 
‘one who understands the joys of another. We think we are going /o 
ach other, and we are only going along near each other. Oh torture, 
when one realises this ! 

My creations in music are the product of intelligence and of 
suffering ; those produced by suffering seem to please the world 
least. 

March 28th.—There is only one step from the highest enthusiasm 
to the perfectly ridiculous, just as there is only one from deepest 
wisdom to crass stupidity. 

Man comes into the world with belief in his heart ; this is far 
above understanding and knowledge ; for, in order to understand, 
one must first believe. Belief is the higher basis on which weak 
understanding sets up his first pillars of Proof. Understanding is 
nothing but analysed belief. 

March 29th—O Phantasy !_ Thou choicest jewel of humanity, 
thou inexhaustible spring from which both artists and scientists 
drink! O stay long with us, even if thou art only recognised and 
honoured by the few! Stay to preserve us from that so-called ex- 
planation, from that ugly carcase of flesh and blood. _ ae 

June 13t—A bright, clear, beautiful ¢-~* this will remain with 
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me throughout my whole life. The magic toces of Mcea~'s mmc 
eeend sony is cry ea as oa afi. Schlesinger's mamex'y larg 
impressed it deep, deep in my heart ; itis so sacrecitiy scrng ant 3= 
tender, ‘Thus these beantifal impressions remain in gar souls, ues 
effaced by time or circumstances, and they act Seneficeat'y sm sar 
Deing, showing us amid the darkness of this Ife 2 clear, Seautsfai, Sr- 
off place towards which we look confidently, O Most immo 
Mozart ! how many such refreshing images of 2 ceght, “emer ife 
hast thou imprinted on our souls ! 
June 16th—Take people as they are, act aa “hey shonicd I. 


(From a Letter, 

If only my brother could look oa shes: Gutithe suvmnans sud 
lakes, the sight of which threatens % crush ta and swallow 16 1p te 
would not love the contemptible kf f man sy smuck a0 asx 35 tusk 


jit a great happiness to be given wer 26 Sie inesaneivahle amagh 1 
the earth for a new life. 


IL 
‘Scuvaeat, tHe Mas. 


The story of Franz Schubert, the gentan, 3 wich 2 seughe, snadye 
one. He came as the “Wunderkind,” te Siey “Silt, aut 2 tis 
cradle of the large family with very small meara fad a yey 
the fairy prince grew up: his story was single, werenthel, 
died before he had come into his kingdam A Fame, wt wrhonr 
gaining his princess. When one remembers how the iteer,s vin 
teacher, at the age of nineteen married a covk and) Lovame he pacone, 
of fourteen children (of whom only five survived), byw «te Ait 
of this wife he married again and was tessed with fire veer 
children, one can easily imagine the hand-to-hand fight wah yneny 
which must have been the result. Yet in the pocw little tune, whose 
Sunday dinners and Sunday clothes must have Leen of the wase.cv, 
the Sunday aftemoons were made bright with music, when the “i... 
dren gathered round their father to play quartets and to sing, 

At any rate it was a kind home to genius, and little Frasz wat 
understood and cherished when at the age of five he compune! tis 
first work, a pianoforte concerto, before he had been taught any 
music at all. At seven he was writing a symphony. Small wonder 
that his earliest teachers soon confessed they could teach him nothing 
more ; he seemed to know everything about music already they said, 


There is a funny, pathetic letter to his brother, written hy 
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and overreaching of a young genius who was offering priceless gems 
to the world. ‘They request pieces of easy execution for the players, 
pieces which shall inflict no strain on the hearers, pieces “easy to 
play, agreeable, easily intelligible.” Breitkopf and Hartel will not pay 
a farthing ; they offer him a few copies as remuneration. Schott, 
of Mayence, thinks £6 enormows for a quintet, as it is so short, and 
offers him just half, and soon, This was when he was a/ready Anown, 
and cach niggardly offer was accompanied by the most flattering 
praises of the genius and charm of his compositions! No wonder 
the young man cried in despair: “If one could only do anything 
with these —— of dealers ; but the wise and beneficent provisions of 
the State have already taken care that the artist shall remain the slave 
of any miserable huckster.” 

For operatic compositions there was not the ghost of a chance, 
for at this time Vienna was in wild adoration of Rossini and Ttalian 
opera. It was impossible for a new German opera to get a hearing, 
such were the private cliques and the publicadmiration of the Italian 
“ scene-painter,” as Beethoven contemptuously called him, 

Schubert tumed his attention to other branches of composition. 
‘Some one persuaded him (he was too shy to have undertaken the step 
by himself) to send a letter to Goethe, expressing admiration and 
respect for the great man, and enclosing some of Goethe's songs which 
he had set to music. But the Weimarian god took not the slightest 
notice of either letter or songs (in fact, music seems to have been the 
only thing which Goethe could notappreciate), But, later on, Goethe 
heard his “Erl-Kinig” sung by Madame Schroder Devrient, and 
realised that there was something in it. He kissed the singer 
exclaiming, “ A thousand thanks for this grand artistic performance ! 
T heard the composition once before, and it did not please me at all. 
But when it is rendered like this, the whole becomes a living picture.” 

Alas! by this time Schubert had been two years in his grave. 
Another hero whom Schubert humbly worshipped from afar was 
Beethoven, “Who can hope to do anything after Beethoven?” he 
once sald. For thirty years they lived in the same town, and yet 
remained apart. In his latter years Becthoven was almost impossible 
of access, and the only authentic account of a visit paid by Schubert 
to him tells how the young man called with his Op. 10 variations 
(dedicated to Beethoven), but, the great man being out, he left the 
music with the servant. Still, he had the consolation of gazing at 
his hero in certain ¢a/és and inns, whither the master was wont to 
repair, In his last days, however, Beethoven was delighted beyond 
measure with Schubert's songs, which some one gave him “pour le 

TT 
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cast a warm, rosy glow over the sordid cares of a life-long struggle 
with poverty. They called themselves Schuderfiadex, and in this 
circle at least the humble young musician was duly honoured. 
‘Their meetings were often especially devoted to the performance of 
his new compositions. In any case, Franz was always the centre of 
attraction, although he often sat there an almost impassive spectator, 
as it seemed, As a nickname he was jokingly dubbed the “anevas,” 
from his habit of asking about cach new member, “Kann er was?” 
(4. Can he do anything?) Later on, when he grew fat, they named 
him “Schwammerl,” which Viennese epithet followed him in other 
circles besides that of the gay Schudertiaden, 

And how he loved his friends, with all his tender German heart, 
the poor Schwammerl! Writing from the aristocratic castle in 
Hungary (where he found “the Count rather rough, the Countess 
proud, though more refined, the Countesses good little girls”), he 
exclaims + 

“If we were only together—you, Schwind, Kuppel (the painter 
Kupelwieser), and I—every mischance would only seem light to 
me ; but we are separated and that is the real cause of my unhappi- 
ness, I could cry with Goethe: ‘Who will give me back those 
beautiful days?’ ‘Those days when we sat cosily together, and each 
of us showed his art children to the others, shy asa mother awaiting, 
not without anxiety, the verdict to be pronounced by Loveand Truth. 
‘Those days when each inspired the others, and a united striving after 
the mast Beautiful animated us all |" 

In another letter = 

“Now I sitalone here in the depths of Hungary, not having one 
person with whom I can exchange a sensible word.” 

‘The love attributed to him for the younger of his pupils (the 
“good little girls”) cannot have been a very deep attachment, as the 
young countess seems to have been barely thirteen at the time, she to 
whom “all his songs were dedicated.” 

‘The friends were the real mainstay of Schubert's life. 

And suddenly, in the midst of struggles, plans, hopes, disappoint- 
ments, came—death, In the autumn of the year in which the above 
letters were written he sickened; in November a violent typhus 
declared itself (probably caused by an unhealthy new house in which 
he had taken rooms), and on the r9th all was over. 

Only a week before he had been busy with plans for an opera; he 
meant to orchestrate it splendidly, and his head was full of “perfectly 
new harmonies and rhythms," he declared as he lay dying—and 
with these he fell asleep. 
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His last wish was that he should be buricd near Beethoven, and 
this was faithfully carried out by his brother. He rests in the Wah- 
ringer Cemetery, only a few steps from the great master. 

Franz Schubert's scanty leavings barely sufficed to cover the 
expenses of his last illness and of his burial ; therefore, a concert was 
given in order to collect sufficient money for a memorial-stone. On 
it the poct Grillparzer wrote simply of the “man like a child 

Tere lies Franz Schubert, 
Born 31 January, 1797. 
Died 19 November, 1828. 
31 years old. 
Mere death buried a rich possession, 
Bat still fairer hopes. 





MARY HARGRAVE, 
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THE MAGIC CIRCLE. 


(FROM RUCKERT,) 


V HAT makes the hundred petals to unfold 
Of the red rose or pale? 
What singeth in her warbling thousandfold 
‘The mellow nightingale? 


By the same law the sweet leaves all unfold 
‘That doth each one unclose, 

And all the songs the self-same music hold 
‘That in the first one flows, 


‘All beauty in a circle’s magic round 
Will still itself pourtray, 

And even Love, the Monarch, ne'er has found, 
Or will, a better way, 


‘Therefore, a hundred petals circle still 
‘The red rose and the pale; 
‘Therefore, her thousand song will ever trill 
The mellow nightingale, 
ISA J. POSTOATE 


more than one publication ; and in 1368 one Singleton was 
as the Stationers’ Registers testify, to print “The Return 
well-spoken Nobody,” alluding to an earlier ballad called the | 
Spoken Nobody.” 
But the most prominent dramatic appearance of this shadowy 
personage is in the play called “Nobody and Somebody,” which 
must have been written towards the close of the sixteenth century. 
“The prologue is short and full of characteristic conceits :— 
A subject, of no subject, we present, 
For Noborly is Nothing : 
‘Who of nothing can something make? 
It ix a worke beyond the power of wit, 
And yet invention is rife + 
A morrall meaning you must then expect 
Grounded on lesser than a shadowes shadow 
Promising nothing where there wants a toong 
And deeds as few be done by No-bodie: 
‘Yet something out of nothing we will show 
To gaine your loves, to whome ourselves we owe, 
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‘The two personified abstractions who give the play its title are the 
chief characters in the sub-plot of the piece—the dramatis persona 
of the main plot being real folk, human and historical. ‘The inten- 
tion of the sub-plot is chiefly satirical, All through the play Some- 
‘body does and instigates all the evil that is done, while Nobody 
takes the blame. The end is of course attained by a persistent and 
ingenious confusion of positive and negative statements. “Nobody” 
cares for the poor, or helps the widows and orphans, Money raised 
by collections throughout the kingdom for the rebuilding of St. Paul’s 
steeple, destroyed by fire in 1561, is said to have mysteriously dis- 
appeared, and Nobody is of course accused. ‘Towards the end of 
the play Nobody is formally brought to trial, at the instance of 
Somebody, for all the malpractices alleged against him ; when, by 
the usual play upon words, the accused completely cxonerates him- 
self by clearly demonstrating that all the crimes and misdemeanours 
laid to his charge must have been committed by Somebody, for, “ If 
Nobody should do them, then should they be undone!” The 
punishment of the real culprit then follows. 

“Nobody ” was not only personified in this play, but his portrait 
appeared in a woodcut at the beginning of the book, Another cut at 
the end of the play represented “Somebody.” The figure of  No- 
‘body ” was often represented on signs, and this play-portrait shows 
im attired in the conventional manner, that is, in a huge pair of 
slops, or loose breeches, reaching to his neck, so that he appears to 
consist of legs, head, and arms, but mo dody. * Somebody,” on the 
contrary, appears in a very exaggerated doublet, being all body, with 
no legs to speak of. When Trinculo, in the “ Tempest," says of the 
tune played by Aricl, “This is the tune of our catch, played by the 
picture of Nobody," he is evidently alluding to the familiar repre- 
sentations on signs and elsewhere of that hero. Ben Jonson, in one 
of his masques, introduces a character who, he says, “was in the 
person of Nobody, and attired in a pair of breeches which were 
made to come up to his neck, with his arms out at his pockets, and 
a cap drowning his face.” The play of “ Nobody and Somebody,” 
according to its title-page, was printed for John Trundle, and was 
“‘sold at his shop in Barbican at the signe of Nobody.” This book- 
seller was well known among the literary fraternity of the time. 
Ben Jonson, in “Eyery Man in his Humour,” speaks of those who 
“troll ballads for Master John Trundle.” The portrait of “Some- 
body,” with his abundant body and abbreviated legs, suggested 
another favourite joke, to which frequent allusions are found in old 
plays. The point of this stroke of humour was that a man borne 





* Poeuster,” makes Chlge say, 


It is wonderful that a jest, so thin at its inception, and worn thread- 
bare by constant handling, should have been used by so many 
writers apparently confident in its power to please. 

Another rather dismal piece of fooling was obtained by shortening 
Nobody into No, and making him speak in character. In a play 
called the “Noble Soldier,” by S. Rowley, there figures a Signior 
No, who contributes nothing but negatives to the dialogue. The 
following is a specimen of this cheerful kind of conversation >— 

Mod, Waat are you? ‘Come you from the King? 

fo. Now so 


Cart. Will you smell to a sprig of Rosemary ? 
Wo. No. 

Bal. Will you be hanged? 

2. Now 

Bal. This is cither Signior No, or no Signor, 


Another dramatist, John Day, dedicated a play, “ Humour out of 
Breath,” in 1608, “'To Signior Nobody,” addressing him as “Worth- 
Jesse sir.” The habit of personifying this unfortunate nonentity did 
not die out with the old dramatists. We are all familiar, especially 
those of us who happen to be housckeepers or schoolmasters, with 
the ready reply or excuse that Nobody did it”; and in literature 
there is an echo of the old jest in a little book published in 1814, 
called “Something conceming Nobody,” which contains several 
humorous-tinted etchings of Mr. Nobody's doings. A much more 
recent example may be found in John Oliver Hobbes’s “Study in 
Temptations.” “Really?” said the Countess. “Of course, there is 
no such thing as everybody—that is a newspaper vulgarism. One is 
cither asomebody or a nobody— irrespective of rank or profession, 
‘The next best thing to a somebody is a nobody in a good set 1” 

But enough of Nobody. “Nothing” has been played upen in 
much the same way. Here is a version of a familiar jest which 
appeared in “Notes and Queries” more than thirty years ago :— 
What are you doing, Joe?” said 1. 

Nothing, sir,” was Joe's reply. 
* Are you there, Will? Pray let me know." 
* Tm buny, sits I'm helping Joo." 
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++ Is nothing then so hard to do 

‘That thus it takes the time of two!” 
‘Poor Will then answered with a smile, 
And laughed and giggled all the while :— 
#1 We are such clever folks, d'yot see, 
That mething’s hard for Joe and me.” 


About the same time the Paris Algero gave a French rendering of 
the joke, which was evidently borrowed from some English source >— 
“'Qui est JA?" s'écriait un contre-maitre dans Ventrepont d’un 
vaisseau marchand. ‘C'est moi,’ répondit le mousse Will ‘ Ft que 
fais-tu?' ‘Rien, monsicur,’ ‘Tom, est-il 14?! ‘Oui, monsieur,’ 
répliqua Tom. ‘A quoi toccupes-tu?’ ‘Monsicur, j'aide Will.” 
‘This kind of verbal pleasantry takes many forms. Many years ago 
when Mr, Harris, predecessor of the more famous Sir Augustus, was 
patentee of Covent Garden Theatre, he received one morning a very 
civil message from a certain Lady Wallis, offering him a comedy of 
her own for nothing. Mr. Harris read the manuscript, and remarked 
that her ladyship knew the exact value of it, In the third act of 
“Two Gentlemen of Verona," Shakespeare, by the mouths of 
Proteus, Launce, and Valentine, quibbles about “ nothing” as his 
contemporaries did about “nobody.” Another example occurs in 
the third act of “Twelfth Night," where the disguised Viola says, 
“T warrant thou art a merry fellow, and carest for nothing ;" to 
which the Clown replies, “Not so, sir, I do care for something ; but» 
in my conscience, sir, I do not care for you; if that be to care for 
nothing, sir, I would it would make you invisible.” 

But, besides verbal pleasantries of this kind, of which it is 
unnecessary to multiply examples, “ Nothing” has afforded material 
for many serious dissertations, both in prose and verse. Some of 
these are very old. One of the earliest was a Latin poem entitled 
“Nihil,” written by a Frenchman named Passerat, Professor of 
Eloquence at Paris in the sixteenth century. The verses have no 
very striking merit, but Dr, Johnson thought them worth reprinting 
at the end of his sketch of Lord Rochester, in the * Lives of the 
Poets,” where they may be seen by the curious. Another early 
effort of wit of this kind was Sir Edward Dyer's “ Praise of Nothing,” 
1585, which was followed in 1603 by William Lisle’s “ Nothing for 
a New Year's Gift,” with the motto A7hil est ex omni parte deatum, 
Not many years later the poet Crashaw addressed “O Mighty 
Nothing" in his “Steps to the Temple” :— 











‘Unto thee, 
Nothing, we owe all things that be. 





Nothing —thou elder brother ev'a to shade, 
‘Thou bad'st a being ere the world was made— 
And, well-fixed, art alone of ending not afraid 


‘The following stanza, written from the standpoint of Restoration 
times, is smart, if not very true: 
French truth, Dutch prowess, British polley, 
Hibernian learning, Scotch civility, 
Spaniards’ dispatch, Caner wit une easly ee 


Another imitator of the sixteenth century Frenchman's work, not so 
well known as Lord Rochester, was the Rev. James Belsham, of 
Bedford, who wrote a very long, and, it must be added, 2 very dull 
poem on “ Nothing,” 

‘The eighteenth century also produced an elaborate prose jew 
'etprit of this kind, in the shape of an “Essay upon Nothing,” 
written by Hugo Amot, and published in 1776, In the course of 
this performance the writer satirically and elaborately proves that 
“ Matter and spirit, time past and to come, are all merely Nothing ;" 
also that “the soul both sprung from nothing and will speedily end 
with sundry other equally entertaining and profitable propo- 
» The author of the essay, which is inscribed to “the most 
Mighty and Tremendous Potentate Oblivion, who lived and reigned 
from the earliest ages, and whose Empire shall continue world with- 
out end,” concludes his lahorious task by saying: “So I shall end 
‘by declaring that the subject of this discourse will be found in a deaf 
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nut, in which, when it is cracked, you will find Nothing.” ‘The dedi- 
cation was appropriate enough, for Oblivion long ago overtook 
Arnot's “Essay.” 

‘One of the best of the many poetic handlings of this shadowy 
theme is the following anonymous sonnet, whose authorship has 
been attributed to Professor Porson, but we know not upon what 
authority : 

“Mysterious Nothing ! how shall I define, 
‘Thy shapeless, baseless, placeless emptiness? 
Nor form, nor colour, sound, nor size is thine, — 
Noe words, nor fingers ean thy voice express ; 
But though we cannot thee to aught compare, 
A thousand things to thee may likened be, 
And though thou art with nobody nowhere, 
Yet half mankind devote themselves to thee, 
How many books thy history contain 5 
‘How many heads thy mighty plans pursue ; 
‘What labouring hands thy portion only gain; 
‘What basy-bodies thy doings only do! 
To thee, the great, the proud, the giddy Lend, 
And—like my sonnet—all in nothing end,” 





Another anonymous poem upon “Nothing” appeared in the 
Saturday Magasine some sixty years ago, It is somewhat long, and 
begins thus : 

“ Most writers write on something to dilate, 
And some on anything would spend their time 5 
But everything !s now in such a state 
‘That nothing best befits my humble chyme,” 





The effusion concludes with the assertion : 


** And now I’ve proved the ancient oféctwm wrong 
‘That nothing out of nothing can be male, 

And if of nothing I have sung too lon, 

"Tis but the fault of many of my trade,” 





which, as the old phrase has it, nobody can deny, ‘The list of 
poems of this class, most of which may be characterised in Pope's 
phrase as literally “laboured nothings," may be concluded with the 
mention of an “Ode upon Nothing; with Notes by ‘Trismegistus 
Rustifustius, D.D.," a political squib written by Thomas Moore, 
which he describes in his diary as “a burlesque sort of poem.” 
“Nothing” has been a fruitful theme for writers of all kinds ; 





and if we were to extend our researches so as to incl” mples of 
well-known casual allusions and similes having refi same 
topic, it might be difficult to reach the end of the ere is 
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the story of the French preacher who was called upon to preach 
before Louis XIV. from a text which he would find on a piece of 
paper inserted between the leaves of the pulpit Bible. The preacher 
mounted the pulpit, opened the Bible, and found that the paper was 
blank. Not at all disconcerted, he held it up and said: “There is 
nothing on one side, there is nothing on the other, and that, my 
friends, is an illustration of how out of nothing we came, and into 
nothing we go ;” and after, this appropriate exordium he proceeded 
to preach an admirable sermon. 

Carlyle’s “‘ Teufelsdréckh ” holds forth on a similar theme. 
Shakespeare defines human life as a “tale told by an idiot, signi- 
fying nothing.” Tennyson, in the “Two Voices,” echoes the 
opening of the French preacher's sermon : 

“ A life of nothings, nothing worth, 
From that first nothing ere his birth 
To that last nothing under earth 1” 


But it is unnecessary to give any more of these airy nothings “a 
local habitation and a name.” So long as poets and preachers and 
prophets shall moralise upon the vanity of all things human—and 
that will be so long as the world shall last—“ Nothing ” will always 
provide the text. 


G. L, APPERSON 
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“Sonos or Trayet.”* 


‘T is impossible to read these final poems of Robert Louis Steven- 
son, hereafter to be included in his “ Underwoods,” and now 
separately and not for the first time published, without recognising 
how serious a loss poctry, as well as other forms of literature, has 
experienced in his premature but, as fate would have it, inevitable 
demise. What rank Stevenson will ultimately take as a poet J dare not 
presume to say. Those who have been to any extent under the 
glamour of his amiable and fascinating personality are the last to be 
able to apply rigorously the standard by which poetic accomplish- 
ment is measured. All that can now with certainty be said is that 
he is an unmistakable poet, not probably of the highest order, but 
genuinely inspired and touched to finest issues, In dayssuch as the 
present, in which perception is highly trained and culture widely 
disseminated, the faculty to write verse with all qualities of poetry, 
except the highest, is a not uncommon possession, and though none 
will maintain that since the appearance of Mr. Swinburne any star of 
the first magnitude has swum “into our ken,” yet the galaxy with 
which the heavens are brightened is probably unmatched since Tudor 
times. In that “meeting of gentle lights without a name,” to employ 
‘Suckling’s exquisite compliment to the face of his mistress, Steven- 
son's radiance is perceptible. It is frivolous to maintain that had 
longer life been allotted him he would have revealed much more 
distinctly his title to rank asa poet. With a few exceptions, of which 
the “Hours of Idleness” is one, the early work of a genuine poct is 
clearly indicative of his future, and those were no trustworthy guides 
into the land of enchantment, who, through the occasional extrava- 
gance of Endymion, could see no promise of the “Ode to the 
Grecian Urn,” or the ‘* Belle Dame sans Merci.” 


Stevenson's PosrHuMOUS VERSE, 
SPECIAL interest attends these later poems in the autobiogra- 
phical revelations with which they are charged. Concerning 
Stevenson's life in his southern home, public curiosity has been 
‘ Chatto & Windus. 
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fricnd of Rossetti and Westland Marston—and may I humbly add 
my own, ere he was that of Stevenson?—are some lines of eulogy as 
generous and outspoken as any of Tudor times. ‘They are written 
on receiving some verses, and convey a delightful spring picture, 
Once more self-evident limitations compel me to quote one stanza 
‘only of two— 

In the beloved hour that ushers day, 

In the pure dew, under the breaking grey, 

One bird, ere yet the woodland quires awake, 

‘With brief s€veillé suinmons all the brake. 

CAirp, chirp, it goes 5 nor waits an answer long: 

‘And that small signal fills the grove with song. 


Descrirtion oF TRopicat Rain. 


NE more extract, longer necessarily than the others, must be 

forgiven me. It shall be the last. Not quite an entire poem is 

it, but I omit one stanza only—the first ; “Tropic Rain " is the title, 
and the opening stanza describes the specch of the thunder. 


Sudden the thunder was drowned —quenchedd was the levia light— 
‘And the angelspirit of rain laughed out loud in the night, 

Loud as the maddened river raves in the cloven glen, 

Angel of rain ! you laughed and leaped! on the roofs of men; 


And the sleepers sprang fn their beds, and joyed and feared a3 you fell, 
‘You struck, and my cabin quailed ; the roof of it roared like a bell. 
You spoke, and at once the mountain shouted and shook with brooks, 
You ceased, and the day returned, rosy, with virgin looks, 


‘And methought that beauty and terror are only one, not two ; 

And the world has room for love, and death, and thunder, and dew ; 
And all the sinews of hell slumber in summer air; 

And the face of God is a rock, but the face of the rock is fair. 
Beneficent streams of tears flow at the finger of pain s 

And out of the cloud that smites, beneficent showers of rain, 





Not perfect in artistic execution is this, but it is inspired, and 
it furnishes an instance of admirable observation and fine descrip- 
tive power. It is dated, of course, from Vailima, and supplies 
one of the best descriptions of the torrential rains of the tropics 
that I have read. The lesson, too, though one that I must not insist 
upon, is healthy, and in striking contrast with the pessimism with 
which most moder verse is charged. To genuine lovers of poetry 
this volume may be warmly commended. Like the best verse, it 
grows on one, and a second and third perusal will reveal graces that 
may evade detection in the first. 
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MERCANTILE VALUE OF Mornis's Books, 


A Tiliweee meio neglect was afforded Mortis in his 
lifetime. Helived to see his own first editions sf 


though Scott is, of course, an exception. One thing at least Iknow, 
that there will always be for “The Defence of Guenevere” an 
audience “fit,” even “though few.” In the recent discussion as 
to the laureateship Morris's name was mentioned. I know he was 
ina way approached concerning it, and I feel sure that, in spite of 
his unflinching republicanism, he was gratified. He would not, and 
could not, accept the honour, but was not discontented at being” 
thought worthy of it. It is amusing to think of this amiable, 
truculent, childish, good-natured socialist, who walked about—I have 
seen him—under the red flag, and, scoming all notion of evening- 
dress, put on a blue shirt when asked out to dinner, accepting the 
position of a Court pensioner, Of Morris's politics I have nothing 
tosay. I did not understand them—I am not sure that he did himself, 


Fable Tath. 639° 
By his decorative art work T have profited, though I am scarcely | 


Prop ahee Rese Ricoto mem 
I do not sce the good of disturbing a reader of Chaucer and adding” 
to his difficulties by once more ‘printing the text in black letter,” 
Thave used the right word in saying that the books “rest” on my. 
shelves. The repose of those in black letter is not often disturbed. 


A CoxcorDaNck 10 TENNYSON. 


HILE on the subject Se ee cones 
of Tennyson to give us a complete concordance. ‘Phat 
already in existence I have, but it is necessarily a delusion, dealing, 
T fancy, with less than half the poet's works. Iam not sanguine 
enough to hope for a concordance to Morris. Mr. Ellis has, how. 

ever, given us a splendid concordance to Shelley; and 

Milton, Pope, Burns, and Cowper are all provided with these useful 
and eminently desirable adjuncts, The concordance to Keats—no 
long job—I want, and for that to Tennyson I am impatient. There 
should be no lack of volunteers. 


A Renewep Prornsr. 


OME years have elapsed since, under the title of A Flowerless 
S City,” I drew attention to the almost total disappearance of 
wild fowers from in andaround London. There were then, and may 
be still, those who regarded as super-sentimental the complaint I was, 
I believe, the first to utter. I will admit it to be so far sentimental 
that I know not how it is possible to provide a remedy, 1 merely 
state a fact: that there is no flower—in fact, no class of vegetation — 
that can stand against constant deprivation of bloom, ‘The flower ir 
by absolute fact, as well as by poetic fancy, the passion, the solicitation 
of the plant. By its colour or its perfume it attracts the insects by 


which it is fertilised. If the process of fertilisation does not proceed, 
the individual plant may last out its time like any other sterile being 
or thing ; but there is, of course, an end of its propagation, Our 











Extiaration or Wu 
AM but echoing once more an 
tion of flowers is due to 
churl who would forbid boys and girls to 
their fingers pounce with an instinct 
hawk pounce on the sparrow. _ Tean 


the maythorn—the object it 
that can stand for an hour 
before the field flower can 


other objects of natural beauty, though in-a greater 
they, must disappear, Trees we can plant, and 
Northern heights are, with more zeal than taste or 


Pasliament 
where, notably in the park with which Alderman Waterlow liberally 
presented the public, there are, or have been, dabilas, 
peonies, and Canterbury bells galore, These the public to some 
‘extent protects. it too daring to hope that some day people: will 
learn that the wild flower is worthy of protection, and appeals ip a 
still higher degree to sentiment? 
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